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Dramatis  Perform. 

THefeus,  <Duke  of  Athens. 
Egcus,  an  Athenian  Lord. 
Lyfander,  m  Love  with  Hcrmia. 
Demetrius,  in  Love  with  Hermia. 
Quince,  the  Carpenter. 
Snug,  the  Joiner. 
Bottom*  thm  Weaver. 
Flute,  %he  fellows-mender. 
Snowt,  the  linker. 
Starveling,  the  Tailor. 

Hippolita,  Trincefs  of  tfoe  Amazons,  betrothed  to 

Thefeus. 
Hermia,  "Daughter  to  Egcus,  in  love  with  Ly&n- 

der.  -  r.  •*.,       .,-.  - 

Helena,  in  love  with  Demetrius. 

...**■        ^ 

ATTENDANTS. 

Oberoni  -£/>£  ^  ft&*  Fairies. 

Tttanta,  *§}ween  of  the* Fairies.  -    ' — •- 

Puck,  or  R,obin-goodfellov,  a  Fairy. 
Pcafebloflbm,V 

Mot"'       i"™' 
Muftardfeed,  J 

Other  Fairies  attending  on  the  King  and  Queen. 

SCENE  Athens,  and  a  Wood 
not  far  from  it. 
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ACT  I    SCEN  fe  J. 

Enter  Thefeus  and  Hippolfta*   with  Attendants. 
THE  S-E  VS. 


+£7 


O  W»  fair  HipfoUta>  our  Nuptial  Hour 
Draws  an  apace ;  four  happy  Days  bring  in 
Another  Moon:  Bat  oh,  methi&kf,  how  flotr 
This  old  Moon  wtocs  !   She  lingers  my  Dd- 

fires 
Like  to  i  Step-dime*  or  a  Dowager, 
Long  withering  out  a  young  Man's  Revenue. 

£ty.  Four  Days  will  quickly  ftecp  thcmftlvcs  in  Nights, 
Four  Nights  wiB  quickly  dream  away  the  Time  : 
And  then  the  Moon,  like  to  a  Silver  Bow, 
New  bent  in  Heaven,  fhall  Ixhold  the  Night 
Of  our  Solemnities* 

The.  Go,  Pbtiafhraie* 
Stir  up  the  AthtnUn  Youth  to  Merriments* 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  Spirit  of  Mirth* 
Turn  Melaacholly  forth  to  Funerals : 
*oi.U.  B  x  »  yGoogkTh* 


Digitized  by  > 
% 


4<T8 ■---    A  Midfimmer-Night't  Dream.  ♦ 

The  pale  Companion  is  not  for  our  Pomp* 
"  HiffoUtAy  I  woo'd  thse  with  my  Sword,  .'.'■ 
And  won  thy  Love,  doing  thee  Injuries : 
But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  Key, 
With  Pomp,  with  Triumph,  ancf  with  Revelling* 
Enter  Egeus,  Hermia,  Ly  fander,  and  Demetrius, 
Mge.  Happy  be  The/ens,   our  renowned  Duke. 
The.  Thanks,  good  ££*#*;  what's  the  News  with  thee? 
Egc. .  Full  of  Vexation,  come  I,  with  Complaint 
Againft  mv  Child,   my  Daughter  Hermia. 
Stand* forth  Demetrius.    My  noble  Lord, 
.This.  Man  hath  my  Confent  to  marry  her. 
•  Stand  forth  Lyfander.  -  And,  my  gracious  Duke 
This  hath  bewitch'd  the  Bofom  of  my  Child : 
Thou,  thou  Ljfander,  thou  haft  gtven  her  Rhlimes, 
And  intetchang'd  Love-tokens  with  my  Child: 
Thou  haft,  by  Moon-light,  at  her  Window  fung,    , 
With  feigning  Voice,   Verfes  of  feigning  Love, 
And  ftoll*n  the  Impreffion  of  her  FantaGe, 
With  Bracelets  of  thy  Hair,  Rings,  Gawds,  Conceits, 
Knacks,  Trifles,  Nofegays,  Sweet-meats,  Meflengers 
Of  ftrong  Prevailment  in  unharden'd  Youth ; 
Witl\  Cunning  haft  thou  filch'd  my  Daughter's  Heart, 
Turned  her  Obedience,  which  is  due  to  me, 
To  ftubborn  Harlhnefs.     And,  my  gracious  Duke, 
Be  it  fo  Che  will  not  here  before  your  Grace 
Confent  to  marry  with  Demetrius, 
I  beg  the  antient  Privilege  of  jithensf 
As  (he  is  mine,  I  may  difpole  of  her  / 
Which  ihall  be  either  to  this  Gentleman, " 
Or  to  her  Death,  according  to  our  Law,    , 
Immediately  provided  in  that  Cafe. 

the.  What  fay  you,  Hermiat  be  advis'd,  fair  Maid. 
To  you  your  Father  fhould  be  as  a  God ; 
One  that  composed  your  Beauties ;  yea,  and  one 
"To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  Form  in  Wax 
By  him  imprinted ;  and  within  his  Power, 
To  leave  the  Figure,  or  di>figure  it : 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  Gentleman. 

JGT#r« 
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Her*  So  is  LjfanAer. 

The.  In  himfelfheis; 
But  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  Father's  Voice, 
The  other  snuft  be  held  the  worthier. 

Her.  I  would  my  Father  look'd  but  with  ray  Eyes.' 

The.  Rather  your  Eyes  muft  with  his  Judgment  took. 

Her.  I  do  jntreat  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
I  know  not  by  what  Power  I  am  made  bold, 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  Modefty 
In  fuch  a  Prefen/ce  here  to  plead  my  Thoughts : 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace,  that  I  may  know% 
The  word  that  may  befal  me  in  this  Cafe, 
If  I  refufe  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  Death,  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  Society  of  Men. 
Therefore,  fair  Hermiaf  qutftion  your  Defires, 
Know  of  your  Youth,  examine  well  your  Blood, 
Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  Father's  Choice, 
You  can  endure  the  Livery  of  a  Nun,  ; 

For  Aye  to  be  in  lhady  Cloifter  raew'd, 
To  live  a  barren  Sifter  all  your  Life, 
Chanting  faint  Hymns  to  the  cold  fruitkfs  Moon. 
Thrice  blefled  they  that  mailer  fo  their  Blood, 
To  undergo  fuch.  Maiden  Pilgrimage. 
But  earthlier  happy  is  the  Rofe  diftilfd, 
Than  that  which  withering  on  the  Virgin  Thoru, 
Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  fingle  Bleffednefs. 

Her.  So  will  I  grow,  fo  live,  fo  die,  my  Lord, 
E'er  I  will  yield  my  Virgin  Patent  up 
Unto  his  Lordfliip,  to  whofe  unwiflTd  Yoak 
My  Soul  confents  not  to  give  Sovereignty. 

The.  Take  time  to  paufe,  and  by  the  next  New  Moot?, 
The  fealing  Day  betwixt  my  Love  and  me, 
For  everlafting  Bond  of  Fellowship,  % 
Upon  that  Day  either  prepare  to  die, 
For  Difobedience  to  your  Father's  Will, 
Or  elfe  to.  wed  Demetrius  as  he  would, 
Or  on  Diana's  Altar  to  proteft, 
For  aye,,  Aufterity  and  fingle  Life. 

Dem.  Relent,  (wtztHermia,  and  Ljf4ndcry  yield 
Thy  crazed  Titfc  to  my  certain  Right. 
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Ljf.  You  have  her  Father's  Love,  Jkmetrktsi 
Let  me  have  Hermit's;  do  you  marty  hifo. 

Ege.  Scorpful  Ljf**4*r\  true,  be  hath  my  Lovcj 
And  what  is  mine,  my. Love  ftuH  readft  binu 
And  (he  is  mine,  ami  all  my  Right  of  hw 
I  dp  eft  ate  unto  Demetrius. 

Lyf.  I  am,  *py  Lord,  as  well  deriv'd  as  he, 
As  well  pofftft:  My  Love  is  more  than  his  5 
My  Fortune's  every  way  as  fairly  ranfcd, 
If  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrius: 
And,  which  is  more  that*  all  t  htfe  Boafts  can  be, 
I  am  belov'd  of  bejutHQUS  Hewma* 

Why  Qiould  not  I  then  profecute  my  Right i  \ 

Demetrius,  I'll  avouch  it  to  his  head. 
Made  Love  to  Nedar's  Daughter,  Helena* 
And  won  her  Soul  j  and  fhe,  Tweet  Lady,  doats, 
Devoudy  doats,  doats  in  Idolatry, 
Upon  th|s  fpotted  and  inconftant  Man. 

The.  I  muft  confefs,  thaft  I  hive  heard  fo  much, 
And  with  Demetrius  thought  to  have  fpoke  thereof; 
But  being  over-full  of  Self-affairs,    .• 
My  Mind  did  lofe  it.     But  Dtmetrku  coon, 
And  come  Egeus%  you  (hall  go  with  me, 
I  have  fome  private  fchooling  for  you  both* 
For  you,  fair  Her  mi  a^    look  you  arm  your  &l£y 
To  fit  yoyr  Fancies  to  your  Father**  Will; 
Or  elle  the  Law  of  Athens  yields  you  up 
(Which  by*  no  Means  we  may  extenuate) 
To  Death»  or  to  a  Vow  of  fingle  Life. 
Come  my  HippoHt*y  what  Cheer,  my  Lav*  t 
Demetrius  and  Egeus  go  along* 
I  mart  employ  you  io  fome  Bufipefs 
Againft  our  Nuptials  and  confer  with  you 
Of  fomething  nearly  that  concerns  your  felves* 

Ege.  With  Du?y  and  Defire  we  follow  you,       [Exeem. 
Manenl  Ljfdnder  aad  Hermid. 

Ljf.  How  now,  my  Lqye?  Why  is  your  Cheek  fo  pa!*?*  { 

How  chance  the  Rofes  th*re  do  fade  fb  faft? 

Her,  Bel  ke  for  wart  of  R.aio,  which  I  could  well 
Ber  em  then*  from  tht  Tcmpeftofsnine  Byts.  4 

Ljf  Hermia,  for  ought  that  ever  I  could  read*       '  1 
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Could  ever  hear  by  Tale  orffiftory, 

The  CourfeoFtrue  Love  neper  did  ran  foidotb* 

But  either  it  was  different  fa  Blood 

Her.  O  crofif'too  high  to  be  enthraird  to  Lore; 

Lif.  Or  elfe  mHgraffcd,  in  rcfycGt  of  Ycarrsi 

Her.  O  Spiehtf  too  old  to  be  ehgag*d  too  young* 
Lyf.  Or  eHe  it  flood  upon  the  choice  of  Merit— r— 
Her.  O  Hell/  to  chufe  Love  by  another's  Eye. 
Lyf.  Or  if  there  were  a  Sympathy  inr  Choice* 

War,  Death,  or  Siekneft,  dtd  lay  Siege  to  k; 

Making  it  momentary  as  a  Sound, 

Swift  is  2  Shadow,  fhort  as  any  Dream, 

Brief  as  the  Lightning  in  the  collied  Night, 

That  in  a  Spleen  unfolds  both  Heaven  and  Earth; 

And  e*er  a  Man  hath  Power  to  fay,  Behold, 

The  Jaws  of  Darkrtefsdo  devour  it  up  ; 

So  quick  bright  Things  come  to  Confufion. 
Her.  If  then  true  Lovers  have  been  ever  croft, 

It  ftands  as  an  Edi&  in  Deftrny: 

Then  let  us  teach  our  Tft*f  Patience, 

Becaufe  it  isacttftotnary  Croft,    ' 

As  due  to  Love,  as  Thoughts,  and  Dreams,  and  Sighs,* 

Wiihes  and  Tears,  poor  Fancy's  Followers. 

Lyf.  A  good  Perfuafion;  therefore  hear  me,  Herma, 

I  have  a  Widow- Aunt,  a  Dowager, 

Of  great  Revenue,  and  /he  hath  no  Child  ; 

From  Athens  is  her  Houfe  removed  feven  leagues* 

And  (he  refpe&s'  me  as  her  only  Son  ; 

There,  gentle  Hernia,  may  I  marry  thee, 

And  to  that  Place,  the  lharp  Athenian  Law 

Canaot  parita  us.  If  thou  fov'ft  me,  then 

Steal  forth  thy  Father's  Houfe  to  Morrow  Niffrj 

And  in  the  Wood,  a  League  without  the  Town, 

Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 

To  do  Ohfcrvancefrr  %  Morn  of  May9 

There  will  I  flay  for  thee. 

Her.  My  good   Ljfandtt,  .  ' 

I  fwear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  ftrongeft  Bow, 

By  his  Beft  Arrow  with  the  Golden  head, 

By  the  Simplicity  of  Venm  Doves, 

$y  thtt  which  koitteth  Souls,  and  profpefs  Love, 
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And  by  that  Fire  which  bum'd  the  Carthage  Queen, 

When  the-falle  Trojan,  under  Sail,  was.feen  ; 

By  all  the  Vows  that  ever  Men  have  broke, . 

In  number  more  than  ever  Women  fpoke, 

In  that  fame  Place  thou  haft  appointed  me, 

To  Morrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee,    .  j 

Ljf.  Keep  promife  Love.    Look,  here  coma  tieUnd. 
Enter  Helena. 

Her.  God  fpeed fair  Helena,  whither  away? 

HeU  Call  you  me  fair  i  that  fair  again  unjfay, 
Demetrius  loves  you  fair;  O  happy  fair  ! 
Your  Eyes  are  Load-ftars,  and  your  Tongue's  fweet  Air* 
More  tunable  than  Lark  to  Shepherd's  Ear,  I 

When  Wheat  is  green,  when  Haw-thorn  Buds  appear. 
Sicknefs  is  catching :  O  were  Favour  fa, 
Your  Words  I'd  catch,  iivtHermia,  e'er  I  go, 
My  Ear  ftiould  catch  your  Voice,  my  Eye  your  Eye^ 
My  Tongue  ftiould  catch  your  Tongue's  fweet  Melody,    x 
Were  the  World  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated, 
The  reft  1%  give  to  be  to  you  tranflatetf. 
O  teach  me  how  yob  looki  and  with  what  Art 
You  fway  the  Motion  of  Demetrius  Heart. 

Her.  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  ftill. 

HeU  O  that  your  Frowns  would  teach  my  Smiles  fuch 

Her.  I  give  him  Curies,  yet  he  gives  me  Love.      ("Skill. 

HeU  O  that  my  Prayers  could  fuch  AfFe&ion  move. 

Her.  The  more  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  me* 

HeU  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 

Her.  His  Folly,  Helena,  is  none  of  mine. 

HeU  None  but  your  Beauty,  would  that  Fault  were  mine. 

Her.  Take  Comfort  j  he  no  more  (hall  fee  my  Face, 
Ljfander  and  my  felf  will  fly  this  Place. 

Before  the  time  I  did  Ljfander  fee,  l 

Seem'd  ^Athens  like  a  Paradife  to  me. 
O  then,  what  Graces  in  my  Love  do  dwell, 
That  he  hath  turn'd  a  Heav'n  into  Hell  i  *  < 

Ljf.  Helen,  to  you  our  Minds  we  will  unfold,  I 

To  Morrow  Night,  when  Pheebe  doth  behold 
Her  Silver  Vifige  in  the  wat'ry  Glafs, 

Decking  with  Liquid  Pearl  the  bladed  Graft,  | 

A         1 
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A  Time  that  Lovers  Flights  doth  dill  conceal, 
Through  Athens  Gate  have  we  devis'd  to  ileal. 

Her.  And  in  the  Wood,  where  often  you  and  I 
Upon  faint  Primrofe-beds  were  wont  to  lye, 
Emptying  our  Bofams  of  their  Couofel  fwell'd ; 
There  my  Ljfynder  and  my  felf  (hall  meet, 
And  thence  from  Athens  turn  away  our  Eyes, 
To  feek  new  Friends  and  ftrange  Companions. 
Farewd  fweet  Play-fellow,  pray  thou  for  us, 
And  good  Luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius. 
Keep  Word,  Lyfander,  we  muft  ftarve  our  Sight         .    , 
From  Lovers  Food,  'till  Morrow  deep  Midnight. 

[Exit  Hermja. 

Ly£  I  will,  my  Hermia.    Helen*  adieu, 
.  As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  doats  on  you.     [Exit  Ly  finder. 

Hel.  How  happy  fome,  o'er  otherfbme  can  be  f 
Through  Athens  I  am  thought  a$  fair  as  ihe. 
But  what  of  that;  Demetrius  thinks  not  fo: 
He  will  not  know,  what  all  but  he  doth  know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hermit's  Eyes, 
So  I,  admiring  of  bis  Qualities : 
Things  bafe  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity, 
Love  can  tranfpofe  to  Form  and  Dignity  ; 
Love  looks  not  with  the  Eyes,  but  with  the  Mind, 
And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind  : 
Nor  hath  Love's  Mind  of  any  Judgment  tafte; 
Wings  and  no  Eyes,  Figure  unheedy  haft. 
And  therefore  is  Love  /aid  to  be  a  Child, 
Becaufein  Choice  he  often  is  beguil'd. 
As  waggifti  Boys  thcmfelves  in  Game  forfwear, 
So  the  Boy  Love  is  perjur'd  every  where. 
For  e'er  Demetrius  lookt  on  Hermits  Eyne, 
He  hail'd  down  Oaths  that  he  was  only  mine. 
And  when  this  Hail  fome  Heat  from  Hermia  felt, 
So  he  diflblv'd,  and  Showers  of  Oaths  did  melr. 
I  will  go  tell  him  of  fair  Hermia's  Flight: 
Then  to  the  Wood  will  he  to  Morrow  Night 
Purfue  her;  and  for  this  Intelligence 
If  T.bave  Thanks  it  is  a  dear  Expence. 
But  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  Pain, 
To  have  his  Sight  thither,  and  back  again.'  [Exit. 
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Enter  <$uince,  Snug,  Bottom,  Flute,  Snowt,  WStraveKng." 
Quin.  Is  all  our  Company  here? 
Bot.  You  were  beft  to  call  them  generally,  Mart  by  Man; 
according  to  the  Scrip. 

Quin.  Here  is  the  Scrowl  of  every  Marf  s  Name*  which  is 
thought  fit  through  all  Athen$%  to  play  in  our  Enterlude  be- 
fore the  Duke  and  the  Dutchefs,  on  his  Wedding-day  at 
Night. 

Bot.  Firft,  good  Peter  Quince,  fay  what  the  Play  treats 
on ;  then  read  the  Names  of  the  A&ors ;  and  fo  grow  on 
to  a  Point. 

Quin.  Marry,  our  Play  is  the  moft  lamentable  Comedy,' 
andmoft  cruel  Death  of  Pyrsmus  and  Thisbj. 

Bot.  A  very  good  piece  of  Work  I  affure  yon,  and  a 
merry.  Now  good  Peter  Quince,  ci\\  forth  your  Aftors 
by  the  Scrowl.     Matters  fpread  your  felves. 

Quin.  Airfwer  as  I  call  you.  Nic^  Bottom  the  We* 
ver.  :  "' 

Bet .  Ready :  Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and  proceed. . 

Quin.  You,  Ntcl^  Bottom,  are  fet  down  for  Pjramjts. 

Bot.  What  is  Pjramus,  a  Lover,  or  a  Tyrant  ? 

Quin.  A  Lover  that  kills  himfelf  moft  gallantly  for 
Love. 

Bot.  That  will  ask  feme  Tears  in  the  true  performing  of 
it;  if  I  do  it,  let  the  Audience  look  to  their  Eyes  j  I  will 
condole  in  fome  meafure.  To  the  reft  yet,  my  chief  Hu- 
mour is  for  a  Tyrant ;  I  could  play  ErcUs  rarely,  or  a  part 
to  tear  a  Gat  in,  to  make  all  fplic  to  raging  Rocks,  and  ihiver- 
ing  Shocks  (hall  break  the  Locks  of  Prifon-Gates,  and  Pbib* 
buss Carr  ffull  fhine  from  far,  and  make  and  mar  the  Fool- 
ilh  Fates.  Tfki$  was  lofty.  Now  name  the  reft  of  the  Play- 
ers. *  This  h^rclet  Vein,  a  Tyrants  Vein;  a  Lover  is  more 
fondbling.  *%   ' 

Quin.  Francn.Flutt  the  Bellows-mender* 

Flu.  Here  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  You  muft  tikeThisbj,  on  you. 

Flu.  Whit  is  Thisbj,  a  wandring  Knight  ? 

Quin.  It  is  the  Lady  that  Pyramus  muft  love.   ■ 

Flu.  Nay  faith,  let  not  me  play  a  Woman,  I  have  a  Beard 
looming. 
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Quin.  That's  all  one,  you  ftitU  pity  it  in  a  Mask,  and 
yon  may  fpeak  as  fmell  as  yoti  wiU* 

fi*f.  And  i  may  hide  my  Face,  let  roe  play  7&«^r  ceo; 
.FA  fp$*k  in  a  monftrotts  little  Voice,  7fo/*f,  72»/*f,  ah 
PjramHs  my  Lover  dear,  thy  Thisby  dear,  and  Lady 
dear. 

42**.  No,  ac,  you  mull  play  Pjr*miu>  and  ifo/r  your 

#tf.  Well,  proceed. 

42£'*»  ^«*mp  Starveling  the  Taylor. 

#*rv  Here  Pf'ir  QutHC*. 

Qwn.  Relti*  $t*tviting%  you  muft  play  Tkistfs  Mo- 
tUu  , 

7#«  Snowt,  the  Tinker. 

•Stow .  Here  l^rr  Qwnc*. 

Qm*.  You  P/nmrfi  Father  >  my  fclf,  *  Thisbft  Father  j 
£#*£,  the  Joiner,  yqu  the  Lion's  part;  and  I  hope  there  is 
a  Play  fitted.   * 

Aug.  Have  you  the  Lion's  Part  written  ?  Pray  you  if  it 
be  gtvs  it  me,  for  I  am  flow  of  Study. 

0#/*9  You  may  do  it  Extempore,  for  it  is  nothing  but 
Roaring. 

Bot<  Let  me  play  the  Lion  too,  I  will  roar,  that  I  will 
do  any  Man's  Heart  good  to  hear  me.  I  will  roar,  that  £ 
will  make  the  Duke  fay,  Let  him  roar  again,  let  him  roar 
again. 

Q*in.  If  you  fhould  do  it  too  terribly,  you  would  fright 
the  Dutchefs  and  the  Ladies,  that  they  would  fiiriek,  #4 
that  were  enough  to  hang. us  all. 

All.  That  would  hang  us  every  Mother's  Son. 

£**•  I  grant  you  Friend,  if  that  you  ihoiitd  fright  the 
Ladies  out  of  their  Wits,  they  would  havl  flp  more  Dif- 
crction  but  to  hang  us  j  but  I  will  aggfcvate  my  Voice  fo, 
that  I  will  roar  you  as  gently  as  any  fufkbg  Deve  j  I  will 
roar  and 'twere  any  Nightingale 

Quin.  You  can  play  no  Part  but  Pyramus>  for  Pyramms  \\ 
a  fweet-fac!d  Man,  a  proper  Man  as  on*  ftaU  fe£  in  a  Summer^ 
Day;  i  moft  lovely  Gentleman-lilesmaPj  therefore  you  muft 
needs  pfay  Pjtamms. 

JVt,  Well,  i  will  undertaker.  What  Beard  werelheft 
topiay  it  in? 
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Qnin.  Why,  what  you  will. 

Bot.  I  will  difcharge  it  in  cither  your  Straw-colour 
Beard*  your  Oringe-tawny  Beard,  your  Purple-tn-grain 
Beard,  or  your  iw/wA-colour'd  Beard,  your  perfe<3  yel- 
low.   . 

Qui*.  Some  of  your  French-  Crowns  have  no  Hair  at  all, 
and  then  you  will  play  bare-fae'd.  But  Matters  here  are 
yo.:;  r^ts,  and  lam  to  entreat  you,  requeftyou,anddefire 
you,  co  con  them  by  to  Morrow  Night ;  and  meet  me  in 
the  Palace-Wood,  a  Mile  without  the  Town,  by  Moon- 
light, there  we  will  Rehearfe  ;  for  if  we  meet  in  the  City, 
we  (hall  bedog'd  with  Company,  and  ojir  Devices  known. 
In  the  mean  time  I  will  dra^r  a  Bill  of  Properties,  fucb  as 
our  Play  wants.    I  pray  you  fail  not. 

Bou  We  will  meet,  and  there  we  may  rehearfe  jnore  ob** 
fceriely  and  courageoufly.     Take  pain,  be  perfect,  adieu. 

Qnin,  At  the  Duke's  Oak  we  meet. 

Boi.  Enough,  hold  or  cut  Bow-ftrings.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   II.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  a  Fairy  at  one  T),oor%  and  Puck  or  Robin»goodfellow 

at  another* 

P/wfe.TTOWnow  Spirit,  whither  wander  you? 

XJL  Fau  Over  Hill,  over  Dale,  through  Bulh,through 
Over  Park,  over  Pale,  through  Flood,  through  Fire,    (Briar* 
I  do  wander  every  where,  fwifter  than  the  Moon's  Sphere; 
And  I  ferve  the  Fairy  Queen,  to  dew  her  Orbs  upon  the 
The  Cowflips  tall  her  Penfioners  be,  (Greei& 

In  their  gold  CoatrSpots  you  fee, 
Thofe  be  Rubies,  Fairy  favours, 
In  thofe  Freckles  live  their  Savours  : 
I  muft  go  feek  fome  Dew*Drops  here, 
And  hang  a  Pearl  in  every  Cowflip's  Ear* 
Farewel  thou  Lob  of  Spirits,  Til  be  gone, 
Our  Queen  and  all  her  Elves  come  here  anon. 
Pnek.  The  King  doth  keep  his  Revels  here  to  Night, 
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Take  heed  the  Queen  come  not  within  his.  Sight, 
For  Oberon  is  palling  fell  and  wrath, 
Becaufe  that  ihe,  as  her  Attendant,  hath 
A  lovely  Boy  ftol'n  from  an  Indian1  King, 
She  never  had  fo  fweet  a  Changeling, 
And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  Child 
Knight  of  his  Train,  to  trace  the  Forefts  wild} 
But  flie  per- force  with-holds  the  loved  Boy, 
Crowns  him  with  Flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  Joy: 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  Grove,  or  Green, 
By  Fountain  clear,  or  fpangled  Star-light  flieen, 
But  they  do  fquare,  that  all  their  Elves  for  fear 
Creep  into  Acorn  Cups,  and  hide  them  there. 
~  -  Fai*  Either  I  miftake  your  Shape  and  Making  quite, 
t>r  elfe  you  are  that  (hrew'd  and  knaviflx  Sprite 
CalPd  Robin-goodfelUw.  Are  you  not  he, 
That  fright  the  Maidens  of  the  Villageree,  * 

Skim  Milk,  and  foknetimes  labour  in  the  Quern, 
And  bootlefs  make  the  breathlefs  Hufwife  chern 
And  fometime  make  the  Drink  to  bear  no  Barme 
Mifs-lead  Night-wanderers,  laughing  at  their  Harm, 
Thofe  that  Hobgoblin  call  you,  and  fweet  Pnck^ 
You  do  their  Work,  and  they  (hall  have  good  Luck.        ; 
Are  not  you  he  i 

Pack.  Thou  fpeak'ft  aright; 
I  am  that  merry  Wanderer  of  the  Night:        ...      .  ,:a 
I  jeft  to,  Oberon,  and  make  him'  fmile, 
When  I  a  fat  and  bean-fed  Horfe  beguile. 
Neighing  in  likenefs  like  a  filly  Foal: 
And  fometimes  lurk  I  in  a  Goflip's  Bowl, 
In  very  likenefs  of  a  roafted  Crab, 
And  when  ihe  drinks  again  her  Lips  I  bob, 
And  on  her  whithered  Dew  lop  pour  the  Ale. 
The  wifeft  Aunt  telling    the  faddtft  Tale,         V"  ,. 

Sometime  for  three-foot  Stool  miftakcth  me, 
Then  flip  I  fr6in  her  Bum,  down  topples  fhe, 
And  Tailor  cries,  and  falls  into  a  Cough, 
And  then  the  whole  Quire  hold  their  Hips,  and  loffe, 
And  waxen  in  their  Mirth,  and  neeze  and  fwear, 
A  merrier  Hour  was  never  wafted  there. 
But  room,  Fairy,  here  comes  Oberon. 
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FaL  Add  here  my  Miftrefs: 
Would  that  we  were  gone. 

Enter  Oberon  King  of  FtirJes  at  one  Door  With  hisfrkin, 
and  the  Queen  at  another  with  hers. 

Ob.  I'll  met  by.  Moon-light, 
Proud  Ttttnia. 

Queen.  What,  jealous  Oberon\  Ealry,  skip  hence, 
I  have  forfworn  his  Bed  afid  Company, 

Ob.  Tarry  rafti  Wanton,  am  not  I  thy  Lord? 

Queen.  Then  I  muft  be  thy  Lady  \  but  I  know 
When  thou  waft  ftoll'n  away  from  Fairy  Land, 
And  in  the  Ihape  ofCtrin  fate  all  Day, 
Playing  on  Pipes  of  C6rn,  and  verGng  Love 
To  amorous  PhtUida.  Why  art  thou  here, 
Come  from  the  fartheft  ft eep  of  IndU\ 
But  that  forfooth  the  bouncing  Amazon,  l 

Xour  busktn'd  Miftrefs,  and  your  Warrior  Love, 
To  Thefeus  muft  be^ wedded,  and  you  come, 
■To  give  their  Bed  Toy  and  Profperity. 

Ob.  How  can'fl  thou  thus  for  fhame,  Titania, 
Glance  at  my  Credit  witji  Hipp<flita> 
Knowing  I  know  thy  Lov$  to  Thefeus  ? 
Didft  thou  not  lead  him  through  the  giittmering  Night 
From  Peregenia,  whom  heravifhed, 

And  make  him  with  fair  %/Egle  break  his  faith,  *    T 

With  Ariadne,  and  Antio$a\ 

Queen.  Thefe  are  the  Forgeries  of  Jealouffe, 
And  never  fince  the  middle  Summer's  Spring, 
Met  we  on. Hill,  in  Dale,   Foreft,  or  Mead, 
By  paved  Fountain,  or  by  fu(hy  Brook, 
Or  in  the  beached  Margent  of  the  Sea,         / 
To  dance  our  Ringlets  to  the  whittling  Wfad, 
But  with  thy  Brawls  thou  haft  difturb'd  our  Sport, 
Therefore  the  Winds  piping  to  us  in  vafnj 
As  in  Revenge  have  fuckM  up  torn  the  Sea, 
Contagious  Fogs ;  which  falling  in  the  Land, 
Hath  every  petty  R  ver  made  fo  proud, 
That  they  have  over-born  their  Continent's. 
The  Ox  hath  therefore  ftretch'd  his  Yoak  in  vairt 
The  Ploughman  loft  his  Sweat,  and  the  green  Corn 
tilth  rotted,  efer  his  Youth  attained  a  Beard 
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The  Fold  ftands  empty  in  the  drowned  Field, 

And  Crows  are  fatted  with  the  Murriofi  Flock,' 

The  Nine*men$-morris  is  filFd  up  with  Mud, 

And  the  queint  Mazes  in  the  wanton  Green, 

For  lack  of  tread  are  undiftiiiguifliable. 

The  human  Mortals  want  their  Winter  here, 

No  Night  is  {low  with  Hymn  or  Carol  bleft  ; 

Therefore  the  Moon,  the  Governefs  of  Flood*, 

Pale  in  her  Anger,  wa(hes  all  the  Air; 

The  Rheumatick  Difeales  do  abound.  (^ 

And  through  this  Diftemperature,  we  fee 

The  Seafons  alter ;  hoary-headed  Frofts 

Fall  in  the  frelh  Lap  of  the  Crimfbn  Role, 

And  on  old  Hjem's  Chin  and  Icy  Crown, 

And  odorous  Chaplet  of  fweet  Summer  Buds 

Is  as  in  Mockery  fct.  The  Spring,  the*Summcr. 

The  childiog  Autumn,  angry  Winter  change 

Their  wonted  Liveries,  and  the  amazed  World, 

By  their  increase,  now  knows  not  which  is  whicti 

And  this  fame  Progeoy  of  Evil  comes 

From  our  Debate,  from  our  Diffemion,     ' 

We  are  their  Parents  and  Original 

Oi.  Do  you  amend  it  then,  it  lyes  in  yovf* 
Why  (hould  Titdnia  qrofc  her  Ohctm  \  . 
I  do  but  beg  a  IwkifbaqgpUng  Bojj, 
To  be  my  Henchcpan.  ? 

Queen.  Set  your  H^art  at  re£>  • 
The  Fairy-land  buys  aot  the  Chili  of  me* 
His  Mother  was  a  Votrefc  of  my  Order, 
And  in  the  fpiced  Indian  Air  by  Night 
Full  often  ftie  hath  goffipt  by  my  iide, 
And  fat  with  me  on  Neptune  s  yellow  Sands, 
Marking  th'  embarked  Traders  of  the  Flood* 
When  we  have  laught  ao  fee  the  Sails  conceive,  < 

And  grow  hig-t>ellted  with  the  wanton  Wind : 
Which  (he  with  pretty  and  with  fwijnming  Gate^ 
Following  (her  Womb  then  rich  with  my  young  Squire) 
Would  imitate,  and.  fail  upon  the  Lsfld* 
To  fetch  me  Trifl  s#  and  return  again, 
As  from  a  Voyage  rich  with  Merchandize* 
But  flie  being  mortal  of  that  Bby  did  dye, 
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And  for  her  fake  I  do  rear  up  her  Boy, 
And  for  her  fake  I  will  not  put  with  him. 

Ob.  How  long  within  this  Wood  intend  you  ftay? 

Queen.  Perchance  *till  after  Theje*s*$  Wedding-day. 
If  you  will  patiently  dance  ill  our  Round, 
And  fee  our  Moon-light  Revels,  go  with  us; 
If  not,  (hun  me  and  I  will  fpare  your  Haunts. 

Ob.  Give  me  thit  Boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee? 

Queen.  Not  for  thy  fairy  Kingdom.     Fairies  away : 
wTThali  chide  downright,  if  I  longer  ftay.  [Exeuntl 

Ob.  Well,  go  thy  way ;  thou  (halt  not  from  this  <5rove, 
•Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  Injury, 
My  gentle  P*d^  come  hither;  thou  remembreft 
Since  that  I  fate  upon  a  Promontory, 
And  heard  a  Mermaid  on  a  Dolphin's  Back, 
Uttering  fuch  Dulcet  and  Harmonious  Breath, 
That  the  rude  Sea  grew  civil  at  her  Song, 
And  certain  Stars  ihot  madly  from  their Sphear*, 
vTo  hear  the  Sea-maid's  Muhck. 

Tuck?  I  remember. 

Ob.  That  very  time  I  faw,  but  thou  could'ft  not^ 
Flying  between  the  cold  Moon  and  the  Earth, 
Cupid  zU  arm'd;  a -certain  Aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  Veftal,  throned  by  the  Weft, 
And  loos'd  his  Love-ftiaftfmartly  from  his  Bow^ 
As  it  would  pierce  a  hundred  thoufand  Hearts; 
But  I  might  lee  young.  Cupid's  fiery  Shaft 
Quench'd  in  the  chafte  Beams  of  the  wat'ry  Moon, 
And  the  Imperial  Votrefs  paflTed  on, 
In  Maiden-Meditation,  fancy-free. 
Yet  marked  I  where  the  Boltof  Cty/V/fell, 
It  fell  upon  a  little  weftern  Flower;  l 

Before,  milk-white,  now  purple  with  Love's  Wound, 
And  Maidens  call  it,  JLove  in  Idlenefs. 
Fetch  me  that  Flower;  the  Herb  I  ftiewxl  thee  once, 
The  Juice  of  ir,  on  fleeping  Eye-lids  laid, 
Will  make  a  Man  or  Woman  madly  doat 
Upon  the  next  live  Creature  that  it  fees. 
Fetch  me  this  Herb,  and  be  thou  here  again 
E'er  the  Leviathan  can  fwim  a  League. 
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Puck.  I'll  put  7  Girdle  about  the  Earth  in  forty  Mimtte*.\ 

[Exit.  v 

OJ.  Having  once  this  Juice, 
I'll  watch  Titania  when  (he  is  afleep* 
And  drop  the  Liquor  of  it  in  her  Eyes: 
The  next  thing  which  (he  waking  looks  upon, 
(Be  it  on  Lyon,  Bear,  or  Wolf,  or  Bull,  1  •  s 

Or  medling  Monkey, .  or  on  bufie  Ape) 
She  (hall  purfue  it  with  the  Soul  of  Love; 
And  e'er  I  rake  this  Charm  off  from  her  Sight, 
(As  I  can  take  it  with  another  Herb)  *  ^ 

I'll  make  her  render  up  her  Page  to  me* 
But  who  comes  here  ?  I  am  invifible,  c  \M 

And  I  will  overhear  their  Conference*  *>  , 

M*ter  Demetrius,  Helena  following  him. 

Dim.  Hove  thee  not,  therefore  purfue  me  nor*  S  . 

Where  is  Ljftndcr,  and  fair  Hermia  ? 
The  one  I'll  ftay,  the  other  ftayeth  me.  * 

Thou  told'itroe  they  were  ftol'n  into  this  Wood; 
And  here  am  I,  and  Wood  within  this  Woodt  ~- 

Becaufe  I  cannot  meet  my  Hcrmia. 
Hence  get  thee  gone,  ancl  follow  xxle  no  more. 

Hel.  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  Adamant, 
But  yet  you  draw  not  Iron;  for  my  Heart    , 
Is  true  as  Set t\.    Leave  you  your  Power  f o  draw, 
And  I  (hall  have  no  Power  to  follow  you.  ' 

Dem.  Do  I  entice  you?  Do  I  fpeakyou  ftir? 
Or  rather  do  I  not  in  plaineft  Truths 
Tell  you  I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you?  f 

Hel.  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  thee  the  morej 
I  am  your  Spaniel,  and,  Demetrius,  ,  w   * 

The  more  ybu  beat  me  I  will  fawn  on  you  .• 
Ufe  me  but  as  your  Spaniel,  fpurn  me,  ftrikeme,  x%,  . , 

Negleft  me,  lofe  me  5  only  give  me  Leave,  '  i.    ' 

Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  you.  ^ 

What  worfer  Place  can  I  beg  in  your  Love, 
(And  yet  a  Place  of  high  Refpeft  with  me) 
.Than  to  be  ufed  as  you  do  your  Dog? 

Dem.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  Hatred  of  my  Spirit^ 
For  I  am  fick  when  I  do  look  oji  thee, 

HiU  And  I  am  fick  when  I  look  not  00  you. 
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Pcsfe  You  do  impeach  your  Modefty  top  muchi 
To  leave  the  City,  and  comjnit  your  felf 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  love*  yx>ji  not, 
To  truft  the  Opportunity  of  Nigh^ 
And  the  ill  Counfel  of  a  defart  Placet 
With  the  rich  Worth  of  your  Virginity. 

HeL  Your  Virtue  is  opy  Privilege;  for  that 
It  is  not  Night  when  I  do  fee  your  Face} 
Therefore  I  thiuk  I  am  not  in  t^e  Night, 
Nor  doth  this  Wood  lack  Woj  Ids  of  Company, 
For  you,  in  my  refped,  are  aU  tjie  World. 
Then  how  can  it  be  faid,  I  qn  alone, 
When  all  the  World  is  here  tQ  loqkvbp  me? 

Dem.  I'll  run  from  thee  a#d  W?  |nc  in  t^e  Brakes, 
And  leave  thee  to  th$  N|ercy  of  wild  Beafts. 

HiL  The  ipild£#  \yfr  not  kch  a  Heart  as  you; 
Run  when  you  will,  the  ^toj-jr  ft  all  \}e  chang'd ; 
Apollo  flies,  and  Daphnt  holds.  th$  Chace  $ 
The  Dove  pu^fu^s  tfie'GriflJfy  th/?  mild  Hind 
Makes  (peed  to  ca£clp  the  Tyger,     Booties  fpeed  I 
.When  Cowardize  purfues,  and  Valour  flies. 

Dem.  I  will  not;  ftay  thy  Queltao^s,  let  me  go,} 
Or  jf  you  fpllofw  ma,  do  npf  beli^ev^ 
J$ut  I  fliall  do  thee  Mi&hief  in  the  Wood. 
**HeL  Ay,  in  dip  Temple,  i»  the  Town  and  Field 
You  do  me  MifchieC    Fye,  Demetrius, 
Your  Wrongs  eta  fet  a  Scandal  qn  my  Sex: 
We  cannot  6ght  for  Love,  aj  Men  may  do  ;t 
We  fliould  be  woo'd,  and  vm  not  nude  to  woo. 
I  follow  the^  tod  make  a  Heaven  of  Hell, 
To  dye  upori  "the  Hand  I  love  fo  well.  [Exeunt. 

Ok*  Fare  thee  well,  Nymph,  eV  he  do  leav?  this  Grove 
Thou  {halt  fly  him,  and  he  (hall  Hek  thy  Love. 
Haft  thou  the  Fiow;cr  there?  Welcome  Wanderer* 

Enter  Puck. 

Puckj  Ay,  there At  is* 

Ob.  I  pray  thee  give  it  me ; 
I  know  a  Bank  where  the  wjld  Time  bjpwvs» 
Where  the  Ojtflips  and  the  nodding  Violet,  grows* 
Quite  over  cannopy'd  with  lufcious  Woodbine* 
With  fweet  Musk  BLofes*  and  wifh  Eglaune, 
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There  fleeps  Tttania^  fome  tim«  of  the  Night, 
Lull'd  in  thefe  Flowers,  with  Dances  and  Delight! 
And  there  the  Sn*k$  throws  her  enamrael'd  Skin, 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  Fairy  in : 
And  with  the  Juice  of  this  I'll  ftreik  her  Eyes, 
And  make  her  full  of  hateful  Fantafies, 
Take  thou  fome  of  it,  and  feel*  through  this  Grove  > 
A  fwect  Athenian  Lady  is  in  love 
With  a  difdainful  Youth ;  anoint  his  Eyes, 
But  do  it  when  the  next  thing  he  efpies 
May  be  the  Lady,    Thou  ihalt  know  the  Man, 
By  the  Athemm  Garments  he  hatfa  on. 
£flfe&  it  with  fome  Care,  that  lie  may  prove 
More  fond  of  her  than  flie  upon  her  Love  ? 
And  look  you  meet  me  e'er  the  firft  Code  crow* 
Puckf  Fear  not  my  Lord,  your  Servant  fliall  do  fa.  [Exit^ 

Enter  Queen  of  Fairies^  with  her  7rain\ 
Queen.  Coqie,  now  a  Roundel,  and  a  Fairy  Sopg:    , 
Then  for  the  third  Part  of  a  Minute  hence, 
Some  to  kill  Kankers  in  the  Musk-Rofe  Buds, 
Some  war  with  JUremife  for  their  leathern  Wiags, 
To  make  my  fmall  Elves  Coats,  and  fome  keep  back 
The  clamorous  Owl  that  nightly  hoots,  and  wonders  . 
At  our  queint  Spirits*    Sing  me  now  afleep,. 
Then  to  your  Offices,  and  let  me  reft. 

Fairies  Sing. 

ToufpettedSnakfs  with  double  Tongue* 

Thorny  Hedgehogs  be  not  fien% 

Newts  and  bUnd  Worms  do  no  wrongs 

Come  not  near  our  Fairj  0***** 

Philomel  with  Melody, 

Sing  in  your  fweet  Lullaby? 

Lulla,  lulla,  l*llabyy  UtUa,  luUa*  lullaby: 

Never  harm9  nor  fpelly  nor  charm* 

Come  our  lovely  I^ady  nigh$     . 

So  good  night  with  Lullaby. 

C  z  %.  Fairy. 
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j.  Fiiry.  ;\ 

Weaving  Spiders  come  net  here  5 
Hence  you  iong-legd  Spinners,  hence  t 
Beetles  black^approach  net  near% 
Worm  nor  Snail  dp  no  Offence. 
Philomel  with  Melody  dec, 

1.  Fairy, 
Hence  away ;  now  all  is  well: 
One  aloof,  fiand  Centinel.  [Exeunt  Fairies* 

Enter  Oberon, 

Obe.  Whit  thou  fceft  when  thou  doft  wake, 
Do  it  for  thy  true  Love  take. 
Love  and  languifti  for  his  fake ; 
Be  it  Ounce,  or  Cat,  or  Bear, 
Fard/or  Boar,  with  briftled  Hair, 
In  thy  Eye  that  (hall  appear } 
When  thou  wak'ft,  it  is  thy  Dear; 
Wake  when  fome  vile  Thing  is  neari  [Exit  Oberon  ~ 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Hermia.    v 

Lyfl  Tair  Love,  you  faint  with  wandringin  the  Woods; 
And  to  fpeak  troth,  I  have  forgot  our  Way : 
We'll  reft  us,  Hermia,  if  you  think  it  good, 
And  tarry  for  the  Comfort  of  the  Day. 

Her.  Be  it  fo,  Lyfander;  find  you  out  a  Bed,  ,  .: 

For  I  upon  this  Bank  will  reft  my  Head.    ;          «    ' 

Lyf.  One  Turf  Hull  jferve  as  Pillow  for  us  both, 
One  Heart,  one  Bed,  two  Bofoms,  and  one  Troth. 

Her.  Nay  good  Lyfander,  for  my  Sake,  my  Dear, 
Lye  further  off  yet,  do  not  lye  fo  near. 

Lyf  O  take  the  Senfe  fweet  of  my  Innocence, 
Love  takes  the  Meaning  in  Love's  Conference  ; 
I  mean  that  my  Heart  unto  yours  is  knit, 
So  that  but  one  Heart  can  you  make  of  it: 
Two  Bofoms  interchanged  with  an  Oath, 
So  then  two  Bofoms,*  and  a  (ingle  Troth  : 
Then  by  your  Side  no  Bedroom  me  deny 
For  lying  fo,  Hermsaf  I  do  not  lye. 

Her.  Lyfander  riddles  very  prettily  ; 
Now  nauch  beftircw  my  Manners,  and  my  Pride,' 
If  He)  *4a  meant  to  fay,  Lyfander  Jy'd. 
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But  gentte  Friend,  for  Love  and  Curtefie 
Lye  further  off*  id  human  Modefty  \ 
Such  Separation  as  may  well  be  faid 
Becomes  a  virtuous  Batchelor,  and  a  Maid  % 
So  far  be  diftant,-  and  good  night  fweet  Friend, 
Thy  Love  ne'er  alter  'till  thy  fweet  Life  end. 

Ljf.  Amen,  Amen,  to  that  fair  Prayer  fiy  I, 
And  then  end  Life  when  I  end  Loyalty  : 
Here  is  thy  Bed,  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  Reft. 

Her.  With  hair  that  Wifli,  the  Wilhers  Eyes  be  pfeft. 
•■  \Thej  fleep* 

Enter  Puck 
Puck^  Through  the  Forett  have  I  gone, 
But  Athenian  find  I  none, 
On  whofe  Eyes  I  might  approve 
This  Flower's  Force  in  ftirring  Love: 
Night  and  Silence  \  who  is  here  \ 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear  y 
This  is  he,  my  Mafter  faid, 
Defpifed  the  Athenian  Maid  ? 
And  here  the  Maiden  fleeping  found 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  Ground. 
Pretty  Soul,  (he  durft  not  lye 
Near  this  Lack-love,  this  kill  Curtefie. 
Churl,  upon  thy  Eyca  I  throw  ** 

All  the  Power  this  Charm  doth  owe : 
When  thou  wak'ft,  let  Love  forbid 
Sleep  his  Seat  on  thy  Eye* lid  .* 
So  awake  when  I  am  gone, 

For  I  muft  now  to  Oberon,  .    L^*?*9 

Enter  Demetrius  *nd  Helena  running. 

HeU  Stay,  the?  €  hou  kill  me,  fweet  Demetrins. 

Dem.  I  charge  thee  hence,  and  do  not  haunt  me  thus. 

HeU  O  wilt  thou  Darling  leave  me  i  Do  not  To. 

Dem.  Stay  on  thy  Peril,  I  alone  will  go.  [Exit  Demetrius. 

HeU  O  I  am  out  of  Breath  in  this  fond  Chace, 
The  more  my  Prayer,  the  leffer  is  my  Grace. 
Happy  is Hermia,  wherefoe*er  (he  lyes; 
For  Ihe  hath  blefled  and  attraftive  Eyes. 
How  came  her  Eyes  fo  bright  ?  Not  with  fait  Tears  ; 
If  fo,  my  Eyes  are  oftner  walh'd  than  hers : 
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No,  no,  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  Bear; 
For  Beads  that  meet  me  run  away  for  fear  > ' 
Therefore  no  marvel,  tho'  Demetrius 
Do  as  a  Monfter,  fl/  my  Prefence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  diflembjing  Glafs  of  mine. 
Made  me  compare  with  HermiSs  fphery  Eyn? 
But  who  is  here?  Ljfander  on  the  Ground  t 
Dead  orafleep?  I  fee  no  Blood,  no  Wound:  j 
Lyfander%  if  you  live,  good  Sir  awake. 

Ljf.  And  run  thro*  Fire  I  will  for  tby  fweet  fake^ 

[Waking 
Trafp.rent  Helena,  Nature  here  ftiews  Arr, 
That  through  tby  Bofcm  makes  roe  fee  thy  Hearts 
Where  is  Demetrius*  Oh  how  fit  a  Word 
Is  that  vile  Name,  to  perifti  on  my  Sword? 

Hel.  Do  not  fty  fo,  Lyjander,  fay  not  fo; 
What  tho'  he  love  your  Uetmial  Lord,  what  tho'? 
Ytt-Hermia  ftill  loves  you ;  then  be  content. 

tyfi  Content  with  HermiaK  No :  I  do  repent 
The  tedious  Minutes  I  with  her  have  fpent; 
Not  Htrmia>  but  Helena  now  I  love : 
Who  will  not  change  a  Raven  for  a  Dove? 
The  Will  of  Man  is  by  his  Reafon  foray'd, 
And  Reafop  fays  you  arc  the  worthier  Maid. 
Thingsjgfcung  are  not  ripe  until  their  Seafon; 
So  f  btfqCTbung,  'till  now  ripe  not  to  Reafon  > 
And  touching  now  the  Point  of  human  Skill, 
Reafon  becomes  the  Marihal  to  my  Will, 
And  leads  me  to  your  Eyes,  where  I  overlook 
Love's  Stories,  written  in  Love's  richeft  Book* 

HeU  Wherefore  Was  I  to  this  keen  Mockery  bom  ? 
When  at  your  Hands  did  I  deferve  this  Scorn  f 
Is't  not  enough,  is't  not  enough,  young  Man, 
That  I  did  never,  no  nQr  never  can 
Deferve  a  fweet  Look  from  Demetrius  %  Eye, 
But  you  muft  flout  my  Infufficiency  / 
Good  troth  you  do  me  wrong,  good  fboth  you  dor 
In  fuch  difdainful  manner  me  to  woo : 
But  fare  you  well.    Perforce  I  muft  confefs, 
I  thought  you  I+ord  of  more  true  Geotlenefs  \ 
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Ob,  that*  Lady  of  one  Man  refus'd, 

Should  of  another  therefore  be  abus'd.  [Exit* 

Ljf,  She  fees  not  Hermia^  Hermit  fleep  thou  there, 
And  never  may'ft  thou  come  Ljfknder  near; 
For  as  a  Surfeit  of  the  fweereft  Things, 
The  despeft  loathing  to  a  Stomach  brings; 
Or  as  the  Herefies  that  Men  do  leave, 
Are  hated  mod  of  thofe  they  did  deceive; 
So  thouf  my  Surfeit  and  my  Herefie, 
Of  all  be  hated,  but  the  moft  of  me  j 
And  all  my  Ppwers  addrefs,  your  Love  and  might, 
To  honour  Hcler^  and  to  be  Jier  Knight.    f  [Exit* 

Her*  Help  me,  Ljfander9  help  me,  do  tBy  beft 
To  pluck  this  crawling  Serpent  from  my  Breaft* 
Ay  me,  for  Pity,  what  a  Dream  was  here  ? 
Lyfandcr  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  Fear ; 
Me-thought  a  Serpent  eat  my  Heart  away, 
And  yet  late  fmiling  at  hisN  cruel  Prey: 
Ljfander*  whajremov'd?  Ljfander,  Lord, 
What  out  of  hearing,  gone/  No  found,  no  word? 
Alack  where  are  you  ?  Speak,  and  if  you  hear, 
Speak  of  all  Loves ;  I  fwound  almoft  with  Fear, 
No,  then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh, 
Either  Death  or  you  Til  find  immediately. 


C**.' 


ACT  III.     S  C  E  rffE   I. 

Enter  Quince,  Snug,  Bottom,  Flute,  SnowrW$tarv$ling, 
The  Q**tn  of  Fairies  lying  ajleep. 

Bot.  A    K  E  we  all  met? 

jLJL  Qnin.  Pat,  par,  and  here's  a  marvellous  convent 
ent  Place  for  our  Rthearfal.  This  green  Plat  (hall  be  Qur 
Stage,  this  Hauthorn  brake  our  tyring  Houfe,  and  we  wilj 
^o  it  in  Aft  ion,  as  we  will  do  it  before  (he  Dyke, 

Hot.  P?ter  Qtfince. 

Quin.  Whkt  ifiy'ft  thou  Bully  Bottom  ? 

BQ,t.  Therg  are  Things  in  this  Comedy  of  PirtmksxnH 
Jfyjffai  that  willneyer  pleafe.  Firft,  Fir  mm  muft  draw  % 
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Sword  to  kill  himfe-lf,  which  the  Ladies  cannot  abide.  How 
anfweryou  that? 

Snout.  <  Berlaken,  a  parlous%  Fear. 

Star.  I  believe  we  muft  leave  the  Killing  out,  when  all  is 
done. 

Bot.  Not  a  whit,  I  have  a  Device  to  make  all  well;  write 
me  a  Prologue,  and  let  the  Prologue  feem  to  fay,  We  will  do ' 
no  harm  with  our  Swords,  and  ehat  Ptramus  is  notkilTd  in- 
deed; and  for  the  more  better  A  flu  ranee,  tell  them,  that  I 
Pjramuf  am  not  Pjr*mus,but  Bottom  the  Weaver}  this  wilf 
put  them  out  of  fear. 

Quirt.  Well,  we  will  have  fuch  a  Prologue,  and  it  fliallbe 
written  in  Bight  and  Six. 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more;  let  it  be  written  in  Eight 
and  Eight. 

Snout.  Will  not  the  Ladies  be  afeard  of  the  Lion  ? 

Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promife  you. 

Bot.  Matters,  you  ought  to  confider  with  your  felves ;  to 
bring  in,  God  lhield  us,  a  Lion  among  Ladies,  is  a  moft 
dreadful  Thing;  for  there  is  not  a  more  fearful  wild  Fowl 
than  your  Lion  living  \  and  we  ought  to  look  to  it. 

Snowt.  Therefore  another  Prologue  muft  tell  he  is  not  a 
JLion. 

Bot.  Nay,  you  muft  name  his  Name*  and  half  his  Face 
muft  be  feen  through  the  Lion's  Neck,  and  he  himfelf  muft 
fpeak  through,  faying  thus,  or  to  the  famedefed;  Ladies, or 
fairLadies>  I  would  wifli  you,  or  I  would  requeft  you,  or 
I  would  intreat  yon,  not  to  fear,  not  to  tremble; my  Life  for 
yours;  if  you  thifik  I  come  hither  as  a  Lion,  it  were  pity  of 
my  Life;  no,  I  am  no  fuch  thing,  I  am  a  Man  as  other  Men 
are;  and  there  indeed  let  him  name  his  Name,  and  tell  them 
plainly  he  is  Snug  the  Joiner. 

Quin.  Well,  it  (hall  be  fo;  but  there  \%  two  hardThings, 
that  is,  to  bring,  the  Moon-light  into  a  Clumber  \  for  you 
know  Pjramus  and  Tbisbj  meet  by  Moon-lighr. 

Snug.  Doth  the  Moon  (hine  that  Night  we  play  oUrPlay  ? 

Bot'.  A  Calender,  a  Calender,  look  in  the  Almanack;  find 
ouf  M  K>n-(hior,  find  out  Moon-ftiine. 

Quin    Yes,  it  doth  thine  that  Night. 
*  Bot.  Why  then  may  you  leave  a  Cafement  of  the  great 
•  Chamber 
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Chamber  Window,  where  we  play,  open,  and  the  Moon  may 
fliine  in  at  the  Cafcment. 

Qmn.  Ay,  or  elfe  one  muft  come  in  with  a  Buffi  of  Thorns 
and  a  Linthorn,  and  fay  he  comes  to  disfigure,  or  to  prefent 
the  Perfon  of  Moonihine;  then  there  if  another  thing,  we 
muft '  have  a  Wall  in  the  great  Chamber,  for  Vjramm  and 
Thisbji  fays  the  Story,  did  talk  through  the  Chink  of  a  Wall* 

Snug.  You  can  never  bring  in  a  Wall*  What  fay  you 
tittom? 

Bot.  Some  Man  or  other  muft  prefent  Wall,  and  let 
him  have  fome  Plafter*  or  feme  Lome*  or  Come  Rough-caft 
about  him,  to  fignjfy  Wall,  or  let  him  hold  his  Fingers 
thus;  and  through  the  Cranny  (hall  tjramms  and  Thislry 
whifper. 

Qmn.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come,  fit  down 
every  Mother's  Son,  and  rehearfe  your  Parts.  Pjramtu  you 
begin;  when  you  have  fpokea  your  Speech  enter  into  that 
Brake,  and  fo  every  one  according  to  his  Cue. 

Enter  Puck. 

Pack.  What  hempen  Home-fpuns  have  we  fwaggering  here 
So  near  the  Cradle  of  the  Fairy  Queen/ 
What,  a  Play  toward?  I'll  be  an  Auditor; 
An  A&or  too  perhaps,  if  J  fee  Caufe. 

Q*in.  Speak  Pjramm ;  Thisfa  (land  forth. 

JP/r.  Thtsbjt  the  Flowers  of  odious  Savour's  fweet. 

Qnln.  Odours,  Odours. 

fjr.  Qdours  favors  fweet, 
So  that  thy  Breath,  my  deareft  Thisbj  dear, 
But  hark,  a  Voice;  ftay  thou  but  here  a  while, 
And  by  and  by  I  will  to  thee  appear.  [Exit  Pyr. 

Phc\.  A  ftranger  Pjramtts  than  e'er  plaid  here. 

Thif.  Muft  Ifpeak  now? 

Qui*.  Ay  marry  nr.uft  you;  for  you  muft  underftand  he 
goeibut  to  fee  a  Noife  that  he  heard,  and  is  to  come  again. 

Thif.  Mod  radiant  Pvramus,  moft  lilly  white  of  Hue, 
Of  Colour  like  the  red  Rofe  on  triumphant  Bryer, 
Moft  brisky  Juvenal,  and  eke  moft  lovely  Jew, 
As  true  as  trueft  Horfe,  that  yet  would  neveMtire, 
rj]  meet  thee*  Pjramm^  *t  Nin*f$  Tomb.        1 

Quia.  Ninm  Tomb,  Man}  why  you  miift  not  fpeak  that 
yet  7  that  you  anfwer  to  Pjramut;  you  (peak  all  your  Part  at, 

Goo^» 
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once,  Cues  and  all.    Tjranmi  enter,  yoifr  Cue  is  paft  •,  it  is 

never  tire. 

£»wr  Pyramui. 

7lfc»y:  O,  as  true  as  trueft  Hbrfe,  that  yet  would  never  tire  ^ 

/jr.  If  I  were  fair,  Tbish,  I  were  only  thine. 

Ottim.  O  monftrous!  O  ttrange/We  are  haunted }  pray 
■Matters,  fly  Matters,  help.  [7Jri3ow«£«»to. 

P*e*.  I'll  follow  you,  I'll  lead  you  about  a  Round, 
Through  Bog,  through  Bum,  through  Brake,  throughBryer ; 
Semetimes  a  Morfe  III  be,  fomethnes  a  Hound, 
A  Hog,  a  headlefs  Bear,  fometime  a  Fire, 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  tore  and  burn; 
LikeHorfe,  Hound,  Hog,  Bear,  Fire,  at  every  turn.  [Exh: 
Enttr  Bottom  withun  4fs  at*d.  ,  '' 

Bot.  Why  do  they  tun  away  I  This  is  a  Knavery  of  them 

to  make  me  afeatd.  ' 

\£*MrSnowt. 
Stmvt.  O  Bottom,  thou  art-chang'd }  what  do  I  fee  on 

Bat  What  do  youfee?  You  fee  an  Afs*head  of  your  own; 
<*°  you?  „      ~  s 

*  Enter  Quince. 

Ouln   Blefs  thee  Bottom,  blefs  thee,  thou  art  tranflated, 
<--  [Exit* 

'    Bot.  I  fee  their  Knavery,  this  is  to  make  an  Afsof  me,  to 

fright  me  if  they  could ;  but  I  will  not  ftir  from  this  Place, 

do  what  they  can;  I  will  walk  up  and  down  here,  and  will 

fing  that  they  (hill  hear  I  am  not  afraid. 

The  Woofe!  Cock,  fo  black  of  hue, 

.With  Orenge-tawny  Bill, 

The  Throttle  will  his  Note  fo  true. 

The  Wmi  and  little  Quill. 

*'  Quttn.  What  Angel  wakes  me  from  myflowry  Bed; 

Bot.  The  Finch,  the  Sparrow,  and  the  Lark, 
The  plain-fong  Cuckow  gray, 
'Whole  Note  full  many  a  Man  doth  mark, 
'And  dares  not  anfwer  nay,  „-,,./.      «•  j, 

For,  indeed,  who  would  fet  his  Wittofo  foohlh  a  Bird? 
Who  would  give  a  Bird  the  Lye,  tho'he  cry  Cuckow  ne- 

■V*H  '  ■       "         Qmmt 
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Queen.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  Mortal*  fing  again, 
Mine  Bar  is  much  enamour'd  of  thy  Note  j 
On  the  firft  view  to  fay,  to  fwear  I  love  thee, 
So  is  mine  Eye  enthralled  to  thy  Shape, 
And  thy  fair  Virtues  force  ^perforce)  doth  move  mtl 

Bot.  Methinks,  Miftrefs,  you  ftiould  have  little  Reafoa 
fer  that :  And  yet,  to  fay  the  truth,  Reafon  and  Love  keep 
littjtpompany^together,  now  a*dayk  The  more  the  pity, 
th*e%me  honeft  Neighbours  will  not  make  them  Friends* 
Nay,  I  can  gleekupon  occafion. 

Queen.  Thou  art  as  Wife  as  thou  art  Beautiful! 

Bot.  Not  fo  neither:  But  if  I  had  Wit  enough  to  get  due 
of  this  Wood,  I  tiave  enough  to  ferve  mine  own  turn. 

Queen.  Out  of  this  Wood  do  not  defii-e  to  go, 
Thou  (halt  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt,  or  no, 
I  am  a  Spirit  of  no  common  Rate; 
The  Summer  ftill  doth  tend  upon  my  State, 
And  I  do  love  thee ;  therefore  go  with  me, 
1*11  give  thee  Fairies  to  attend  on  theej 
And  they  (hall  fetch  thee  Jewels  from  the  Deep; 
And  fing,  while  thou  on  preffed  Flowers  doth  fleep: 
"  And  I  will  purge  thy  mortal  Grofnefs  fo, 
That  thou  (halt  like  an  airy  Spirit  go. 

Enter  Peafebloffom,  Cobweb,  Moth,  Muftardfeed,  and 
four  Fairies* 

1  Fait.  Ready* 

2  Fair.  And  I. 

3  Fair.  And  I, 

4  Fair.  And  I,  Where  (hall  we  go?' 

Queen.  Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  Gentleman.* 
Hop  in  his  Walks,  and  Gambole  in  his  Eye, 
Feed  him  With  Apricocks  and  Dewberries, 
With  purple  Grapes,  green  Fig?,  and  Mulberries, 
The  Honey  Bigs  (leal  from  the  Humble  Bees, 
And  for  Night  Tapers  crop  their  waxen  Thighs, 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  Glow-worm's  Eyes, 
To  have  my  Love  to  Bed,  and  to  arifei 
And  pluck  the  Wings  from  painted  Butterflies, 
To  fan  the  Moon-beams  from  his  fleeping  Eyes, 
Nod  to  him  Elves,  and  do  him  Courtefies. 
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f  Fair.  Hail  Mortal,  Hail. 

%  Fair.  HaiL 

3  ivijr.  Hail. 

Bot.  I  cry  your  Worship's  Mercy  heartily,  I  befeech  your 
Worftiip's  Name. 
.  tyb. .  Cobweb* 

Bot.  I  (hall  defire  of  you  more  Acquaintance,  good  Ma- 
tter Cobweb;  if  I  cut  my  Finger,  I  (hail  make  bold  withypu. 
Your  Name,  honeft  Gentleman  i 

Peaf.  Petfcbloffom. 

Bot.  I  pray  you  commend  roe  to  Miftrcfi  Squafb  your 
fyjotber,  and  to  Mafter  Pcajtcod  your  Father.  Good  Matter 
Peafcblojfom>  I  (halldeGre  of  you  more  Acquaifataoce  too. 
Your  Name,  J  befeech  you,  Sir  / 

Muf.  Mufiardfeed. 

Sot.  Good  Mafler  Mufiard/eed,  I  know  your  Patience 
veil :  That  fame  cowardly  Giant*  like  Ox-beef  hath  devour 'd 
many  a  Gentleman  of  your  Houfe.  i  promife  you,  your 
Kindred  hath  made  my  Eyes  water  e'er  now.  I  defire  more 
of  your  Acquaintance,  good  Matter  Muftardfeed. 

Queen.  Come  wait  upon  him,  lead  him  to  my  Bower. 
The  Moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  watry  Eye, 
And  when  (he  weeps,  weep  every  little  Flower,    . 
Lamenting  fome  enforced  Chaftity. 

Tye  up  my  Lover's  Tongue,  bring  him  filently.     {Exeunt. 
Enter,  King  of  Fairies  folus. 

Ob.  I  wonder  if  Titania  be  awak'd  : 
Then  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  Eye, 
Which  (he  mutt  dote  on  in  Extremity. 

Enter  Puck, 
Here  comes  my  Mtffenger:  How  qow  mad  Spirit, 
What  Nighf-rule  now  about  this  haunted  Grove  i 

Puck*  My  Miftrcfs  with  a  Monfter  is  in  love. 
Near  to  her'clofe  and  co.nfecrated  Bower, 
While  (he  was  in  her  dull  and'  fleeping  Hour, 
A  crew  of  Patches,  rude  Mechanicals 
Thac  work  for  Bread  upon  Athenian  Stalls, 
Were  met  together  to  Rehearfe  a  Play, 
|  itended  for  great  Thejiut  Nuptial  Day. 
The  (hallo weft  thick  Skin  of  that  barren  {ott$ 
.  ytho  Pjramus  ptfefented,  in  their  Sport 
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Forfbok  his  Scene,  and  entred  in  a  Brake, 

When  I  did  him  at  this  Advantage  take, 

Atf  Afs's  Nole  I  filed  on  his  Head  j 

Anon  his  Thisbj  muft  be  anfwered, 

And  forth  my  Mimick  comes;  When  they  him  lpy9 

As  wild  Geefe,  that  the  creeping  Fowler  eye, 

Or  ruflet-pated  Choughs,  many  in  fort^ 

Rifing  and  Kawing  at  the  Gun's  report, 

Sever  themfelves,  and  madly  fweep  the  Sky; 

So  at  his  fight,  away  his  Fellows  fly, 

And  at  our  ftamp  here  o'er  and  o'er  one  falls; 

Me  Murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athtns  calls. 

Their  Seniethuj  weak,  loft  with  their  Fears  thus  ftrong, 

Mads  fcnlelefs  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong. 

For  Briars  and  Thorns  at  their  Apparel  fnat<;h, 

Some  Sleeves,  fome  Hats,  from  Yielders  all  things  catch* 

I  led  them  on  in  this  diftra&ed  fear, 

And  left  fweet  Pjramus  tranflated  there? 

When  in  that  moment  (fo  it  came  to  paf  J 

Titsnia  wak'd,  and  ftraightway  lov'd  an  Aft* 

Ob.  This  falls  out  better  than  I  could  devife. 
But  haft  thou  yet  latch'd  the  Athenian  Eyes 
With  the  Love  Juice,  as  I  did  bid  thee  do? 

Puck.  I  took  him  fleeping;  that  is  fini(h'd-too; 
And  the  Athenian  Woman  by  his  fide, 
That  when  he  wak'd,  offeree  (he  muft  be  cfd. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermit,  '         > 

•  Ob.  Stand  clofe,  this  is  the  fame  Athenian. 

Puck.  This  is  the  Woman,  but  not  this  the  ManJ 

Bern.  O  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  you  fo? 
Lay  Breath  {6  hitter  on  your  bitter  Foe.  ■"* 

•  Her.  Now  f.but  chide,  but  I  fliould  ufethee  worfej 
For  thou,  I  fear,  haft  given  me  caufc  to  Curft, 
If  thou  haft  (lain  Ljfander  in  his  fleep.  * 

Being  o'er  Shoes  in  Blood,  plunge  in  the  deep,  and  kill  me  togi 
The  Sun  was  not  fo  true  unto  the  Day 
As  he  to  me»     Would  he  have  ftollen  away 
From  fleeping  Hermit  ?  V\\  believe  as  foon  f 

This  whole  Earth  maybe  bor'd,  and  that  the  Moon 
May  through  the  Center  creep,  and  fo  difpleafe 
Her  Brother's  Ndor,-:ide,  with  th'  Antijtdes. 
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It  cannot  be  but  thou  baft  murder'd  him, 
So  ihould  a  Murtherer  look,  fo  dead,  (bgriah 

Dem.  So  ftiould  the  Murtherer  look,  and  fo  ihould  I, 
Pierc'd  through  the  Heart  with  your  ftero  Cruelty: 
Yet  you  the  Murderer  look  as^  bright  and  clear, 
As  yonder  Peim  in  her  glimmering  Sphere* 

Her.  What's  this  to  my  Ly fonder*  Where  is  he ? 
Ah  good  Demetrius  f  wilt  thou  give  him  me  ?         / 

Dem.  I'd  rather  give  his  Carkafs  to  my  Hounds. 

Her.  Out  Dog,  out  Cur,  thcudriv'ft  mepafttheipttnds 
Of  Maiden's  Patience*    Haft  thou  {lain  him  then? 
Henceforth  be  never  numbred  among  Men. 
Ok!  once,  tell  true,  and  even  for  my  fake, 
Durft  thou  a  look'd  upon  him,  being  awake? 
And  haft  thou  kill'd  him  fleeping?  O  brave  toucfe: 
Could  not  a  Worm,  an  Adder  do  fo  much? 
An  Adder  did  it,  for  with  doubkr  Tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  Serpent,  never  Adder  ftung. 

Dem.  You  fpend  your  Paflion  oo  a mifpriz'd  mood; 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Ljfiwder9*  Blood, 
,  Nor  is  he  dead  for  ot^ght  that  I  can  tell. 

Her.  I  pray  thee  teU[  me  then  that  he  is  welf. 

Dem.  And  if  I  could,  what  Ihquld  I  get  therefore  f 

Her.  A  Privilege  never  ^  fee  me  more; 
And  from  thy  hated  Prefence  part  I*    See  me  no  more, 
^Whether  he  be  dead  or  no,  [Exit 

Dem.  There  h  no  following  her  in  this  fierce  Vein, 
Here  therefore  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 
So  Sorrows  heavinefs  doth  heavier  grow  : 
For  Debt  that  Bankrupt  fleep  doth  Soirow  owe, 
Which  now  in  fbme  flight  meafure  it  will  pay, 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  forae  ft  ay.  [lies  d*wn. 

Ob.  What  haft  thou  done  i  Thou  haft  miftak^n  quite* 
And  laid  thy  Love- Juice  on  fame  true  Love's  fight: 
Of  thy  Mifprifion  muft  perforce  enfue 
Some  true  Love  turn'd,  and  not  a  falfe  turn'd  true. 

Puck*  Then  Fate  o'er-rules,  that  one  Man  holding  Troth 
A  Million  fail,  confounding  Oath  on  Oath. 

Ob.  About  the  Wood  go  fwifter  than  the  Wind, 
And  Helena  of  Athens  fee  thou  find. 
All  Fancy-fick  Ihe  i5,  and  pale  of  Cheer, 
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With  fighsof  Love,  that  cofts  thefrefli  Blood  dears 
By  fomfi  Illufion  fee  thou  bring  her  here; 
If)  charm  his  Eyes  againft  (he  doth  appear. 

Pucks  I  8°»  I  £°s  l°°k  how  I  go, 
Swifter  than  Arrow  from  the  Tartar'%  Bow*  [Exit* 

Ob.  Flower  of  this  purple  dye, 
Hit  with  Cupid? s  Archery , 
€ink  in  Apple  of  his  Eye, 
When  his  Love  he  doth  efpy, 
Let  her  (hine  as  glorioufly 
As  the  Venus,  of  the  Sky. 
When  thou  wak'ft,  if  (he  be  by; 
Beg  of  her  for  Remedy. 

Enter  Puck.' 
Tucks  Captain  of  our  Fairy  Band, 
Helen*  is  here  at  hand, 
And  the  Youth  miftook  by  me, 
Pleading  for  a  Lover's  Fee. 
Shall  we  their  fond  Pageant  fee  ? 
Lord,  whit  Fools  theft  Mortals  be! 

Qh  Stand  afide:  The  hoife  they  make 
Will  caufe  Demetrius  to  awake.  * 

Puck?  Then  will  two  at  once  woo  one ; 
That  mud  needs  be^  Spqrt  alone. 
And  thofe  things  do  b$ft  pleafe  me, x 
That  befal  prepofteroufly. 

Enter  Lyfander  Mud  Helena. 
lyf.  Why  (hould  you  think  that  I  (hould  woo  infcorof 
Scorn  and  Derifion  never  come  in  Tears. 
Look  when  I  vow,  I  weep,  and  Vows  fo  born, 
In  their  Nativity  all  Truth  appears: 
How  car*  thefe  things  in  me  feem  Scorn  to  you  ? 
Bearing  the  badge  Qf  Ftfth  to  prove  them  true. 

HeU  You  dp.  advance  your  Cunning  more  and  more, 
When  Truth  kills  Trujh,  O  devilifh  holy  Fray/ 
Thefe  Vows  are  Hermia\    Will  you  give  her  o*fcrf 
Weigh  Oath  with  Oat^,  and  you  will  nothing  weigh. 
Your  Vows  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  Scales, 
Will  even  wfcigh,  and  both  as  light  as  Tilts, 
Ljfl  I  had  no  Judgment  when  to  her  I  fwore. 
Hel.  l$or  nonp,  ia  my  mind,,  now  you  give  her  ofer. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQLC 


49  6      AMidfummer-tiighfs  Dream. 

Ljf.  Demetrius  loves  her,  and  he.  loves  nor  you* 

Dcm.  [Aw*k*ngJ]  O  Helen%  Goddcfs,  Nymph,  perftft^ 
divine, 
To  what,  my  Love,  (ball  I  coir  pare  thine  Eyne? 
Cryftal  is  muddy ;  O  how  ripe  in  (how. 
Thy  Lips,  thofe  kiffing  Cherries,  tempting  grow ! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  Taurus  Snow, 
Fann'd  with  the  Eaftern  Wind*  turns  to  a  Crow, 
When  thou  hold'ft  up  thy  hand.  O  let  me  kifs 
This  Princefs  of  pure  white,  this  feal  of  Blifs. 

HcL  O  Spight,  O  Hell,  I  fee  jrou  are  all  bent 
To  fetagainft  me,  for  your  Merriment; 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  Courtefie, 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  Injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  do* 
But  you  muft  join  in  Souls  to  mock  me  too? 
If  you  are  Men,  as  Men  you  are  in  (how, 
You  would  not  ufe  a  gentle  Lady  fo: 
To  vow,  and  fwear,  and  *fuperpraife  my  Parts, 
When  I  am  fure  you  hate  me  with  your  Heart?, 
You  both  are  Rivals,  and  love  Hermiat  • 

And  now  both  Rivals  to  mock  Helena* 
A  trim  Exploit,  a  manly  Enterprize, 
To  conjure  Tears  up  in  a  poor  Maid's  Eye* 
With  your  Derifion:  None  of  Nobler  fort 
Would  fo  offend  a  Virgin,  and  extort 
A  poor  SouPs  Patience,  all  to  make  you  fport. 

Ljf.  You  are  unkind,  Demetrius  ;  be  not  fo, 
For  you  love  Hermia\  this  you  know  I  know. 
And  here  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart* 
In  HermiSs  Love  I  yield  you  up  my  part  J 
And  your's  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath, 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  Death* 

HcL  Never  did  Mockers  wafte  more  idle  Breath* 

Dcm.  Ljfander,  keep  thy  Hermia,  I  will  none; 
If  e*er  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  Love  is  gone. 
My  Heart  to  her,  but  as  Gucft-wife  fojourh'dt  I 

And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  /eturn'd, 
There  to  remain. 

Ljf.  It  is  not  f  j+ 

Dm.  Difparage  not  the  Faith  thoudoft  not  know, 
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Left  to  thy  peril  thou  abide  it  dear. 

Look  where  thy  Love  comes,  yonder  is  thy  Dear* 
Enter  Hermia. 
Her.  Dark  Night,  that  from  the  Eye  his  Pun&ion  takes* 

The  Ear  more  quick  of  Apprehenfion  makes. 

Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  feeing  Senfe, 

It  pays  the  Hearing  double  repompence. 

Thou  art  not  by  mine  Eye,  Lyfandcr%  found. 

Mine  Ear,  I  thank  it,  brought  me  to  that  Sound. 

But  why  unkindly  didft  thou  leave  me  fo  ? 

Ljf.  Why  ftiould  he  ftay,  whom  Love  doth  prefs  to  got 
Her*  What  Love  could  prefs  Ljfander  from  my  fide  f 
Ljf.  Ly fonder  s  Love,  that  would  not  let  him  bide ; 

Fair  Helena^  who  more  engilds  the  Night, 

Than  all  yon  fiery  O's  and  Eyes  of  Light. 
'    Why  feek'ft  thou. me?  Could  not  this  make  thee  know 

The  Hate  I  bear  thee,  made  me  leave  thee  €0 1 
Her.  You  fpeak  not  as  you  think :  It  cannot  be. 
Hel.  Lo,  (he  is  one  of  this  Confederacy  ; 

Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoined  all  three,  ) 

To  falhion  this  falfe  Sport  in  fpight  of  me. 

Injurious  Hermia,  moft  ungrateful  Maid, 

Have  you  confpir'd,  have  you  with  thefe  contriv'd 

To  bait  me,  with  this  foul  Derifion  ? 

Is  all  the  Counfel  that  we  two  have  fliar'd, 

The  Sifters  Vows,  the  Hours  that  we  have  fpenr, 

When  we  have  chid  the  hafty  footed  Time, 

for  parting  us:  Of  and  is  all  forgot? 

All  School-days  Friendfliip,  Childhoods  Innocence  ? 

We,  Hermia,  like  two  Artificial  gods, 

Have  with  our  Needles,  created  both  one  Flower,  - 

Both  on  one  Sampler,  fitting  on  one  Cufhion  ; 
Both  warbling  of  one  Song,   both  in  one  Key ;       ' 
As  if  our  Hands,  ouir  Sides,  Voices,  and  Minds 
Had  been  incorporate!^     So  we  grew  together, 
Like  to  a  double  Chdrry,  feeming  parted, 
But  yet  an  Union  in  partition  5 
Two  lovely  Berries  molded  on  one  Stem, 
So  with  two  feeming  Bodies,  but  one  Heart, 
Two  of  the  firft  Life,  Coats  of  Heraldry, 
J>ae  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  Creft. 
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And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  Love  afunder* 
To  join  with  Men  in  fcorning  your  poor  Friend  ? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly  ; 
Our  Sex  as  well  as  I  may  chide  you  for  it, 
Though  I  alooe  do  feel  the  Injury. 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  your  paffionate  words : 
I  fcorp  you  not;  it  feems  that  you  fcom  me. 

ILL  Have  you  not  fet  Ljfander,   as  in  fcornt 
To  follow  me,  and  praife  my  Eyes  and  Facet 
And  made  your  other  Love,  Demetrius* 
Who  evei*  but  now  did  fpurn  me  with  his  Foot* 
To  call  die  Goddefs*  Nymph)  Divine,  and  Rare# 
Precious,  Celeftial  \  Wherefore  fpeaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates?  And  wherefore  doth  Lj fonder 
Deny  your  Love,  fo  rich  within  his  Soul, 
And  tender  mfc.  forfooth*  Affection, 
But  by  your  fetting  on,  by  your  Confent  ? 
What  though  I  be  not  fo  in  grace  as  you, 
So  hung  upon  with  Love,  fo  fortunate  / 
But  miserable  mail,  to  love  unlov'd, 
Th»s  you  fliould  pity  rather  than  defpife* 

Her.  I  underftartd  not  what  you  mean  by  this* 

Hel.  Ay*  do*  perfevere,  counterfeit  fad  Looks, 
Make  Mouths  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  Back, 
Wink  each  at  other,  hold  the  fwect  Jeft  up : 
This  fport  well  carried,  (hall  be  chronicled* 
If  you  have  any  Pity,  Grace,  or  Manners, 
You  would  not  make  me  fuch  an  Argument : 
But  fare  ye  well*  'tis  partly  mine  own  fault. 
Which  Death  or  Abfence  foon  fhall  remedy* 

Lyf.  Stay*  gentle  Helena,  hear  my  Excufe  \ 
My  Love,  my  Soul,  fair  Helena, 

Hel  O  Excellent  I 

Her.  Sweet,  do  not  fcom  her  fo. 

Dem.  If  (he  cannot  entreat,  t  can  compel. 

Ljf.  Thou  canft  compel  no  more  than  (he  entreat. 
Thy  Threats  have  no  more  ftrength  than  her  weak  Praife,. 
Helen,  I  love  thee,  by  my  Life  I  do  j 
I  fwear  by  that  which  I  will  lofe  for  thee, 
To  prove  him  falfe  that  fays  I  love  thee  not. 

Dem.  I  fay,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do* 
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tgfl  If  thou  fay  fo,  withdraw  and  prove  it  too* 
,  Dem.  Quick,  come.  \ 

Her.  Lyfander>  whereto  tends  all  this? 

Ljf.  AVay,  you  Ethiopu 

Zfciw.  No,  no,  Sir,  feem  to  break  loofej 
Take  oiVaV  you  would  follow, 
But  yet  come  nor,  you  are  a. tame  Man,  go. 

Or  I  will  fli'ake  thed  from  me  like  a  Serpent.         * 
„{**"•  Why  are  yob' grown  fo  rude 

^yf*  *%  Love?  Out  tawny  Tartar,  out; 
Out  loathed  Medicine;  O  hated  Poifob,heqce.  ' 

Her.  Do  you  not  jeft  ? 

Hel.  Yes  (both,  jnd  fo  do  you. 

Ljf.  Demetrius,  I  will  keep  my  Word  with  thee* 

Dem.  I  would  I  had  your  Bond;  for  I  perceive 
A  weak  Bond  holds  you;  I'll  not  truft  your  Word. 

Ljf.  What,  fliould  I  hurt  her,  ftrike  her,  kill  her  dead! 
AlthoogH  I  hate  her,  Ml  not  harm  her  fo. 

Her.  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm  tHan  hate  J 
Hate  met  wherefore?  O  mef  what  News,  my  Love? 
Am  not  \Hermia\  Are  not* you  Ljfauderl 
I  am  as  fair  now,  as  I  was  ere-while. 
Since  Night  you  lovtf  me;  yet  fince  Night  you  left  me: 
Why  then  f  ou  left  me,  O  the  gods  forbid! 
In  earneft,  (hall  I  fay? 

Ljf.  Ay,  by  my  Life, 
And  never  did  defire  to  fee  thee  more* 
Therefore  be  out  of  hope,  ofqueftion,  of  doubr, 
Be  certain,  nothing  truer;  'tis  no  jeft, 
That  X  do  hate  thee,  and  love  Helena. 

Her.  Ome#  ybujugler,  you  Canker-bloffom,, 
You  Thief  of  Love;  what  have  you  come  by  Night, 
And  ftollen  my  Love's  Heart  from  him  t 

HeL  Pirie,  i'faith! 
Have  you  no  Mbdefty,  no  majden  Shame, 
No  touch  of  Bafhfulnefs?  What  will  you  tear 
Impatient  Aofwers  from  my  gentle  Tongue? 
9te,  fie,  you  Counterfeit,  you  Puppet,  you. 
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Her.  Puppet!  why  fo?  Ay,  that  ways  go  the  Game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  (he  hath  made  compare 
Between  our  Statures }  (he  hath  urg'd  her  height, 
And  with  her  perfonage,  her  tall  perfonage, 
Her  height,  forfooth,  (he  hath  prevail'd  with  him. 
And  are  you  grown  fo  high  in  his  Efteem, 
Becaufe  1  am  fo dwarfifh,  and  fo  low? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  ^aypole?  Speak, 
How  low  am  I?  I  am  not  yet  fo  low,  _* 

But  that  my  Nails  can  reach  unto  thine  Eyes. 

Hel.  I  pray  you,  though  you  mock  me,  Gentlemen^ 
Let  her  not  hurt  mc,  I  was  never  curft : 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  Shrewiftinefs; 
I  am  a  right  Maid  for  my  Cowardize  : 
Let  her  not  ftrike  me.     You  perhaps  may  think, 
Becaufe  (he's  fomething  lower  than  my  felfc 
That  I  can  match  her. 
\     Her.  Lower  !  Hark  again.  .^ 

Hel.  Good  Hcrmia,  do  not  be  fo  bitter  with  me,1 
I  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermit, 
Did  ever  keep  your  Counfels,  never  wrong'd  you, 
Save  that  in  Love  unto  Demetrius, 
I  told  him  of  your  ftealth  into  this  Wood: 
He  follow'd  you,  for  Love  I  folow'd  him, 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence,  and  threatned  m^ 
To  ftrike  me,  fpurn  me,  nay  to  kill  me  too;  i- 

And  now,  fo  you  will  let  me  quiet  go, 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  Folly  back, 
And  follow  you  no  further.     Let  me  go, 
you  fee  how  (iniple,  and  how  fond  I  am. 

Her.   Why  get  you  gone ;  who  is't  that  hinders  you? 

HeL  A  foolifti  Heart,  that  I  leave  here  behind. 

Her*  What  with  LyJanderV 

Hel.  VfithDemetrws. 

Lyf.  Be  not  afraid,  (he  will  not  harm  thee,  Helena. 

Den.  No,  Sir,  (he  (hall  hot,  though  you  take  her  part. 

Hel.  She  was  a  Vixen  when  (he  went  to  School; 
And  though  (he  be  but  little  (he  is  fierce. 

Her.  Little  again?  Nothing  but  low  and  little/ 
Why  will  you  fuffer  her  to  flout  me  thus? 
Let  me  come  to  her.  Ljjl 
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Ljf.  Get  you  gone,  you  Dwarf, 
You  Minimus,  of  bindring  Knot-graft  made, 
You  Bead,  you  Acorn. 

Dem.  You  are  too  officious 
In  her  behalf  that  fcorns  your  Services* 
Let  her  alone,  fpeak  not  of  Helena^ 
Take  not  her  part:  For  if  thoudoft  intend 
1  Never  Co  little  (hew  of  Love  to  her, 
Thou  fl\alt  abide  it. 

Lyf.  Now  flie  holds  me  npr, 
Now  follow  if  thou  dar'ft,  to  try  whofe  Right 
Of  thine  or  mine  is  moft  in  Helena. 

Bern.  Follow?,  Nay,  I'll  go  with  thee  Cheek  by  Jowl. 

[Exit  Ly  lander  and  Demetrius. 

Her.  You  Miftrefs,  all  this  Coyl  is  long  of  you: 
Nay,  go  not  back. 

HeL  I  will  not  truft  you, 
Nor  longer  flay  in  your  curft  Company, 
Your  Hands  than  mine  are  quicker  for  a  Fray, 
My  Legs  are  longer  though,  to  run  away.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Oberon  and  Puck. 

Ob.  This  is  thy  Negligence,  ftill  thou  mifhk'ft, 
Or  elfe  committ'ft  thy  Knaveries  willingly. 

Puck.  Believe  me,  King  of  Shadows,  I  miftook: 
Did  not  you  tell  me  I  (hould  know  the  Man, 
By  the  Athenian  Garments  he  hath  on  ? 
And  fb  far  Mamelefs  proves  my  Enterprize,  / 

That  I  have  Pointed  an  Athenian's  Eyes ; 
And  fo  far  am  I  glad,  it  did  fj  fort, 
As  this  their  Jangling  I  efteem  a  Sport. 

Ob.  Thou  feeft  thefe  Lovers  feek  a  Place  to  fight  $ 
Hie  therefore,  Robin,  overcaft  the  Night, 
The  Starry  Welkin  cover  thcu  anon 
With  drooping  Fog,  as  black  as  Acheron, 
And  lead  thefe  tefty  RiviL  fo  aftray, 
As  one  come  not  within  anothei's  way. 
Like  to  Ljfander  fometime  frame  thy  Tongue^ 
Then  ftir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  Wrong  } 
And  fometime  rail  thou  like  Demetrius  \ 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus, 

( 
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'Till  b'er  their  Brows,  Death-coiurterfeituig  Sleep 

With  leaden  Lej*s  and  batty  Wings  doth  cr^ep  ; fc 

Then  crufti  this  HerB  into  Lyfander's  Eye, 

Whofe  Liquor  hath  this  virtuous  Property, 

To  take  from  thence  all  Error,  with  its  Might,  . 

And  make  his  Eye-balls  rowl  wljh  yonted  light. 

When  they  next  wake,  all  this'  Deri/iop 

Shall  feem  a  Dream,  and  'jfruitlefs  Vifion  j  _ 

And  back  to  Athens  (hall  the  Lovers  wend 

With  League,  whofe  date  'till  Death  flial)  never  end* 

Whiles  I  in  this  Affair  do  thee  implby, 

I'll  to  my  Queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  Boy; 

And  then  I  will  her  charmed  Eye  releafe 

From  Monfters  view,  and  ail  things  (hall  be  Peace. 

4  Pack.  My  Fairy  Lord,  this  touft  be  done  with  htfte, 
For  Night's  fwift  Dragons  cut  the  Clouds  full  faft, 
And  yonder  fhines  Auroras  Harbinger; 
At  whofe  approach,  Ghofts  wandring  her^  and  tfyerg^ 
Troop  home  to  Church-yards;  IJamnecl  Spirits  all,  ' 
That  fa  Crofs-ways  and  Floods  have  Burial, 
*  Already  to  their  wormy  Beds  are  gone, 
For  fear  left  Day  (hould  iook  their  Shame^  upon. 
They  wilfully  exile  themfelves  from  Ljght, 
And  muft  for  aye  contort  wjth  black-brow'd  Nigjit; 

Ob.  But  we  are  Spirits  of  another  fort; 
I  with  the  Morriing-Loye  have  oft  made  fporr,     , 
And  like  a  Forefter  the  Groves  may  tr^ad, 
Even  'till  the  Eaftern  (iate  all  fiery  redi 
Opening  on  Neptune  with  fair  bleffed  Beams, 
Turns  into  yellow  Gold  his  falt-gre^n  Strean^ 
But  notwithftanding  hafte;  make  no  delay, 
We  may  effeft  this  Bufinefs  yet  e'er  Day.     [Exit  Oberon* 

Puc^  Up  and  down,  up  and  down,  J  will  lead  them  up 
and  down:  lam  fear'd  in  Field  and  To^f^Goblin^  lead  them 
up  and  down.     Here  comes  one. 

Enter  Lyfander. 

Ljf.  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demetrius  f 
Speak  thou  now. 

Puck:  Here,  Villain,  drawn  and  ready.  Where  art  thou \ 

Ljf.  I  will  be  with  thee  ftraight. 

Puek.  Follow  me  then  to  plainer  Ground. 
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Enter  Demetrius 

Dem.  Ljjknder,  fpeak  again; 
Thou  Run-away,  thou  Coward,  art  thou  fled/ 
Speak  in  fome  Buflx :  Where  doft  thou  hide  thy  Head  ? 

Puck.  Thou  Coward,  art  thou  begging  to  the  Stars, 
Telling  the  Buftics  that  thou  look'ft  for  Wars, 
And  wilt  not  come/  Come  Recreant,  come  thou  Child, 
I'll  whip  thee  with  a  Rod,  he  is  defil'd 
That  draws  a  Sword  on  thee. 

Dem.  Yea,  art  thou  there? 

Puck*  Follow  my  Voice,  we'll  try  no  Manhood  here.  [Ext. 

Ljf.  He  goes  before  me,  and  ftill  dares  me  on, 
W  hen  I  come  where  he  crils  me,  then  he's  gone. 
The  Villain  is  much  lighter  heel'd  than  1/ 
I  follow'd  faft,  but  fafter  he  did  fly  \  [Shifting  fUcts. 

That  falPn  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way, 
And  here  will  reft  me.  Come  thou  gentle  Day :  [Ljes  down. 
For  if  but  once  thou  (hew  me  thy  gray  Light, 
Ml  find  Demetrius,  and  revenge  this  Spight. 
Enter  Puck  and  Demetrius. 

Pmkf  Ho,  ho,  ho,  Coward  why  cojtfft  thou  not? 

Dem.  Abide  me,  if  thou  dar'ft:  For  well  I  wot. 
Thou  runn'ft  before  me,  (hifting  every  place* 
And  dar'ft  not  ftand,  nor  look  me  in  the  Face. 
Where  art  thou  ? 

Puckz  Come  hither*.  I  am  here. 

Dem.  Nay  then  thou  moqk'ft  me ;  thou  (halt  buy  this  deui 
If  ever  I  thy  Face  by  Day-light  {ee. 
Now  go  thy  way:  Faintncls  conftraineth  me, 
To  meafure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  Bed, 
By  Day's  approach  look  to  be  vifited.  [hjes  dewn. 

Enter  Helena* 

Hel.  O  weary  Night,  O  long  and  tedious  N/ghr, 
Abate  thy  Hours,  fliine  Comforts  from  the  Ea/fp 
That  I  may  back  to  Athens  by  Day-lighr, 
From  tbefe  that  my  poor  Company  deteft, 
And  Steep,  that  fometinaes  (huts  up  Sorrow's  Eye, 
Steal  me  a  while  from  mine  own  Company.  [Sleeps. 

Puc^  Yet  but  three  ?  Come  one  more, 
Two  of  both;  Kinds  makes  up  four. 
Here  flie  comes*  curft  and  fad, 
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Cupid  is  a  knavifli  Lad* 

Thus  to  make  poor  Females  mad. 

Enter  Hermia.  " ,  ; 

Her*  Never  fo  weary,  never  fo  ia  Woe. 
Bedabbled  with  the  Dew,  and  torn  with  Briars, 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go ;  - 

My  Legs  can  keep  no  Pace  with  my  Defires: 
Here  will  I  reft  me  'till  the  break  of  Day ; 
Heav'ns  fliield  Ljfander%  if  they  mean  a  Fray.     [Ljesdffwn. 

Pud^  On  the  Ground  deep  found, 
111  apply  to  your  Eye,  gentle  Lover,  remedy. 

[Squeezing  the  Juice  an  Lyfander'j  Eye. 
When  thou  wak'ft  thou  tak'ft 
True  Delight  in  the*  Sight  of  former  Lady's  Eye, 
And  the  Country  Proverb  known, 
That  every  Man  flieuld  take  his  own, 
In  your  waking  fliall  be  known. 
Jack  fliall  have  Jill,  naught  (hall  go  ill, 
The  Man  fliall  have  his  Mate  again,  and  all  be  well.  [£*,  Puck. 

\Thej  Jleep. 

A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Queen  of Fairies,  Itottom,  Fairies    attending,     and  the 
King  behind  them. 

Queen./^Omt,  fit  thee  down  upon  thi&flowry  Bed, 

V^/  While  I  thy  amiable  Cheeks  do  coy, 
And  flick  Musk  Rofes  in  thy  fleek-fmooth  Head, 
And  kifs  thy  fair  large  Ears,  my  gentle  Joy. 

Bot.  Where's  Peafeblojfom  ? 

Peafe.  Ready. 

Bot.  Scratch  my  Head,  Peafeblojfom.  Where's  Monfieur 
Cobweb  f 

Cob.  Ready. 

Bot.  Monfieur  Cobweb,  good  Monfieur  get  your  Wea- 
pons in  your  Hand,  and  kill  me  a  red-hipt  Humble-Beeon 
the  Top  of  a  Thiftle,  and  good  Monfieur  bring  me  the 
Honey-bag.  Do  not  fret  yo  it  felf  too  much  in  the  A&ion, 
Monfieur;  and  good  Monfieur  have  a  Care  the  Honey-bag 
break  not^  I  would  be  loth  to  have  you  oveiflbwn  with  a 
Honey-bap,  Signior.  Where's  Monfieur  Mufiardfeedi 

Mufi.  Ready.  Bot. 
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Bot.  Give  me  your  News,  Monfieur  Muftard; 
"ay  you  leave  your  Curtefie,  good  Monfieur. 

Mufi.  What's  your  Will/ 

Bot.  Nothing,  good  Monfieur,  but  to  help  CavaUroCob- 
web  to  fcratch,  I  muft  to  the  Barbers,  Monfieur,  for  me- 
thinks  I  am  marvellous  hairy  about  the  Face.  And  I 
am  fuch  a  tender  Afs,  if  my  Hair  doth  but  tickle  me,  I  muft 
fcratch. 

Queen.  What,  wilt  thou  hear  fome  Mufick,  my  fweet 
Love^ 

Bot.  I  have  a  reafonable  good  Ear  in  Mufick,  let  us 
have  the  Tongs  and  the  Bones. 

\  M*fick7imgs>  Rural  Mufick* 

Queen.  Or  fay,  fweet  Love,,  whatthou  defir'ft  to  etu 

Bot.  Truly  a  Peck  of  Provender;  I  would  munch  your 
good  dry  Oats.  Methinks  I  have  a  great  Defire  to  a  Bot* 
tie  of  Hay  :  Good  Hay,  fweet  Hay  hath  no  Fellow, 

Queen.  I  have  a  venturous  Fairy 
That  lhall  feek  the  Squirrels  Hoard, 
And  fetch  thee  new  Nuts. 

Bet.  I  had  rather  have  a  handful  of  dried  Peale.  But  I 
pray  you  let  none  of  your  People  ftir  me,  I  have  an  Expo- 
fition  of  Sleep  come  upon  me. 

Queen.  Sleep  thou,  and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my  Arms ; 
Fairies  be  gone,  and  be  always  away  : 
So  doth  the  Woodbine  the  fweet  Hony.fuckle 
Gently  entwift;  the  female  Ivy  fo 
Enrings  the  barky  Fingers  of  the  Elm. 

0  how  I  love  thee !  how  I  dote  on  thee  I 

Enter  Puck. 
Ob.  Welcome,  good  Robin ; 
Seeft  thou  this  fweet  Sight? 
Her  Dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity , 
For  meeting  her  of  late  behind  the  Wood, 
Seeking  fweet  Favours  for  this  hateful  Fool, 

1  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her  ; 
For  flie  his  hairy  Ttmples  then  had  rounded 
With  Coronet  of  frefli  and  fragrant  Flowers,' 
And  that  fame  Dew  which  fometimeon  the  Buds 
Was  wont  to  (well  like  round  and  orient  Pearls, 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  Flouriets  Eyes, 

Like 
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Like  Tears  that  did  their  own  Difgrace  bewail. 
When  I  had  at  my  Pleafure  taunted  her, 
And  fhe  in  mild  Terms  begg'd  my  Patience, 
I  then  did  ask  of  her,  her  changeling  Child, 
Which  ftraight  fhe  gave  me,  and  her  Fairy  fen* 
Tq  bear  him  to  my  Bower  in  Fairy  Land; 
And  now  I  have  the  Boy,  I  will  undo 
This  hateful  Imperfe&ion  of  her  Eyes : 
And,  gentle  Puck?  talce  this  transformed  Scalp 
From  off  the  Head  of  this  Athenian  Swain ; 
Th^t  he  ^waking  when  the  others  do* 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair, 
And  think  no  more  of  this  Night's  Accidents, 
But  as  the  fierce  Vexation  of  a  Dream. 
$Ut  firft  I  will  releafe  the  Fairy  Queeiu 

Be  thou  as  thou  waft  wont  to  bo\ 
See  as  thou  waft  worn  to  foe : 
Dian\f  B*dy  or  Cupid  V  Flower, 
Hath  fitch  Force  and  blejftd  Power. 

Kow,  my  Titania  wake  you  my  fweet  Qjieen/ 

Queen.  My  Oberonl  what  ViGoos.  have  I  feen/ 
Methought  I  was  enamoured  of  an  Afs» 

Ob.  There  lies  your  Love.. 

Queen.  How  camethefe  Things  to  pafs? 
Oh  how  mine  Eyes  do  loath  this  Vifage  how! 

Ob.  Silence  a 'while;  Robin  uks  ojfhis  Head* 
Titania,  Mufick  call,  and  ftrike  more  dead 
Than  common  Sleep.  Of  all  thefe  find  the  Senft. 

Queen.  Mufick,  ho  Mufick;  fuch  as  charmeth  Sleep. 

~"  Mufic^fiill. 

Puc^  When  thou  awak'ft,  with  thine  own  Fools  Eyes 
peep. 

Ob.  Sound  M  ifick  j  com?  my  Queen, take  Hand  withme* 
And  rock  the  Ground  whereon  thefe  Sleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  I  are  new  in  Amity, 
And  will  to  Morrow  Midnight  lolemnly 
Dance  in  Duke  Thcjeus  Houfe  triumphantly, 
And  blefs  it  to  all  fair  Pofterity: 
There  fhall  thefe  Pairs  of  faithful  Lovers  be 
Wtdded  with  Thefeus  all  in  Jollity, . 
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Puc^  Fair  Itipg  fjttepd  and  mark, 
I  do  hear  the  Mornjpg  L*rfr. 

Ob.  Then  my  Queer)  in  Silence  fadt 
Trip  we  after  the  Night's  Sh§4*7 
We  the  Glplje  c*f)  cppipafs  (opp, 
Swifter  than  the  wandring  Moon, 

Qf^en.  Come  my  I#prd,  *nd  in  our  Flighty 
Tell  we  hpw  If  caipe  tfois  Night, 

That  I  fleepjpg  bjerp  vas  found,  [Sletpft*  l]<*  JMI. 

Y?ith  thefe  Mortals  qn  fhe  Grpund.  \_Expm»i% 

Enter  Thefeus,  Egeus,  Hipppljta  4vda\lhu  Trait*. 

The/.  Go  one  of  you,  find  out  the  Former, 
For  now  our  pWeryatjop  is  perform'd ; 
And  fince  we  have  the  y^yard  of  the  Day» 
My  Love  (hall  hear  trje  fylufick  of  my  Hpqudi  * 
Uncouple  in  the  \Veftern  Valley,  let  them  gPp 
Difpatch  I  fay,  ^nd  fipd  the  Forefter, 
We  wilf,  fair  Queen,  up  to  the  Mountain  YTop, 
And  mark  the  Mt$fal  Cqnfijfipn 
Of  Hound?,  and  Eccho  in  cqnjijnftion. 

Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules  and  Cafawi  once, 
When  in  a  ^ood  of  Crett  they  bay'd  the  Bear 
With  Hounds  of  Spa/to,;  never  did  I  bear 
Such  gulUpt  Chiding.  For  befides  the  Groves, 
The  Skies,  the  Fountains,  every  Region  near* 
Seem'cj  ^1  one  mufu^  Cry*  I  never  heard 
So  mufical  a  Difcord,  (uch  faeet Thunder. 

Thef.  My  Hogods  a*e  hred  out  of  the  Spartan  kind, 
So  flew'd,  fb  fanded,  and  their  Head*  are  hung 
With  £ars  tjiat  fweep  away  the  Morning  Dew  j 
Crook-kneed,  an4  Pety-laps  h^  Thejfatian  Bulls, 
,  Slow  in  purfuir,  but  ms^ch'd  in  Mputhlike  Bells, 
Each  under  each.    A  Qy  more  tuneable 
tVas  never  haljovf'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  Horn, 
In  Crett,  in  Spartay  nor  in  Thejjkfj: 
Judge  when  you  hear.  But  fofr,  what  Nymphs  are  theft* 

&£*•  My  Lord,  this  is  my  Daughter  here  afleep. 
And  this  Lyjander,  this  Demetrius  is, 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar^s  Helena; 
I  wonder  of  this  biing  here  together* 
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Thef  No  doubt  they  rofe  up  early,  to  obferve 
The  right  of  May,  and  hearing  our  Intent, 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  Solemnity. 
But  fpeak  Egeusj  is  not  this  the  Day 
That  Hermit  (hould  give  Anfwer  of  her  Choice? 

Egt.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Thef.  Go  bid  the  Huntfmen  wake  them  with  their  Horm. 

Horns,  and  they  wake.  Shorn  within^  they  allfiart  up, 

Thef.  Good  Morrow  Friends ;  Saint  Valentine  is  paft: 
Begin  thefe  Wood-birds  but  to  couple  now  \  ' 

Ljf  Pardon,  my  Lord.  x 

Thef  I  pray  you  all  ftand  up.- 
I  know  you  two  are  Rival  Enemies. 
How  comes  this  gentle  Concord  in  the  World, 
That  Hatred  is  fo  far  from  Jealoufy, 
4To  fleep  by  Hate,  and  fear  no  Emnity. 

Ljf  My  Lord,  I  (hall  reply  amazedly, 
Half  fleep,  half  waking.  But  as  yet  I  fwear,  * 

I  cannot  truly  £y  how  I  came  here  .• 
But  as  I  think,  (for  truly  would  I  fpeak  J 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  fo  it  is ; 
I  came  with  Hermia  hither.  Our  Intent 
Was  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Without  the  Peril  of  the  Athenian  Law* 

Ege.  Enough,  enough,  my  Lord,  you  have  enough; 
I  beg  the  Law,  the  Law  upon  his  Head: 
They  would  have  flolPnaway,  they  would,  Demetrius, 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me, 
You  of  your  Wife,  and  me  of  my  Confent ; 
Of  my  Confent  that  (he  fliould'be  your  Wife. 

Dem.  My  Lord,  fair  Helen  told  me  of  their  Stealth, 
t>(  this  their  Purpofe  hither  to  the  Wood. 
And  I  in  Fury  hither  followed  them 
Fair  Helena  in  Fancy  follow'd  me : 
But,  my  good  Lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  Power, 
But  by  fome  Power  it  is,  my  Love 
To  Hermia,  melted  as  the  Snow, 
Seems  to  me  now  as  the  Remembrance  of  an  idle  Guade, 
Which  in  my  Childhood  I  did  doat  unon: 
And  all  the  Faith,  the  Virtue  of  my  Heart, 
The  ©bjed  and  the  Pleafure  of  mine  Eye, 
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Is  only  Helena.    To  her,  my  Lord, 

Was  I  betrothed  e'er  I  did  fee  Hermit; 

But  like  a  Sicknefs  did  I  loath  this  Food  }  b 

But  as  in  Health  come  to  my  natural  Tafte£ 

Now  do  I  wifti  it,  love  it,  long  for  it,  S 

And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  it.  \ 

The/.  Fair  Lovers  you  are  fortunately  met;  A 

Of  this  Difcourfe  we  (hall  hear  more  anon.  .  <  t;        £ 

Egeusy  I  will  over-bear  your  Will,  ti 

For  in  the  Temple,  by  and  by  with  us, 
Thefc  Couples  (hall  eternally  be  knit: 
And  for  the  Morning  now  is  fomething  worn£ 
Our  purpos'd  Hunting  (hall  be  fct  afide. 
Away  with  us  to  jtthens,  three  and  three. 
Well  hold  a  Feaft  in  great  Solemnity. 
Come  Hippolita.  {Exit  Duke  and  Lords. 

Dem.  Thefe  Things  feem  fmall  and  undiftinguilhable, 
Like  far-off  Mountains  turned  into  Clouds. 

Her.  Methinks  I  fee  thefe  things  with  parted  Eye, 
When  every  thing  feems  double. 

Hel.  So  methinks; 
And  I  have  found  Demetrius  like  a  Jewel; 
Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own. 

Dem.  It  feems  fo  to  me, 
That  we  deep,  we  dream.     Do  not  you  think 
The  Duke  was  here,  and  bid  us  follow  him  S 

Her.  Yea,  and  my  Father, 

Hel.  And  Hippolita. 
-    Ljf.  And  he  bid  us  follow  to  the  Temple. 

Dem.,  Why  then  we  are  awake;  let's  follow  him^  and  by 
the  Way  let  us  recount  our  Dreams.  [Exeunt. 

[Bottorp  wak$s. 

Bou  When  my  Cue  comes,  call  me,  and  I  will  anfwer.  My 
next  is,  Moft  fair  Pyramus—Hty  ho,  Peter  Quince!  Flute  the 
Bellows-mender  1  Snout  the  Tinker!  Starveling*  God's  my 
Life  1  Stol'n  hence,  and  left  me  afleep.  1  have  had  a  moft 
rare  Vifion.  I  had  a  Dream  paft  the  Wit  of  Man  to  fay 
what  Dream  it  was :  Man  is  but  an  Afs  if  he  go  about  to 
expound  this  Dream.  Methought  I  was,  there  is  no  Man 
can  tell  what.  Methought  I  was,  and  methought  I  had. 
But  Man  is  but  a  patch'd  Fool,  if  he  will  offer  to  fay  what 
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methought  I  had.  The  Eye  of  MaA  h*th  not  heard,  the 
Ear  of  Man  hath  not  feen  ;  Min's  Hand  is  not  able  to  taft*, 
his  Tongue  to  conceive*  nor  his  Heart  to  rcpojrt.what  iffy 
Dream  was.  I  will  get  Peter  Qmince  to  writea  Ballad  of  this 
Dream  j  it  fliall  be  calltf  Bottom: *  Dream,  becaufe  it  hath  no 
Bottom ;  arxl  I  will  fing  it  in  the  latter  End  of  a  Play  be- 
fore the  Duke:  Peradventure,  to  makek  the  more  gracious, 
I  ftnll  fing  it  at  her  Death.  ££**. 

Enter  Quince,  Flute,  Thisby,  Snotft  W  Starveling. 

Quift.  Have  you  fent  ioBottem'sHoufc  i  Is  he  comeHome 
yai 

Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt  he  is  tranf* 
ported. 

Thifi  If  he  come  riot,  then  the  Play  fcmarr'd.  Irgocsfor- 
ward,  doth  it? 

gtuht.  It  if  not  pbflible;  you  have  not  aManmaU^rAAi 
able  to  difcharge  Pjrdmms  but  he. 

Tkif.  No,  he  hath  fimply  the  beft  Wit  of  any  Handydraft 
Man  in  Atkins. 

Quin.  Yea,  and  the  beft  Perfon  too ;  and  he  is  a  very  Pa- 
ramour for  a  fweet  Voice. 

Thif.  You  muft  fay,  Paragon ;  *  PaYattour  is  (GbH  bids 
us  J  a  Thing  of  naught. 

Enter  Snug. 

Snug.  Matters,  the  Duke  is  coming  from  the  TenMe, 
and  there  is  two  or  three  Lords  and  Ladies  mort  mm?- 
ed;  If  our  Sport  had  gone  forward,  we  had  all  been  made 
Men. 

ThiJ.  O  fweetBulIy  Bbttotin  thus  hath  he  loft  Six!  genet 
a  Day  during  his  Life;  he  Could  not  have  Tcap*d  Six  pfence 
a*  Day;  and  the  Duke  had  not  given  hiitt  Six  pence  a  Day  for 
Plkying  Pjraihusy  TIlbehangM:  He  would  have  deferyd  it. 
S\t  pence  a  Day  irf  Pyramus,  or  nothings 
Enter  Bbttom. 

BoU  WHere  are  theft  Lads?  Where  are  thefe  Hearts* 

Qmn.  Battont,  O  moft  courigkMs-  Day  /  O  moft  happy 
Hbur! 

Bot.  Matters,  I  atti  to  difcowfe  Wonders;  hat  askme  not 
what}  for  if  I  tell  you,  I  am  nb  true  Athenian.  I  will  tell 
yod  eVery  thing:  as  it  fell  our. 

Quin. 
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Qmn.  Let  us  hear,  fweet  Bottom. 

Bot.  Not  a  Word  of  me;  all  I  will  tell  you,  is  that  the 
Duke  iiath  dined.  Get  your  Apparel  together,  good  Strings 
to  your  Beards,  new  Ribbons  to  your  Pumps,  meet  pre- 
sently at  the  Palace,  every  Man  look  o'er  his  Part;  for  the 
fliort  and  the  long  is,  our  Play  is  preferred :  In  any  cafe  lee 
Thisbj  have  clean  Linnen;  and  let  not  him  that  plays  the  Lion 
pare  his  Nails,  for  they  fliall  hang  out  for  the  Lion's  Claws; 
and  moft  dear  A&ors,  eat  no  Onions*  nor  Garlick,  for  we 
are  to  utter  fweet  Breath  \  and  I  do  not  doubt  to  hear  them 
fay,  it  is  a  (weet  Comedy.  No  more  Words ;  away,  go  a* 
way.  {Ex**** 


ACT   V.    SCENE    I. 

Enm  Thefeus,  Hippolitjj  Egeus  and  his  Lords. 

Hij>.*9mT*IS  ftrange,  my  Thefi$$s,  thatthefe  Lovers  fpeak  o£ 
Jl      Thef.  More  ftrange  than  true.  I  never  may  believe 
Thefe  Ahtick  Fables,  nor  rfiefe  Fairy  Toys; 
Lovers  and  Madmen  hive  ftiCh  feething  Brains, 
Such  duping  Phintufies,  that  apprehend  more 
Than  cool  Reafori  ever  comprehends. 
The  Lunatick,  the  Lover,  and  the  Poet, 
Are  of  Imagination  all  compaft: 
One  fees  more  Devils  thati  vaft  Hell  can  hold ; 
That  is  the  Madman.    The  Lover,  all  as  frantick, 
Sees  Helens  Beauty  in  a  Brow  of  Egypt* 
The  Poet's  Eye  in  a  fine  Fr*n*y  rowling* 
Doth  glance  from  Heav'n  tb  Earth,  from  Earth  to  Heav'm 
And  as  Imagination  bodies  forth  the  Forms  of  Things 
Unknown;  the  Poet's  Pen  turhs  them  to  Shapes, 
Ami  gives  to  Aify  Nothing  a  local  Habitation, 
And  a  Name.     Such  Trkks  hath  ftrong  Imagination, 
That  if  it  would  but  apprehend  fome  Joy. 
It  comprehends  fomeBringer  of  that  Joy: 
Or  in  the  Night,  imagining  fome  Fear, 
How  eafieis  a  Buih  fuppos'd  a  Bear? 
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JKp.  But  all  the  Story  of  the  Night  told  over* 
And  all  their  Minds  transfigured  fo  together, 
More  witnefTeth  than  Fancies  Images, 
And  groWs  to  fomething  of  great  Conftancy; 
Sat,  howfoever,  ftrange  and  admirable. 

Enter  Lyfander,  Demetrius,  Hermia,  and 
Helena. 

The/.  Here  come  the  Lovers,  full  of  Joy  and  Mirth* 
Joy,  gentle  Friends,  Joy  andfrefti  days  of  Love 
Accompany  your  Hearts. 

Ljf  More  than  to  us, 
Wait  on  your  Royal  Walks,  your  Board,  your  Bed, 

Thef  Come  now,  what  Masks,   what  Dances  (hall  we 
have, 
To  wear  away  this  long  Age  of  three  Hours* 
Between  our  after-fupper  and  Bed-time  i 
4Where  is  our  ufual  manager  of  Mirth  t 
What  Rebels  are  in  hand?  Is  there  no  Play 
To  eafe  the  Anguifh  of  a  torturing  Hour  5 
Call  Egeuu 

Ege.  Here,  mighty  Ihefeus. 

Thef.  Say,  what  Abridgment  have  you  for  this  Evening? 
What  Mask?  What  Mtifick?  How  (hall  we  beguile 
tThe  lazy  time,  if  not  with  fome  Delight? 

Ege.  There  is  a  Brief  how  many  Sports  arenrife: 
Make  choice  of  which  your  Highnefs  will  fee  firft. 

Ljf  The  Battel  with  the  Centaur,  to  be  fung 
By  an  Athenian  Eunuch,  to  the  Harp. 

Thef.  We'll  none  of  that.     That  have  I  cold  my  Lovei 
In  glory  of  my  Kinfinan  Hercules. 

Ljf  The  Riot  of  the  tipfie  BachanaCs^ 
Tearing  the  Thracian  Singer  in  their  Rage. 

Thef  That  is  an  old  Device,  and  it  was  plaid 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  laft  a  Conqueror. 

Ljf.  The  thrice  three  Mufts,  mourning  for  the  Death  ef 
Learning,  late  deceased  in  Beggary. 

Thef  That  is  fome  Satyr  keen  and  critical, 
Not  forting  with  a  Nuptial  Ceremony. 

Ljf  A  tedious  brief  Scene  of  young;  Pjramnsf 
And  his  Love  Thisbji  very  tragical  Mirth. 

Thef. 
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Thf.  Merry  and  Tragical/  Tedious  and  Brief?  That  i$, 
hot  Ice,  and  wondrous  ftrange  Snow.  How  (hall  we  find 
the  Gmcord  of  this  Difcord  t 

Ege.  A  Play  there  is,  my  Lord,  fome  ten  Words  long, 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  Play; 
But  by  ten  Words,  my  Lord,  it  is  too  long. 
Which  makes  it  tedious:  For  in  all  the  Play 
There  is  not  one  Word  apt,  one  Player  fitted. 
And  Tragical,  my  Noble  Lord,  it  is : 
For  Pjrdmus  therein  doth  kill  himfelf. 
Which  when  I  faw  rehears'd,  I  muft  confefs 
Made  mine  Eyes  water ;  but  more  merry  Tears 
The  paifioo  of  loud  Laughter  never  (bed. 

TbeJ.  What  arc  they  that  do  play  it? 

Eg*.  Hard-handed  Men,  that  work  in  Athtm  hcrei 
Which  sever  labourM  in  their  Minds  till  now  ; 
And  now  have  toiled  their  unbreathed  Memories 
With  this  fame  Play,  againft  your  Nuptials, 

Tbef.  And  we  will  hear  it. 

Ege.  No,  my  Noble  Lord,  it  is  not  for  you.  I  have  heard 
It  over,  and  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  World, 
Unlefs  you  can  find  (port  in  their  Intents, 
Extremely  ftretch'd,  and  coon'd  with  cruel  Pain, 
To  do  you  Service. 

Tbef.  I  will  hear  that  Play:  For  never  any  thing 
Can  be  amifs,  when  Simpleneft  and  Duty  tender  it* 
Go  bring  them  in,  and  take  your  Places,  Ladies. 

Hip.  I  love  not  to  fee  Wretchedncfs  o'ercharg'd, 
And  Duty  in  his  Service  peri  filing. 

Tbef.  Why,  gentle  Sweet,  you  (hall  fee  no  fuch  thing. 

Bip.  He  fays  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 

Tbef.  The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  Thanks  for  nothing* 
Our  Sport  (hall  be,  to  take  what  they  miftake; 
And  what  poor  Duty  cannot  do,  noble  Refpeft 
Takes  it  in  Might,  not  Merit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  Clerks  have  purpofed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  Welcomes ; 
Where  I  have  feen  them  driver,  and  look  pale, 
Make  Periods  in  the  midft  of  Sentences,  " 

Throttle  their  pra&is'd  Accent  in  their  Fears, 

Vol.  IL  £  And 
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And  in  conclusion,  dumbly  have  broke  off, 

Not  paying  me  a  Welcome.    Truft  me,  Sweet, 

Out  of  this  Silence  yet  I  pick*d  a  Welcome: 

And  in  the  modefty  of  fearful  Duty, 

I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  ratling  Tongue 

Of  fjwey  and  audacious  Eloquence, 

Love  therefore,  and  Tongue-tide  Simplicity, 

In  leaft,  lpeak  moft,  to  my  Capacity. 

Ege.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  Prologue  is  addreft. 

Thef.  Let  him  approach.  [Tlor.  Trim. 

Enter  Quince  for  the  Prologue. 

Pro.  If  we  offend,  it  is  with  our  godd  will* 
That  you  flioiild  think  we  come  not  to  offend, 
But  with  good  will.     To  (hew  our  fimple  Skill, 
That  is  the  true  beginning  bf  our  end. 
Confider  then,  we  come  but  in  defpight. 
We  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  yow, 
Our  true  intent  is.     All  for  your  delight, 
We  are  not  here.    That  you  (hould  here  repent  you* 
The  A&ors  are  at  hand  *  and  by  their  Show, 
You  fliall  know  all,  that  you  are  like  to  know. 

Thef.  This  Fellow  doth  not  ftand  upon  his  Points. 

Lyf  He  bath  rid  his  Prologue,  like  a  rough  Colt ;  he 
knows  not  the  flop.  A  good  Moral,  my  Lord.  It  is  not 
enough  to  fpeak,  but  to  (peak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  .hath  play'd  on  his  Prologue,  like  a  Child 
on  the  Recorder  \  a  found,  but  not  in  government. 

The/.  His  Speech  was  like  a  tangled  Chain  ,-  nothing  im- 
paii'd,  but  all  diforderVL    Who  is  the  next  ? 

Tawyer  with  a  Trumpet  before  them. 

Enter  Pyramus,  and  Thisby,    Wall,  Moon-fliine* 

and  Lion. 

Pro.  Gentlesv  perchance  you  wonder  at  this  Show, 
But  wonder  on,  'till  Truth  make  all  things  plain. 
Ths  Man  is  Pyramus*  if  you  would  know  } 
This  beauteous  Lady,  Thisby  is  certain. 
This  Mm  with  Lime  and  Rouglvcaft,  dothprefent 
WaF,  the  vile  Wall,  which  did  thefe  Lovers  fufider : 
And  through  Wall's  Chink,  p>or  Souls,  they  are  content 
To  whifper.    At  the  which,  let  no  Man  wonder.. 

r  This 
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ThisTMan  with  Lanthortu  Dog,  and  Bufii  of  ThQm, 
Preftnteth  Moon-(hine :  For,  if  you  will  know, 
By  Moon- Aiine did  tbefe  Lovers  think n$  fcoco 
To  meet  at  Ninns  Tomb,  there,  there  to  woo. 
This  gnzly  Beaft,  which  Lion  hight  by- Name* 
The  trufty  Thisfy  coming  firft  by  Night* 
Did  fcare  away,  or  rather  did  affright : 
And  as  (he  fled,  her  Mantle  flie  did  fall ; 
Which  Lion  yil?  with  bloody  lyiourii jdbad  tiftatc« 
Anon  comes  Pyramnsj  fweet  Youth  and  tali, 
And^nds  his  gcatle  Hristys  Mantle  (kin  ; 
Whereat,  with  Blade,  with  bloody  blameful  Blade, 
He  bravely  broach'd  his  boiling  bloody  Breait, 
And  Th$sby9  tarrying  in.  the.  Mulberry  Shade, 
His  Dagger  drew,  and  died.    For  all  the  reft, 
Let  Lyon,  Mow-jhin?>  WM>  and  Lovers  twain, 
At  large  difcourfe,  while  here  they  do  remain. 

[Extmt  nil  but  Wall* 
t.  Thef.  I  wonder  if  the  Liom  he  to  fpeak. 

1km.  Mo  wonder,  ay  Lord;  one  £##*fnay,  wjicnsptpy   4 
Affesdo. 

WML  In  this  Atn4  interlude  it.  doth  bef*L        •''.,.. 
Th*t  I,  on$S*tmt  by  name,  prefent  a  Wall  t  ! 

And  fuch  a  Wall,  as  I  would  have  jiou  think,       i  , :    i     \ 
That  had  in  4tA  crannied  Hole  or,  Chink ; 
Through  which  the  Lover*,  fyratHHsavi  Thisbj* 
Did  whifper  often  jveryfecretly*;.vi  oj  *.    \ 

This  Loam*  this  R.«gh-caft,  abdahti,  Stpr^  doth  #KW,\ 
That  I  aJO  that  jfatoft  Wall ;  thfe  hpfh  ivfQ.s        : 
And  this  ihe, Cranny  15,  right;  an^ifinifttr^      •- 
Through  which  tb*  fearful  Lovers  are  w  phi$$jr<  Y  :\>- 
71*/.  Would  you  defire  Line  4tid  Hair  to  fpe*fr  bf ttqn? 
Ifcw.  It  is  the.  wittieft  Partition  that  ever  I  hmi  dif- 
courfe, my  Lord.  >   > 
Tbef.  Pyramus  draws  near  the  Wall  .*  Silence. 

Enter  Pyramu*  , 
fyr.  O  grim  look'd  Night  /  O  Night  withhtttibUacfcl 
O  Nighr,  which  ever  art  when  Day  is  not  / 

IO  Nipht,  O  Ntghr,  alack,  alack,  alacjc,    ,  ?      fc 

I  fear  my  Thhkf*  Promife  is  forgot* 
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And  thou,  O  Wall,  thou  focet  and  lovely  Waif, 
That  (lands  between  her  Father's  Ground  and  mine, 
Thou  Wall,  O  Wall,  O  fwcet  and  lovely  Wall, 
Shew  me  thy  Chink,  to  blink  through  with  mine  Eyn; 
Thanks,  courteous  Wall ;  Jove  ftueld  thee  well  for  this; 
But  what  fee  I  ?  No  7H$bj  do  I  fee, 
O  wicked  Wall,  through  whom  I  fee  Do  Blifi, 
Curft  be  thy  Stones  for  thus  deceiving  me. 

Tbef.  The  Wall,  Bethinks,  being  fenfible,  fliould  Curfc 
again. 

Pyr.  No  in  truth,  Sir,  he  Ihould  not.    Deceiving  meg 
Is  Tbi$by%oit\  (he  is  to  enter,  and  I  am  to  fpy 
Her  through  the  Wall.    You  (hall  fee  it  will  fall. 

Enter  Thisby. 
Pat.  Itpldyou;  yonder  (he  comes. 

Tbif.  O  Wall,  full  often  haft  thou  heard  my  Moans, 
For  parting  my  fair  Pjrdmns  and  me. 
My  cherry  Lips  hath  often  kifs'd  thy  Stones  ^ 
Thy  Stones  with  Lime  and  Hair  knit  up  in  thee. 

Pyr.  I  hear  a  Voice;  now  will  I  to  the  Chink, 
To  fpy  and  I  can  fee  my  Tkisbf*  Face.    Thisbj  t 

Tbif.  My  Love  thou  art,  my  Love,  I  think. 

Pyr.  Think  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  Lovers  Grace. 
And  like  Limander  am  I  trufty  ftill. 

Tbif.  And  I  like  HeU»y  'till  the  Fates  me  IriH. 

Pjr.  Not\Shafat*s  <o  Proevms  was  fo  true. 

Tbif  As  Shdfalus  to  Procr*st   I  to  you. 

Pyr.  O  ktfs  me  through'  the  hole  of  this  vile  Wall. 

Tbif  I  kifs  the  Wall's  hole,  not  your  Lips  at  all. 

Pjr.  Wilt  thou  ttNitmft  Tomb  meet  me  ftraightway  ? 

Tbif.  Tide  Life,  tide-Death,  I  come  without  delay. 

VMt.  "thus  have  I  Wall,  my  part  discharged  fo : 
And  being  done,  thus  JVsll  away  doth  go.  ■    [Exit. 

Tbef  Now  is  the  Moral  down  between  the  two  Neigh-  , 
hours. 

Dem.  No  remedy,  my  Lord,  when  Walls  are  fo  wilful, 
to  hear  without  warning. 

Hip.  This  is  the  fillieft  Scuff  that  e'er  I  heard. 

Tbef  The  beft  in  this  kind  are  but  Shadows,   and  the 
word  are  no  worfe,  if  Imagination  amend  them, 
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Hip.  It  muft  be  your  Imagination  then,  and  not  their* 
Thef  If  we  imagine  no  worfe  of  them  than  they  ©f  thcinp 
fclves,  thafumy  pafs  for  Excellent  Men.    Here  comes  two 
.    noble  Beafts,  in  a  Man  and  a  Lion. 

Enter  Lion  *W  Moon»fliine. 
Lio*.  You  Ladies,  you,  whofe  gentle  Hearts  do  fear 
Theimalleft  monftrous  Moufe  that  creeps  pn  floor, 
May  now  perchance  both  quake  and  tremble  here. 
When  Lion  rough  in  wildeft  Rage  doth  roar. 
Then  know  that  I,  one  Snug  the  Joiner,  am 
No  Lion  fell,  nor  elfe  no  Lien's  Dam : 
For  if  I  fliould  as  Lion  come  in  Strife 
Into  this  place,  'twere  pity  of  my  Life. 
Thef.  A  very  gentle  Beaft,  and  of  a  good  Confidence, 
Dem.  The  very  beft  at  a  Beaft,  my  Lord,  that  e'er  I  law. ' 
I?jfi  This  Lion  is  a  very  fox  for  his  Valour. 
Thef  Trjie,  and  a  Goofe  for  his  Difcretion. 
Dem.  Vfoi  fo,  my  Lord?  for  his  Valour  cannot  carry  his 
Difcretion,  and  the  Fox  carries  the  Goofe; 

Tbef.  His  Difcretion  I  am  fure  cannot  carry  his  Valour; 
for  the  Goofe  carries  not  the  Fox.     It  is  well  .*  Leave  it  to 
his  Difcretion,  and  let  us  hearken  to  the  Moon, 
Moon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  horned  Moon  prefent, 
Dem*  He  fliould  have  worn  the  Horns  on  his  Head. 
Thef.  He  is  no  Crefcent,  and  his  Horns  are  in vifible,  with* 
in  the  Circumference. 

Meon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  horned  Moon  prefent: 
My  felf  the  Man  i'th'  Mpon  doth  fcem  to  bp. 

Tbefl  This  is  the  greateft  error  of  aJ|  the  reft :  The  Man 
fliould  be  put  into  the  Lanthorn :  How  is  it  elfe  the  tyfan 
i*  th*  Moop? 

Dem.  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  Candle; 
For  you  fee  it  is  already  in  Snuff, 

Hif.  I   am  weary  of  this  Moon;    would  he  would  , 
Change* 

Thef.  It  appears  by  his  final!  Light  of  Difcretion,  thpt  he 
is  in  the  Wane;  but  yet  in  cburtefie,  in  all  rc*fon,  we  muft 
ftay  the  time. 

Ljf  Proceed,  Mee*. 

Moon*  All  that  I  have  to  fay,  is  to  tell  you,  that  the 

■ 
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tmthornh  the  Moon ;  I,  the  Man  in  the  Moon  5  this  Thorn 
Bufti,  my  Thorn  Bu(h;  and  this  Dog,  my  Dog. 

Dtm.  Why,  all  thefe  ftiouldbe  in  the  Lanthornjfor  they 
are  in  the  Moon.  But  (Hence;  here  comes  Thisbj. 
Mnter  Thisby* 

Thifi  This  is  old  Ninnfs  Tomb ;  where  is  thy  Love  t 

Lion.  Oh.  [Tie  Lion  rwsyThitby r**$  *f. 

Dent.  Well  roar'd  Lion. 

Thef.  Well  run  Thiskj. 

Hip.  Well  (hone  Moon. 
Jruly  the  Moon  (hines  with  good  grace, 

Tbef.  Well  mouth'd  Lion. 

Dcm.  And  then  came  Pjramus. 

Lyf.  And  fo  the  Lion  vanifli'd. 

Enter  Pyramus. 
w  Pjr.  Sweet  Moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  funny  Beamij 
I  thank  thee,  Moon,  for  (hining  now  fo  bright.- 
Tor  by  thy  grtcfous,  golden,  glittering  Stream** 
I  truft  to  tafte  of  trueft  Thisb/s  fight. 
But  ftay:  O  fpight/  but  mark,  poor  Knight, 
What  dreadful  dole  is  here? 
Eyes  do  you  fee  /  How  can  it  be  I 
O  dainty  Duck!  O  Defer  I 
Thy  Mantle  good;  whit  ftain'd  with  feloodl 
Approach  you  Furies  fell : 
O  Fates!  Come,  come:  Cut  Thred  and  Thrum, 
Quail,  crufti,  conclude,  and  quell. 

Tkef.  ThisPaffioA,  and  the  Death  of  a  dear  Friend, 
Would  go  near  to  make  a  Man  look  fad. 

Hip.  Belhrewmy  Heart,  but  I  pity  the  Map. 

Pyr.  O  wherefore,  Nature,  didft  thou  Lions  frame? 
Since  Lion  wi!d  hath  here  Dtflour'd  my  Dear: 

Which  is No,  no which  was  the  faireft  Daftie, 

That  liv'd,  that  lov'd,  that  lik'd,  that  looked  with  Cheer* 

Come  Tears,  confound:  Out  Sword,  and  wound 

The  Pap  of  Pyramks. 

Ay,  that  left  Pap,  "where  Heart  doth  hop: 

Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thu«, 

Now  am  I  dead,  now  am  I  fled,  my  Soul  is  in  the  Sky, 

Tongue 
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Tongue  lofe  thy  light,  tyoon  take  thy  flight, 
Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die. 

Dem.  No  Die,  but  an  Ace  for  him }  for  he  is  but  one. 
Lyf.  Lefs  than  an  Ace,  Man ;  for  he  is  dead;  he  is  no- 
thing. 

Thef;  With  the  help  of*  Surgeon  he  might  yet  recover, 
and  prove  an  Afs. 

Hip.  How  chance  the  Moon-fhwc  is  gone,  before 
Thisby  comes  back,  and  finds  her  Lover? 
Enter  Thisby. 
The/.  She  will  find  him  by  Star-light. 
Here  fhe  comes;  and  her  Paffion  ends  the  Play. 

Hip.  Methinks  (he  (houtd  not  uft  a  long  oqe  for  &ch  a 
Pjramus:  I  hope  (he  will  be  brief. 

Dem.  A  Moth  will  turn  the  Ballance,  which  Pjramus, 
-which  Thisby  is  the  better. 

Ljf.  She  hath  fpied  him  already  with  thofe  fweet  Eyes. 
Dem.  And  thus  4he  means,  videlicet. 
Tbif.  Afleep,  my  Love?  What,  dead,  my  Dovef 
O  Pjramus  arife: 

Speak,  fpeak.    Quite  dumb?  Dead,  dead.*  A  Tomb 
Muft  cover  thy  fweet  Eyes. 
Thefe  lilly  Lips,  this  cherry  Nofe, 
Thcfe  yellow  Cowflip  Cheeks 
Are  gone,  are  gone:  Lovers  make  moan. 
His  Eyes  were  green  as  Leeks. 
O  Sifters  three,  come/  come  to  me, 
With  Hands  as  pale  as  Milk; 
Lay  them  in  gore,,  fince  you  have  ihore 
With  Sheers,  this  Thread  of  Silk.  . 
Tongue  not  a  word;  Come  trufly  Sword; 
Come  Blade,  my  Breaft  imbrue: 
And  farewell  Friends,  thus  Thisby  endsj . 
Adieu,  adieu,  ( adieu. 

Tbef.  Mom-flrine  and  Uen  are  lpft  to  bury  the  Dead* 
Dem.  Ay,  and  Wall  too. 

Bot.  No,  I  aflure  you,  the  Wall  is  down  that  parted 
their  Fathers*  Will  it  pleafe  you  to  fce  the  Epilogue,  or 
to  4bear*  a  Bergotoask  Dance,  between  twa  of  our  Com- 
pany/ , 

H4  Thef. 
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Thef.  No  Epilogue,  I  pray  you;  for  your  Play  flt$d$  no 
excufe.  Never  excufe;  for  when  the  Flayers  arejjl  dead* 
there  need  none  to  be  blam'd.  Marry,  if  he  that  writ  it 
had  play'd  Pjra mut%  and  hung  himfelf  in  7&#;£;'s  Garter,  it 
would  have  been  a  fine  Tragedy :  And  fo  ic  is  truly,  and 
very  notably  difcharg*d.  But  come,  your  Burgomask  ;  let 
your  Epilogue  alone.  [Her*  a  Vance  of  CUwtu. 

The  Iron  Tongue  of  Midnight  hath  told  twelve. 
Lover?,  to  Bed,  'tis  almoft  Fairy  time. 
I  fear  we  (hall  ottt-fleep  the  coming  Morn, 
As  much  as  we  this  Night  have  over-watch'd* 
This  palpable  grofs  Play  hath  well  beguil'd 
The  heavy  Gate  of  Night;  Sweet  Friends  to  Bed. 
A  Fortnight  hold  we  this  Solemnity, 
In  nightly  Revel,  and  new  Jollity.  [£****/* 

Enter  Puck. 

Fuck.  Now  the  hungry  Lion  roars,  # 
And  the  Wolf  beholds  thfr  Moon: 
Wfhilft  the  heavy  Ploughman  fnoars, 
All  with  wearv  Task  foregone. 
Now  the  wafted  Brands  do  glow, 
Whilft  the  Scritch-Owl,  fcritcfaing  loud, 
Puts  the  Wretch  that  lyes  in  Wx>e 
In  remembrance  of  a  Shroud. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  Nighr, 
That  the  Graves,  all  gaping  widet 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  Sprigbr^ 
In  the  Church-way  Paths  to  glide* 
And  we  Fairies,  that  do  run 
By  the  triple  Hecates  team, 
From  the  prefence  of  the  Sun, 
Following  Darknefs  like  a  Dream, 
Now  are  Frolick;  not  a  Moufe 
Shall  difturb  this  hallowed  Houfe. 
I  am  Tent  with  Broom  before, 
To  fweep  the  Duft  behind  the  Door* 

Enter  King  and  Qneen  */ Fairies,  with  their  Trai^ 

Every 


Ob.  Through  the  Houfe  give  glimmering  Lightt 
By  the  dead  and  drowfic  Fjre, 
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Every  Elf  and  Fairy  Spright, 

Hop  as  light  as  Bird  from  Brier, 

And  this  Ditty  after  me.  Sing  and  Dance  it  trippingly. 

Queen.  Firft  rehearfe  this  Song  by  roar. 
To  each  Word  a  warbling  Note. 
Hand  in  hand,  with  Fairy  grace, 
Will  we  fing  and  blefs  this  Place. 

The  SONG. 

New  until  the  breal^efDay, 
Through  tins  Houje  each  Fairy  fir  ay, 
Te  the  befi  Bride-bed  will  we, 
Which  by  ms  Jball  Blefed  he ; 
And  the  Iffue  there  create. 
Ever  jball  be  Fortunate ; 
So  Jball  all  the  Couples  throe, 
Ever  true  in  loving  hex      i 
And  the  Blots  in  Nature* s  Hand 
Shall  net  in  their  /Jfuejiand;  ] 

Never  Mole,  Harelip,  nor  Sear* 
Nor  marh^ProdigioM)  /itch  as  are 
Dejpifed  in  Nativity, 
Shall  upon  their  Children  be. 
With  this  Field  Dew  conjecrate, 
Every  Fairy  take  his  Gate, 
And  each  fever al  Chamber  blefs, 
Through  this  Palace  withfweet  Peace, 
Ever  Jball  in  fafety  reft, 
And  the  Owner  of  it  bleft* 
Trip  away,  make  ueftay} 
'        .    Meet  me  all  by  Breakjf  Day* 

Puck.  If  we*  Shadows,  have  offended, 
Think  but  this,  and  all  is  mended, 
That  you  have  but  Slumbred  here, 
While  thefe  Vifions  did  appear. 
And  this  weak  and  idle  Theam, 
No  more  yielding  but  a  Dreamy 
Gentles,  do  not  reprehend; 
If  you  Pardon,  we  will  mend. 

An<* 
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And  as  I  am  honeft  PhcI^ 

If  we  have  unearned  Luck, 

Now  to  Tcape  the  Serpent's  Tongue, 

We  will  make  Amends  e'er  long: 

Elfe  the  Puck  a  Liar  call. 

Sa  good  Night  unto  you  all. 

Give  me  your  Hands,  if  we  be  Friends, 

And  M*bin  fhill  reftore  Amends.  \Excunt  tmnis. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

DUKE  of  Venice. 
Morochius,  a  Mooiifli  TrmceA  Suiters  to 
Trince  of Arragon.  J     Portia. 

Anthonio,  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 
Baflanio,  his  Friend,  in  love  with  Portia. 
Salanio,     j 

Solarino,   \  Friends  to  Anthonio  and  Baflanio. 
Gratiano,  y 

Lorenzo,  m  love  with  Jcflica. 

Shylock,  a  Jew. 

Tubal,  a  Jew,  his  Friend. 

Launcelot,  a  Clown,  Servant  to  the  Jew. 

Gobbo,  an  old  Man,  Father  to  Launcelot. 

Portia,  an  Heirefs  of  great  Qudlity  and  Fortune. 
NeriflTa,  Confident  to  Portia 
Jcflica,  'Daughter  to  €hylock. 

Senators  of  Venice,  Officers,  Servants  to  Portia, 
•    *   and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE  partly  at  Venice,  and 
partly  at  Belmont,  the  Seat  of 
Portia  upon  the  Continent. 
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ACT   I.    SCENE  I 


Enter  Anthonio  Solarino  and  Salanio. 

ANTHONIO. 
N  footh  I  know  not  why  I  am  (bfad  I 
It  wearies  me;  you  fay  it  wearies  you; 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it; 
What  Stuff *tis  made  0f,  whereof  it  is  born, 
I  am  to  learn  j  and  fuch  a  want-wit  Sadnefc 
makes  of  me. 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  my  felfc 

£*L  Your  Mind  is  toffiog  on  the  Ocean, 
There  where  your  Argofies  withfortly  Sail, 
Like  Signiors  and  rirh  Burgers  on  the  Flood* 
Or  as  it  were  the  Pageants  of  the  Sea, 
Do  over-peer  the  petty  Traffickers 
That  Curtfie  to  them,  do  them  Reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  Wings. 

Sols.  Believe  me,  Sir,  had  I  fuch  Venture  forth, 
The  better  Part  of  my  Affe&ions  would 
Be  with  my  Hopes  abroad.  I  ftiould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  Grafs,  to  know  where  fits  the  WinCf, 
Peering  in  Maps  for  Ports,  and  Peers,  and  Rotdi ; 
And  every  Obje&  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  Ventures,  out  of  doubt, 
Would  make  me  Ad. 
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Sal.  My  Wind  cooling  my  Broth, 
Would  blow  me  to  an  Ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  Wind  too  great  might  do  at  Sea. 
1  fhould  not  lee  the  fandy  Hour-glafs  run, 
But  I  fhould  think  of  Shallows  and  of  Flats, 
And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock'd  in  Sand,v 
Vaiitog  her  high  Top  lower  than  her  Ribs, 
T<5  kifsrher  Burial:  Should  I  go  to  Chiirch 
And  fee  the  holy  Edifice  of  Stone, 
And  not  bethink  me  ft  raight  of  dangerous  Rocks? 
Which  touching  but  my  gentle  VeffePsSide, 
Would  fcatter  all  her  Spices  on  the  Stream, 
Enrobethe  roariog  Waters  with  my  Silks; 
And  in  a  word,  but  eren  iwrtv  worth  this,  * 

And  now  worth  nothing.  Shall  I  have  the  Thought 
To  think  oil  this,  and  (halll  lack  the  Thought, 
That  fuch  a  thing  bechane'd  would  make  me  fad} 
But  tell  not  me,  I  know  Anthamo 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  Merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me,  no,  I  think  my  fortune  for  it, 
My  Ventures  are  not  in  one  Bottom  trufted, 
Nor  to  one  Place ;  nor  is  my  whole  Eftate 
Upon  the  Fortune  of  this  prefent  Years  • 
Therefore  my  Merchandize  makes  me  net  fad.  T 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  Love.  *  * 

Anth.  Fie,  fie.  "     i 

Sola.  Not  in  LoveneitherJ  then  let  us<fay  you  are  f*d, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  merry?  and  "tweri  as  eafie  * 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay  you \: ire  merry, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.  Now  by  two-headed  janm*       •  * 
Nature  hath  fram'd  ftrange  Fellows  in  her  Tisfte: 
So  that  will  e;  ermore  peep  through  their  Eyes, 
And  laugh  like  Parr  ts  at  a  Bag-piper; 
And  other  of  fuch  vinegar  Afpeft, 
That  they'll  not  (hew  their  Teeth  in  way  of  Smile, 
Though  Neftor  fwear  the  Jeft  be  laughable. 

Enter  BafTanio,  Lorenzo  and  Gratiano. 
Sal.  Here  borne s  Baffamo, 
Your  moft  noble  Ki'  fman; 
Gratiano  and  Lorenz^n :  Fare  ye  wefl ; 
We  leave  you  now  with  better  Company* 
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SoU*  I  would  hive  ftaid  'till  I  had  made  you  merry, 
If  worthier  Friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

jimth.  Your  Worth  is  very  dear  in  my  Regard: 
I  take  it  your  own  Biifincfs  calls  on  you, 
And  you  embrace  th'  Occafion  to  depart* 

Sal.  Good  Morrow,  my  good  Lords.  . 

tiajf.  Good  Signiors  both,  when  {hall  we  laugh  {lay  when? 
You  grow  exceeding  ftrange;  muft  it  be  fb? 

Sal.  We'll  make  our  Leifures  to  tftend  on  yours/ 

Sola.  My  Lord  Baffani*,  fincc  you  have  found  Jlmhm%% 
We  two  will  leave  you; but  at  Dinner  Time, 
1  pray  you  have  in  mind  where  we  muft  meet. 

BsJP  I  will  not  fail  you.  [Excum  Solar.  **d  Sala* 

Gra.  You  look  not  wel»  Signior  Anth$nio\ 
You  have  too  much  Refped  upontthe  World: 
They  lofe  it  that  da  buy  it  with  much  Care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. 

ji*tb.  I  hold  the  World  but  as  tfc  Worlds  Grstian$; 
A  Stage  where  every  Man  muft  play  his  Part; 
And  mine  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  Fool" 
With  Mirth  and  Laughter;  let  old  Wrinkles  come, 
And  let  my  Liver  rather  heat  with  Wipe, 
Than  my  Heart  cool  with  mortifying  Grcac*: 
Why  ftiould  a  Man,  whofe  Blood  is  warn*  witfciffc     , 
Sit  like  his  Grandfire  cut  in  Alablaficr  f 
Sleep  when  he  waives,  and  creep  into  the  Jaundiet 
By  being  peevifh  \  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthonhy 
I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  Love  that  fpeaks : 
There  are  a  fort  of  Men,  whofe  Vifage* 
Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  '.ftanding  Pond, 
And  do  a  wilful  Stilnefs  eptertain, 
With  purpofc  to  be  dreft  in  an  Oponion 
Of  Wifdom,  Gravity,  profound  Conceit, 
As  who  (hould  lay,  I  am,  Sir,  an  Oracle  ^ 
And  when  I  ope  my  Lips,  let  no  Dof»  bark* 
O  my  Anth*nt9t  I  do  know  of  thefe, 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  Wife, 
For  faying  nothing;  who  I  am  very  furej 
If  they  (hould  fpealr,  would  almoft  damnthofe  Ears 

Which 
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Which  hearing  them,  would  call  their  Brothers  Fools. 

1*11  tell  thee  mofre  of  this  another  time  : 

But  fifti  not  with  this  melancholly  Bait, 

For  this  Fool  Gudgeon,  this  Opinion. 

Come  good  Lcrcnxj>t  fare  ye  well  a  while, 

I'll  end  my  Exhortation  after  Dinnir, 

Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  'till  Dinner-time. 
I  muft  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  Men  j 
For  Gratia**  never  lets  me  fpetk, 

Gra.  Well,  keep  me  Company  but  two  Years  more. 
Thou  (halt  not  know  the  Sound  of  thine  own  Tongue. 

Anth.  Fare  you  well;  III  grow  a  Talker  for  this  Gear.    • 

Gra.  Thanks  i'faith;  for  Silence  is  only  commendable 
In  a  Neats  Tongue  dry*d,  and  a  Maid  not  vendible.    [Exit. 

Anth.  Is  that  any  thing  now  t 

Bajf.  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing,  more  thai 
any  Man  in  all  Venice  :  his  Reafons  are  two  Grains  of  Wheat 
hid  in  two  Bdhels  of  Chaff;  you  may  feck  all  Day  e'er  you 
find  them,  and  when  you  have  them,  they  are  not  worth 
the  Search. 

Anth.  Well ;  tell  me  now  what  Lady  is  the  tame 
To  whom  you  (wore  a  fecret  Pilgrimage, 
That  you  to  Day  promis'd  to  tell  me  of  \ 

Bajf.  Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Atttb**i*» 
How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  Eftate, 
By  fomething  (hewing  a  more  fwelNng  Port 
Than  my  faint  Means  would  grant  continuance  to; 
Nor  do  I  now  mike  Moan  to  be  abridged 
Fron)  fuch  a  noble  Rate;  but  my  chief  Care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  Debts 
Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal, 
Hath  left  me  gag'd :  To  you,  Amebinh,  {  ' 

I  owe  the  moft  in  Mony,  and  in  Love, 
And  from  yrur  Love  I  have  a  Warranty 
To  unburthen  alt  my  Plots  and  Purpofes,  J 

How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  Debts  I  owe. 

Anth.  I  pray  you,  good  Bajfanio%  let  me  know  it, 
And  if  it  ftands  as  you  your  felf  dill  do, 
Within  the  Eye  ot  Hoi  our,  be  aflur'd 
My  Purfe,  my  Perfon,  my  cxtreameft  Means 
Lye  all  unlockM  to  your  Occafions. 

"  i     Bajf. 
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Baffl  In  my  School-Days,  when  I  had  loft  one  Shafy 
I  fliot  his  Fellow  of  the  (elf-fame  Flight 
The  felf- fame  way,  with  more,  ad vi fed  Watch, 
To  find  the  other  forth;  and  by  adventuring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.    I  urge  this  Child-hood  Proof* 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  Innocence. 
I  owe  you  much,  and  like  a  wilful  Yourb, 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft ;  but  if  you  pleife 
To  flioot  another  Arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  (hoot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt, 
As  I  will  watch  the  Aiir,  or  to  find  both* 
,  Or  bring  your  latter  Hazard  back  again, 
And  thankfully  reft  Debtor  for  the  fii  ft. 

Anth.  You  know  me  well*  and  herein  fpend  but  Time 
To  wind  about  my  Love  with  Circumftance; 
And  out  of  doubt  you  do  to  me  more  Wrong* 
In  making  Qucftion  of  my  uttermoft, 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have: 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  ftiould  I  do, 
That  in  your  Knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it:  Therefore  fpeak. 

Baf.  In  Belmont  is  a  Lady  richly  left* 
And  (he  is  fair,  and  fairer  than  that  Word, 
Of  wondrous  Virtues^  Sometimes  from  her  Eyes 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  MefTages  5 
Her  Name  is  Portis,  nothing  undervalue  j 

To  Gift's  Daughter,  Brums  Portia : 
Nor  is  the  wide  World  ignorant  of  her  Worth; 
For  the  four  Winds  blow  in  from  every  Coaft        ' 
Renowned  Sutorsj  and  her  funny  Locks 
Hang  on  her  Temples  like  a  golden  Fleece* 
Which  makes  her  Seat  of  Belmont  Cholchos  Strond* 
And  many  Jafins  come  in  queft  of  her.  ; 

0  my  Anthonio,  had  I  but  the  Means       .  \ 
To  hold  a  rival  Place  with  one  of  them, 

1  have  a  Mind  prefages  me  fuch  Thrift, 
That  I  fhould  queftionlefs  be  fortunate. 

Anth.  Thou  know'ft  that  all  my  Fortunes  are  aft  Seai 
Neither  have  I  Mony,  nor  Commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  Sum  ?  therefore  go  forth, 
Try  what  my  Credit  can  in  Fenh*  do ; 

V  o  l»  I  !•  F  That 
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That  (hall  be  racked  even  to  the  uttennoft, 

To  furnifli  thee  to  Belmont  to  fiir  Pertiai 

Go  prefently  enquire,  and  fo  will  h 

Where  Mony  is,  and  I  no  queftion  make 

To  have  it  of  my  Truft,  or  for  my  fake.  lE*em#* 

S   C  E  N  £  II.     Belmm. 

Three  Caskfts  are  fit  out*  ***  ofGoldy  another  of  Silver, 

and  another  of  JLead. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nerifla. 

Pou  By  my  Tiotb,  Nirijfa*  my  little  Body  is  weary  of 
this  great  World. 

Ner.  Yon  would  be*  fweet.  Madam,  if  your  Miferies  were 
in  the  fame  Abundance  as  yourgpod  Fortunes  are;  afldyer, 
for  ought  I  fee  ,thay  are  as  lick  that  forfeit  with  too  much, 
as  they  that  ftarve  with  nothings  therefore  it  is  no  fmalf 
Happinefs  to  be  feated,  in  the  Mean  j  Superfluity  comesfoofier 
by  white  Hairs,  but  Competency  lives  longer. 

Por.  Good  Sentences*  and  well  pronoune'd. 

Ner.  They  would  be  better  if  well  follow'd. 

For.  If  to  do  were  as  eafifr  as  to  know  what  were  good' to 
do,  Chappels  had  been  Churches,  and  poor  Mens  Cottages. 
PJtnces  Palaces:  It  is  a  good  Divine  that  follows  his  own 
Inftrudions^  I  can  eafier  teaqh  twenty  what  were  good  to 
be  done,  than  to  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow  mine  own 
teaching.  The  Brain  may  devife  Laws  for  the  Blood,  but  a. 
hot  Temper  leaps  o'er  a  cold  Decree ;  fuch  a  Hare  is  Mad* 
nefs  the  Youth*  to. skip  o'er  the  Meflies  of  good  Counfet 
the  Cripple.  But  this  Reafon  is  not  in  Fa (h ion  to  chufe  me 
a  Husband :  O  me,  the  Word,  chufe  I  I  may  neither  chufe 
whom  I  would,,  nor  refufe  whom  I  difl.ke,  fo  is  the  Will 
of  a  livirig  Daughter  curb'd  by  the  Will  of  a  dead  Father  t 
Is  it  not  hard,  Nerijfa,  that  I  cannot  chufe  one,  nor  refufe 
none?  ^ 

Ner.  Your  Father  was  ever  Virtuous,  and  holy  Men  at 
their  6eath  have  good  Infpirations;  therefore  the  Lottery 
that  he  hath  devifed  in  theife  three  Cftefts  of  Gold,  Silver, 
and  Lead,  whereof,  who  chafes. his  Meaning,,  chufes  you, 
will  no  doubt  never  be  chofen  by  any  rightly,  but  One  who 
you  (hall  rightly  love.  Put  what  Warmth  is  there  in  your 
jfcffeftion  towards  any  of  thcie  Princely  Surer  s  that  are  al- 
ready come?  oogle    por\ 
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P§r.  I  pray  thee  over-name  them*  and  as  thou  nam'ft 
them,  I  will  dcfcrtbe  them,  tod  according  to  my  Descripti- 
on, level  it  fi>y  Afftdiom 

Mr*  Firft  there  K*he  NcMp$Utao  Prince* 

F#r.  Ay,  tint's  a  Colt  indeed,  for  lie  dock  nothing  but 
tilkof  his  Horfe,  and  he  makes  it  a  great  Appropriation 
t»  his  own  good  Parts  that  he  can  (boo  hjfi  hjmkflf :  I  am 
much  afraid  my  Lady  his  Mother  pbid  falfc  with  t 
Smith. 

#fcr.  Then  is  Acre  the  County  Fdtrttinc. 

fir.  ffe  doth  nothing  but  frown,  as  who  ihould  fay,  end 
yet  will  not  Hire  me,  chafe  .•  He  hears  merry  Tales  and 
failes  not,  I  fear  he  will  prove  the  weeping  Philofopher 
when  he  growl  old,  being  fo  fall  of  ufimaooerly  Sadodfc  in 
lib  Youtfw  I  had  rather  to  be  married  to  a  Death'*  Head 
with  a  Bone  in  his  Mouth,  than  to  either  of  tbtik.  Qod 
defend  me  from  thefe  two* 

N*r.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord,  Moafcur  £* 

>*r.  God  made  fcim,  and  therefore kc  him  pafsjfor  a  Mao; 
in  truth  I  know  it  is  Sin  to  be  a  Mocker;  tat  he/  why 
he  hath  aHorfe  better  than  the  N**poUtaH%  a  better  had  Ha- 
bit of  Frownijig  than  the  Count  Ptkmme.  he  is  every  JMan 
h  no  Man,  if  aTaflelfing,  he  faHsftraighta  Gapnng;  he 
will  fence  with  his  own  Shadow  ;  H  I  ffctwtkl  marry  him,  I 
Ihould  marry  twenty  Husbands*,  if  he  would  defpife  me,  I 
would  forgive  him,  for  if  he  love  me  to  Madnefs,  I  ihoutd 
never  recjtrite  htm* 

Her.  What  fay  you  then  10  Fauoottbriigi,  the  young  Be- 
ronoff  EngUndl 

Hr.  Voa  know  I  fay  nothing  to  him»  for  he  undetftands 
not  me,  nor  €  trim ;  fee  bath  neither  L*tim%  Rmch^nor  ft** 
fim,  and  you  will  come  into  the  Court  and  fwear  that  >Itave 
tpoorVenny- worth  in  Englkfbi  he  «  a  proper  Map's  Pi&wre, 
but  alas  who  can  coavwfe  with  a  dumb  Show?  How  ©dly 
he  is  faked?  1  think  he  boijght  his  Doublet  in  Itaif,  his 
round  Hofe  in  France^  his  Bonnet  irt  Germany y  and  his  B*~ 
fevkrar  every  where* 

/fcr.  What  think  you  *f  the  other  Lard  his   Neigh*~ 
boturf 

Google 


Digitized  by 


5  3  *  *&*■  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Por.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  Charity  id  him,  for 
he  borrow'd  a  Box  of  the  Ear  of  the  EngUJb-man,  and 
fWore  he  would  pay  him  again  when  he  was  able.  I  think 
the  French-man  became  his  Surety,  and  fealed  under  for  a- 
nother. 

1   Mr.   How  like  you  the  young  German^  the  Duke  erf 
Sdxonfs  Nephew  ? 

Por.  Very  vildly  in  the  Morning  when  h?  is  fober,  and 
molt  vildly  in  the  Afternoon  when  he  is  drunk;  when  he  is 
beft,  he  is  a  little  worfe  than  a  Man,  and  when  he  is  worft, 
he  is  little  better  than  a  Beaft;  and  the  worft  Fall  that  ever 
fell,  I  hope  I  (hall  make  ftiift  to  go  without  him. 

Nor.  If  he  ihould  offer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right 
Casket,  you  (hould  refufe  to  perform  your  Father's  Will,  if 
you  (hould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

Por.  Therefore  for  fear  of  the  worft,  I  pray  th*e  fet  a 
deep  Glafs  of  Rhtmjb  Wine  on  the  contrary  Casket,  for  if 
the  Devil  be  within,  and  the  Temptation  withour,  I  know 
he  will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  thing,  Nerijfk%  e'er  I  will  be 
ttiarryM  to  a  Spunge. 

Nor.  You  need  not  fear  Lady  the  having  any  pf  thefe 
Lords,  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  Determinati- 
on, which  is  indeed  to  return  to  their  Home,  and  to  trouble 
you  with  no  more  Suits,  unlefs  you  may  be  won  by  fome 
other  fort  than  your  Father's  Impofition,  depending  on  the 
Caskets, 

Per.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  SibiUa,  I.  will  die  as  chafte 
as  DUn4%  unlefs  I  be  obtained  by  the  manner  of  my  Fa* 
ther's  Will:  I  am  glad  this  Parcel  of  Wooers  are  fo  rea- 
fonable,  for  there  is  not  one  among  them  but  I  doat  on  hi] 
very  Abfence,  and  wifli  them  a  fair  Departure* 

Ner.  Do  you  not  remember,  Lady,    in  your  Father^ 
•  time,  a  yineti*ny  a  Scholar  and  a  Soldier  that  came  hithe 
in  Company  of  the  Marqutfs  of  Momtfctr*t\ 

Por.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Bafanio,  as  I  think,  fo  was  hd 
caJl'd. 

Ner.  True  Madam,  he  of  all  the  Men  that  ever  mi 
foolifii  Eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  beft  deferving  a  fail 
Lady. 

Por.  I  remember  him  well,  and  I  remember  him  wort! 

of  xhy  Praife# 

i 

JdffTm 


i 


The  Merchant  of  Venice.  533 

Enter  a  Servant* 

Ser.  The  four  Strangers  Jktk  you,  Madam,  to  take  their 
Leave;  and  there  is  a  ForC-runner  come  from  a  fifth,' 
The  Prince  of  Morocco*  who  brings  Word  the  Prince  his 
Matter  will  be  here  to  Night. 

For.  If  I  jould  bid  the  Fifth  welcome  with  fo  good  Heart 
as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewel,  I  fhould  be  glad  of 
his  Approach;  if  he   have  the  Condition  of  a  Saint,  and   ' 
the  Complexion  of  a  Devil,  I  had  rather  he  fhould  (hrive    - 
me  than  wive  me.  Come  Neriffa*  Sirrah  g(/before;  whiles 
we  (hut  the  Gate  upon  one  Wooer,  another  knocks  at  the  ' 
-Doon  \         [Exeunt* 

SCENE     III.     Venice. 

tnter  Baflanio  and  Shylock.    . 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats,  well. 

Ba(f.  Ay  Sir,  for  three  Months*   , 

Shy.  For  three  Months,  well. 

Bajf.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you, 
Anthonio  (hall  be  bound. 

Shy.  Anthonio  (hall  become  bound,  well. 

Bajf.  May  you  ftead  me  f  Will  you  pleafure  me/ 
Shall  I  know  your  Anfwer? 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats  for  three  Months, 
And  Anthonio  bound.  .   .    I 

Bajf.  Your  Anfwer  to  that; 

Shy.  Anthonio  is  a  good  Man:  , 

Baf.  Have  you    heard  any  Imputation  to  fhe  contra-  I 

Shy.  No,  no,  no,  no  j  my  Meaning  in  faying  he  is  a 
good  Man*  is  to  have  you  underftand  me,  that  he  is  fuffi^ 
dent  ?  yet  his  Means  are  in  fuppofition:  He  hath  ah  Argo- 
fie  bound  to  Tripolis,  another  to  the  Indies ,  \  underftand 
moreover  upon  the  Ryaho,  he  hath  a  third  at  Mexico*  a 
fourth  for  England,  ind  other  -  Ventures  he  hath  fquan- 
dred  Abroad.  But  Ships  are  but  Boards,  Sailers  but  Men  ; 
there  be  Land  Rats,  and  Water  Rats*  Water  Thieves  and 
Land  Thieves,  I  mean  Pyrates;  and  then  there  is  the  Peril 
of  Waters,  Winds,  and  Rocks;  the  Man  is  notwithftan4ing 
'iufficient  ;  three  thoufand  Ducats,  I  think  I  may  take  hi* 
B°n&  F  3  Baf. 
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AfJC  Be  affur'd  you  may* 

Jew.  I  wiH be  affur'd  i  may;  *nd  dbat  I  may  l?e  affur'rf, 
I  will  bethink  me}  may  I  fpeak  with  Anthqniol 

Bajf.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  as. 

Jew.  Yes,  to  faaell  Pork,  to  eat  of  the  Habitation  which 
your  Prophet  the  Naz>aritc  conjur'd  the  Devil  into  ;  I^wiU 
buy  with  you, fell  with  you,  talk  with  you,  walk  with  you, 
and  fo  following  j  but  I  will  not  eat  with  you, ,  drink  with 
you,  nor  pray  with  you. 
.What  News  on- the  Rydto\  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Anthonio. 

Bajf.  This  is  Signior  Ant  homo* 

Jew.  [AJideJ]  How  like a  fa  wiling  Pvlrlica*  he  locks! 
I  hate  him,  for  he  is*  Chriftian : 
But  more,  for  that  in  low  Simplicity 
He  lends  out  Mofty  Ordtis,  atAi  brings  down 
The  Rate  of  Ufance  here  wkh  trs  m  Fcmcc; 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upoff  the  Hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  antient  Grudge  I  bear  hem. 
He  hates  our  facred  Nation,  and  he  rails 
Even  there  where  Merchants  raoft  do  congregate* 
On  me,  my  Bargains,  and  my  weff-worn  Thrift, 
Which  he  calk  Intereft.    Curfed  be  my  Tribe  1     < 

If  I  forgive  him. 

Bajf,  Shjhcki  &>  y°u  h***  ? 

Sty.  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  Store, 
'And  by  the  near  Guefs  of  my  Memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  Groft 
Of  foil  three  thoofand  Ducats :  What  of  that  ? 
TubalU  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  Tribe, 
Will  furni A  me ;  but  fofr,  how  many  Month* 
Do  you  defire?  Reft  you  fair,  good  Signror,       [7>  Anth. 
Your  Worfhtp  was  the  laft  Man  in  our  Mouths. 

Anth.  Shjhckj  albeit  I  neither  lend  nor  borrtfw 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  £*cefir, 
Yet  to  fuppfy  the  ripe  Wants  of  my  FriendL 
111  break  a  Cuftom.     Is  he  yet  pofTcft. 
How  much  he  would  f 

Shy.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufimd  Ducats. 

Amh.  And  for  three  Morih*, 

Shy. 
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Sbj.  1  had  forgot,  three  Months  you  told  me  fa; 
Well  then,  yarn  Bond :  But  kt  m?  fee,  hoc  hear  ybm 
Methoughts1  you  faid,  you  nattier  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  Advantage* 

Amb.  I  did  nev^r  life  it. 

Shj.  When  Jl*z*i  gras'd  his  Uncle  Ltban's  Sheep, 
Tha  y*cob  from  ou/  holy  Abraham  wis* 
As  his  wife  Mother  wrought  in  his  behalf* 
The  third  Pofftffer,  ay,  he  was  the  third* 

^6»/&.  And  what  of  htm,  did  he  take  Intereft? 

%.  No,  not  take  Intereft,  not-  as  you  would  (ay 
Dire&ly  Intereft  j  wtrk  what  Jaspk  did. 
When  Labm  and  himfdf  were  compromit'd 
That  all  the  Ewelingi  which  were  ftreak'd  and  pied 
Should  fall  as  Jwik  Hire  ^  the  Ewes  being  rank, 
In  end  of  Autumn  turned  to  the  Rams* 
And  when  the  Wort  of  Generation  was 
Between  thefewooily  Breeders,  in  the  A& 
The  skilful  Shepherd  Pil'd  me  certain  Wanda, 
Arid  in  the  doing  of  the  Deed  of  Kind, 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  Ewps, 
Who  then  conceiving*  did  in  Yeaning  tilt* 
Pall  party-colour'd  Lambs  and  thofe  were  jMoftt* 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bieft; 
And  Thrift  is  Bleffing,  if  Med  fteal  it  not. 

Amb.  This  was  a  Venture,  Sir,  that  Jwb  fcrv^  for  5 
A  thing  not  in  his  Power  to  bring  to  pafs,  4. 

But  fway'd  and  fafhion'd  by  the  Hand  of  Heav'n  / 
Wis  this  inferted  to  make  Intereft  good  ? 
Or  is  your  Gold  and  Silver  Ewes  and  Rams? 

Shj.  I  cannot  tell;  I  make  it  breed  as  faft; 
But  note  me,  Signior. 

Antb.  Mark  you  this,  fl*ipw*, 
The  Devil  can  cite  Scripture  for  his  purpofe. 
An  evil  Soul  producing  holy  Witnefs, 
Is  like  a  Villain  with  a  fmiling  Cheek, 
A  goodly  Apple  rotten  at  the  Heart, 
O  what  a  godly  Outfide  Falihood  hath! 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats,  'tis  a  good  round  Sum. 
Three  Months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  Rate. 
AmbP  Wei',  Shjhck}  *h*H  we  be  beholding  to  you/ 
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Shy.  Signior  jfathonio,  many  a  Time  and  oft,.   . 
In  the  Rjdko  you  have  rated  me, 
About  my  Monies  and  my  Ufances : 
Still  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  Shrug, 
For  Sufferance  in  the  Badge  of  all  our  /Tribe ; 
You  call  me  Misbeliever,  Cut-throat  Dog, 
And  fpit  upon  my  JtaHjb  Gaberdioe, 
,   And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own.  i 

Well  then,  it  row  appears  you  need  my  Help: 
Go  to  then,  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
Sbjlock,  we  would  have  Monies;  you  fay  fo, 
You  that  did  void  your  Rheume  upon  my  Beard,  ' 
And  foot  me  as  you  fpum  a  ft  ranger  Cur 
Over  your  .Threshold :  Monies  is  your  Suit, 
What  ihould  I  fay  to  you?  Should  I  not  fay, 
Hath  a  Dog  Mony?  is  it  poffibJe 
A  Cur  (hould  lend  three  thoufand  Ducats?  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  Bondman's  Kty 

With  bated  Breath,  and  whifperiog  Humblenefs, 

Say  this:  Fair  Sir,  you  fpet  pn  me  on  Wedxefddjhft; 

You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  Day ;  another  time 

You  call'd  me  Dog}  and  for  thefe  Curtefies 

I'll  lend  you  thus  much  Monies. 

<Anth.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again, 

To  fpi;  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 

If  thou  wilt  lend  this  Mony,  lend  it  not 

As  to  thy  Friend,  for  when  did  Friendship  take 

A  Breed  of  barren  Metal  of  his  Friend  ? 

But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  Enemy, 

Who  if  he  break,  thou  may 'ft  with  better  Face 

HxiA  the  Penalties. 

Shy.  Why  look  you  how"  you  ftorm. 

I  would  be  Friends  with  you,  and  have  your  Love, 

Forget  the  Shames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with, 

Supply  your  preftnt  Wants,  and  rake  no  Doit 

Of  Ufage  for  my  Monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me: 

This  is  kind  I  offer.    ' 
Bajf.  This  were  Kindnefs. 
Shy*  This  Kindnefs  will  I  (how ; 

Go  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  Ihere 

Your  fingle  Bond,  and  in  a  merry  Sport 
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If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  Day,   - 
In  fuch  a  Place,  fuch  Sum  or  Stuns  as  are 
Exprefs'd  in  the  Condition,  let  the  Forfeit 
Be  nominated  for*an  equal  Pound 
Of  your  fair  Flelh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  Body  it  pleafeth  me. 

Anthi  Gonfcehr,  In  Faith  i  Til  feal  to  fuch  a  Bond, 
And  fay  there  is  much  Kindncfs  in  the  Jew. 

Baf.  You  (hall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  Bond  for  me, 
Pll  rather  dwell  in  my  Neceffity.  . 

Auth.  Whyreai  not  Man,  I  will  not  forfeit  it ;     , 
Within  thefe  two  Months,  that's  a  Month  before, 
This  Bond  expires,  I  do  expeft  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  Bond, 

Shy.  O  Father  Abraham*  what  theft  Chriftiaits  are 7 
Whole  own  hard  Dealing  teiches  them  fufpedt 
The  Thoughts  of  others:  Pfty  you  tell  me  this,     ' 
If  he  ihould  break  his  Day*  wjiat  (hould  I  gain 
By  the  exa&kjn  of  the  Forfeiture? 
A  Pound  of  M*o-s  Fleih  taken  from  a  Man, 
Is  not  lb  eftimable,  profitable  neither,  J 

As  Flefli  of  Muttons*  Beefs,  or  Goats.  Ifiy,' 
To  buy  his  Favour,  I  extend  thi$  Friendship : 
If  he  will  take  it,  foj  if  not,  adieu; 
And  for  my  Love  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not* 
A**h.  Yfes^  Shjlocl^  I  will  feal  unto  this  Bond. 
Sky.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notary's^ 
Give  him  dire&ion  for  this  merry  Bond, 
And  Ivfrillgo  and  purfe  the  Ducats  ftraight.- 
See  to  my  Houft,  left  in  the  fearful  Guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  Knave,  and  prefendy 
Pll  be  with  you.  /  ,    [Exit*  # 

Anth.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew.    This  Hebrew  will  turn 
Chriftian,  he  grows  kind. 
Bajf.  I  like  not  fair  Terms,  and  a  Villain's  Mind* 
Anth.  Come  on,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay, 
My  Ships  come  home  a  Month  before  the  Day.    [Exeunt, 


A  C  T- 
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ACT    IL    SCENE    I. 
SCENE  Behnmu 

Enter  Morochius  4  Tmim^M§ar  iff*  Whit**  ami  tbm  *r 
four  Followen  4cc0rdhglj>  with  Port!*,  Neriffa,  mUhsr 
Trdix*  Fh.  Cvrntu. 

Mor.  iy  JTIflike  me  not  for  my  Cotnpkftion, 

XVI  The  (hadowed  Livery  of  the  burnitti'd  Stmf 
To  whom  I  am  a  Neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faireft  Creature  Northward  born, 
Where  Phmk*$  Fire  fe'arce  thaws  the  I  fides, 
And  let  us  make  Incifion  fox  yoqr  Love, 
To  prove  whole  Blood  is  reddeft,  his  or  mine.* 
I  tell  thee,  Lady,  this  A/pc&  of  mine 
ijath  fear'd  the  Valiant,  by  my  Love' I  fwear, 
The  beft  regarded  Virgins  of  our  Clime 
Have  lov'd  it  too  :  I  would  not  change  this  Hut, 
Except  to  (teal  your  Thoughts,  my  gentle  Queen. 

For.  In  terms  of  Choice  I  am  not  folely  led 
By  nice  Direction  of  a  Maiden's  Eyes: 
Befides,  the  Lottery  of  my  Defliny 
Bars  me   the  right  of  voluntary  chufing^ 
But  if  my  Father  had  not  fcanted  me# 

And  hedged  me  by  his  Wit  to  yield  my  fclf  j 

His  Wife,  who  wins  me  by  thai  means  I  told  you,  1 

Your  felf,  Renowned  Prince,  then  ftood  as  fair  > 

As  any  Comer  I  hiVe  looked  on  yet 
f?or  my  Afft&ion. 

Mar.  Even  for  that  I  thank  you, 
Therefore  I  pr^y  you  lead  me  to  the  Caskets 
To  try  my  Fortune:  By  this  Scimitar, 
Thit  flew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Pcrjkn  prince, 
That  won  three  Fields  of  Sultan  Soljman, 
I  would  oJer-ftare  the  fterneft  Eyes  that  look, 
jQut*brave  the  Heart  moft  daring  on  the  Earth, 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  Cubs  from  the  She*Bear, 
Yea,  mock  the  Lion  when  he  roars  for  Prey, 
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To  win  die  Lady.  But  alas,  the  while, 
If  HereuUs  and  Ljchas  play  at  Dice, 
Which  is  the  better  Man)  the  greater  Throw 
May  torn  by  Fortune  from  the  weaker  Hand: 
Sols  Alcides  beaten  by  his  Rage,  _ 

And  fo  may  I*  Mind  Fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that  which  one  unworthicr  may  attain. 
And  dye  with  grieving. 

£or.  You  muft  take  your  Chance, 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chujfe  at  all, 
Or  (wear  before  you  chufe,  if  you  chufe  wrong, 
Never  to  fpeak  to  Lady  afterward 
In  way  of  Marriage;  therefore  be  advis'd. 

Mot.  Nor  wiH  not;  come  bring  me  unto  my  Chance. 

Tor.  Firft  forward  to  the  Temple,  after  Dinner 
Your  hazard  (hall  be  nude. 

Mot.  Good  Fortune  then,  ]Cemettm 

To  make  me  bled  or  curfed'ft  among  Men,  [£***»'! 

SGEN'E    II.     Vtmct. 

Enter  Launcelot  alone. 

Latin.  Certainly,  my  Confidence  will  ferve  me  to  run 
from  this  Jew  mj  Matter:  The  Fiend  is  at  my  Elbow, and 
attempts  me,  faying  to  me,  Job*  Launcelot  Job,  good  Laun* 
eelot,  or  good  Jab,  or  good  Launcelot  Job,  ufe  your  Legs, 
tike  the  ftart,  run  away  :  My  Confidence  fajs  no;  take 
heed,  honeft  Launcelot,  take  heed,  honeft  Job,  or  as  afore* 
faid,  honeft  Launcelot  Job,  do  not  run,  fcorn  running  with 
thy  Heels:  Well,  the  moft  couragious  Fiend  bids  me  pack, 
Via  fays  the  Fiend,  away  {ays  the  Fiend,  for  the  Heaves  roufe 
up  a  brave  Mind,  fays  the  Fiend,  and  run.  Well,  my  Con- 
fcience  hanging  about  the  Neck  of  my  Heart,  fays  very 
wifely  to  me,  My  boneft  Friend  Launcelot,  being  an  ho^ 
Ueft  Man's  Son;  or  rather  an  honeft  Woman's  Son — -forin-j 
deed  my  Father  did  fomething  fmack,  fomethin/  grow  too; 

he  had  a  kind  of  tafte Well,  my  Conscience  fays,  JLaun* 

cefoe  budge  not ;  budge,  fays  the  Fiend  •,  budge  not,  fays 
my  Confidence;  Conscience,  fay  I,  you  counfel  well  •, 
Kf n<|»  f*y  I,  yoq  founfet  we(i;  to  be  ruPd  by  my  Confciv 
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ence  I  ftiould  ftay  with  the  Jew  my  Matter,  who,  God 
blcfs  the  Mark,  is  a  kind  of  Devil;  and  to  run  away  from 
the  Jew  I  (hould  be  ruled  by  the  Fiend,  who,  laving  your 
Reverence,  is  the  Devil  himfelf.  Certainly  the  Jew  is  the 
very  Devil  Incarnation,  and  in  my  Confcience,  my  Confci- 
ence is  a  kind  of  hard  Confcience,  to  offer  to  counfel  me  to 
ihy  with  the  Jew,  the  Fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  coun- 
fel; I  will  run,  Fiend*  my  Heels  are  at  your  Command- 
ment, I  will  run. 

Enter  014  Gobbo  with  a  Basket. 

Gob.  Matter  Young-roan*  yon,  I  pray  you,  which  is  the 
way  to  Matter  Jews ! 

Laun.  O  Heav'ns,  this  is  my  true  begotten  Father,  who 
being  more  than  fand-blind,  high  gravel-blind,  knows  me 
oot ;  I  will  try  Confuttons  with  him. 

Gob.  Matter  young  Gentleman,  1  pray  you  which  is  the 
way  to  Matter  Jevt%  f 

La**.  Turn  upon  your  .Right-hand  at  the  next  turning, 
but  at  the  next  turning  of  all  on  your  Left;  marry  at  the 
very  next  turning  turn  of  no  hand,  but  turn  down  indireft- 
ly  to  the  Jew's  Houfe. 

Gob.  By  God's  fonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit;  can 
you  tell  me  whither  one  Launcelot  that  dwells  with  him, 
dwell  with  him  or  no? 

Latin.  Talk  you  of  young  Matter  Launcelot  1  Mark  me 
now,  now  will  I  raife  the  Waters;  talk  you  of  young  Matter 
Launcelot  ? 

Gob,  No,  Matter*  Sir,  but  a  poor  Man's  Son,  his  Father, 
tho*  I  fay'r,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  Man,  and  God  be 
thanked  well  to  live. 

Latin.  Well,  let  his  Father  be  what  a  will,  we  talk  of 
young  Matter  Launcelot. 

Gob.  Your  Wor (hip's  Friend  and  Launcelot. 

Laun.  But  I  pray  you  Ergo>  old  Man,  Ergo  I  befeech  you, 
talk  you  of  young  Matter  Launcelot  t 

Gob.  Of  Lancelot,  an't  pleafe  your  Matter  (hip. 

Laun.  Ergo  Matter  Launcclotf  talk  not  of  Matter  Laun* 
celot  Father,  for  the  young  Gentleman  according  to  Fates  and 
Deftinies,  and  fuch  odd  Sayings,  the  Sitters  three,  and  fuch 
Branches  of  Learning,  is  indeed  deceafed,  or  as  you  would 
fiy  in  plain  terms,  gone  to  Heaven. 

'  - .  Cob. 
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Cob.  Marry  God  forbid,  the  Boy  was  the  very  Staff  of 
my  Age,  my  very  Prop. 

Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  Cudgel  or  a  Hovel-poft,  a  Staff  or 
a  Prop?  Do  you  know  me,  Father  ? 

Gob.  Alack  the  day,  I  know  you  not,  young  Gentleman; 
but  I  pray  you  tell  me,  is  my  Boy,  God  reft  his  Soul,  alive 
or  dead  i 

Lawn.  Do  you  not  know  me,  Father? 

Gob.  Alack  Sir,  I  am  fand-blind,  I  know  you  nor. 

La*n.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  had  your  Eyes  you  might 
fail  of  the  knowing  me:  It  is  a  wife  Father  that  knows  his 
own  Child.  Well,  old  Man,  I  will  tell  you  News  of  your 
Son,  give  me  your  Bleffing,  Truth  will  come  to  light, 
Murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  a  Man's  Son  may,  but  in  the  end 
Truth  will  not.  ' 

Gob.  Pray  you  Sit  ftand  up,  I  am  fure  you  are  not  Laun* 
.aht  my  Boy. 

Lamm.  Pray  you  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about  it,  but 
give  me  your  Bleffing;  I  am  Lancelot %  your  Boy  that  was, 
your  Son  that  is,  your  Child  that  (hall  be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  Son. 

L*H?t*  I  knpw  not  what  I  fliall  think  of  that:  But  I  am 
Ltuncclot  the  Jtu?%  Man,  and  I  am  fure  Margery  your  Wife 
is  my  Mother. 

Gob.  Her  Name  is  Mar&erj  indeed,  Til  be  fworn  if  thoti 
be  L*nnctlot%  thou  art  mine  own  Flelh  and  Blood:  Lord 
,  worftiip'd  might  he  be  I  what  a  Beard  haft  thou,  got;  thou  „ 
hift  got  morehairon  thy  Chin,  than  Dobbin  my  Phil-horfe 
has  on  his  Tail.  '' 

Latin.  It  Aould  feem  then  that  Dobbin's  Tail  growsbacfc- 
ward.  I  am  fure  he  had  more  Hair  on  his  Tail  than  I  have 
on  my  Face  when  I  laft  faw  him* 

Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  cbang'd  /  how  doft  thou  and 
thy  Matter  agree?  I  have  brought  him  a  Prefent;  bow  grcc 
you  now? 

Lat<n.  Well,  well,  but  for  mine  own  part,  as  I  have  fet 
up  my  reft  to  run  away,  fo  1  will  not  reft  *till  I  have  Tun 
fome  ground :  My  Matter's  a  very  Jew:  Give  him  a  Prefent! 
t  give  him  a  Halter:  I  am  famifh'd  in  his  Service.  You  may 
tell  every  Finger  I  have  with  my  Ribs.  Father  I  am  glad 
y<W  are  come,  give  me  your  Prefent  to  one  Matter  Btjftnio, 
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who  indeed  gives  rare  new  Liveries  j  If  I  ferve  him  not,  I 
will  run  ts  far  as  God  has  any  Ground.  O  rare  Fortune, 
here  comes  the  Mans  to  him  Father,  for  I  am  a  J*w  ff  I 
ferve  the  Jew  any  longer. 

Enter  Baffanio  with  *  Follower  or  two. 

&ajf.  You  may  do  fo,  but  let  it  befo  hafted,  chat  Sup  per 
ht  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  Clock:  Seethe!?  L&* 
iers  delivered,  put  the  Liveries  to  making,  and  defire  Gr*- 
tUno  to  come  anon  to  my  Lodging. 

La*n.  To  him,  Father. 

(Sob.  God  blefs  your  Worftiip. 

Sdjf.  Gramercy,  would'ft  thou  ought  with  me  ? 

Gob.  Here's  my  Son*  Sir,  a  poor  Boy. 

Latin.  Not  a  poor  Boy,  Sir,  by t  the  Rich  jfaf's  ManCbtt 
would,  Sir,  as  my  Father  ftiall  fpecifie. 

Gib.  He  hath  a  great  Infoftion,  Sir,  as  one  would  fiy,  to 
ferve. 

Ltm.  Indeed  the  ffiort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the  jfar, 
and  have  a  defire  as  my  Father  (hall  fpecifie. 

Gob.  His  Maft er  and  he,  faving  your  Worth  ip's  Reverence, 
are  fcarce  Catercoufins. 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Jt»  ha- 
ving done  me  wrong,  doth  cauie  me,  as  my  Father*  beifeg  I 
hope  an  old  Man,  (hall  frutifie  urto  you. 

Gob.  I  have  here  a  DUh  of  Doves  that  I  would  befiow 
upon  }wr  Worftiip,  and  my  Suit  h« 

Lahh.  In  very  brief,  the  Suit  fe  impertinent  to  my  feflF, 
as  your  Worlhip  (hall  know  by  this  faoneft  old  Man  *  and, 
though  I  fay  it,  though  6ld  Man,  yet  poor  Man  my  Fa- 
ther. 

Sa/fi  One  (peak  for  both,  what  would  you? 
~  Lam.  Serve  you,  Sir. 

Gob*  This  is  the  very  defeft  of  the  matter,  Sir. 

Bajfl  I  know  thee  well,  thou  haft  obtained  thy  Suit} 
Shyloc^  thy  Matter,  fpoke  with  me  this  day, 
And  hath  preferr'd  thee,  if  it  be  Preferment, 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  Service,  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  Gentleman. 

Lam.  The  old  Proverb  is  very  well  parted  between  wy 
Matter  iSlykck  tnd  you.  Sir,  you  trafvt  the  <5mce  <rf  Cod, 
iir,  a<td  he  hath  enough. 

Digitized  by  vjOOQLC 


Th  Merchant  &f  Venice;  541 

Bajf.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  welt;  go  Father  mtk  thy  8on* 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  Mafttr*  and  eoqiure 
My  Lodging  out?  girt  him  a  liveny* 
More  guaaded  ch»  hir  Fettowa*  Set  it  dtftt» 

£**».  Faaharin,  L  cannot  get  a.  Sei vice, no;  Ituvene'er* 
Tongue  in  my  Head;  well,,  if  any  Mao  it  i/*^  have  a  filter 
Table  which  doth  offer  to  fwter  ufm  a  Book,  I  &aH  hart 
good  Fortune ;  go  too,  beta's  t  ftmpfe  Lille  of  Life,  bereft  t 
fmall  trifle  of  Whr»  ah*  fifteen  Wipe*  it  notbiaft  eleven 
Widows  and  nine  Maadaii  a  fimjta  coating  in  for  one  Man, 
and  that  id  'tape  j^fcswaite  thine*  and  to  bt  ha  peril  of 
my  Life  with  the  edge  of  a  Feather  Bead*  hart  are  fioplt 
Tcapes :  Well,  if  Fortune  be  a  Worn**,  (he's  a.  good  Wench 
for  this  gere.  Father  ram,  I'll  take  nay  leave  of  the  $rm 
in  the  twinttwg^  [Ex*  Lain,  W  QoU 

Ba£  I  pray  the*  good  Leonmrio^  think  oar  this* 
Thefe  things  being  bought  and  orderly  btfttwed*      • 
Return  in  haftc,  tori  dbfeaft  to  night 
MjtAtft  efteem'd  Accpsaaqtatiee,  hie  thee*  gwe# 

Leon.  My  befe  Bndetvottae  ftraffi  be  done  herein. 

Enter  GrmtyG. 

Gra.  Where's  your  Matter? 

Leon.  Yonder,  Sir*  he  walks, 

Gra.  Signior  Bagitnh. 

Bajf  Gratiano. 

Gra~  I  have  a  Suit  to  yon* 

Baffl  You  haw  obtained  it, 

Gra.  You  muft  not  deny  me,  I  muft  gp  with  you  to 

Baff.  Why  then  yoir  muft:  But  hear  thee,  Qratiano*    * 
Thttu  an  too  wild,  too  rude* .  and  bold  of  Yoice, 
P*rt*  that  become  thee  happily  enough*, 
Awi  in  fuch  Eyes  as  ours  appear  not  Faults; 
But  where  they  are  not  known*  why  there  they  (hew 
Something  too  liberal,  pray  thee  tak*  paw  : 
To  allay  witlrfom*  eoW  wops  of  Modefty 
Thy  skipping  Spirit^  left  through  thyiwiUL  Bthtviour 
I  be  mifconftru'd  in  tht  Place  I  g*>  to» 
And  {pfe  my  Hopes;        t 
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XSrd.  Sigmor  BaJJknh,  hear  me, 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  Habit, 
Talk  with  Refpeft,  and  fwe:r  but  now  and  then, 
Wear  Prayer-bobks  in  my  Pockets,  look  demurely, 
Kay,  more,  while  Grace  is  faying,  hood. mine  Eyes 
Thus  with  my  Hat,  and  figh  and  fay,  Amen  j 
Ufe  all  the  obft  rvance  of  Civility, 
Like  one  well  ftudsed  in  a  fad  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  Grandam,  never  trail  me  more. 

Bajf.  Well,  we  ftull  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra.  Nay,  but  I  bar  to  Night,  you  fh til  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to  Night. 

Bajf.  No,  that  were  pity. 
I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  Suit  of  Mirth,  for  we  have  Friends 
That  purpofe  Merriment :  But  fare  you  well, 
1  have  fbme  Bufinefs. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reft: 
But  we  will  vifit  you  at  Supper-time.  [Extant* 

•    -      Enter  Jeffica  and  Launcelot.  . 

Jefi  I  am  forry  thou  wilt  leave  my  Father  lb, 
Our  Houfc  is  Hdl,  and  thou  a  merry  Devil 
Did'ft  rob  it  of  fome  tafte  of  Tedioufnefs; 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  Ducat  for  thee, 
And  Launcelot  9  foon  at  Supper  fh  alt  thou  fee 
Lorcnx>Qy  who  is  thy  new  MafterYGuefl, 
Give  him  this  Letter,  do  it  fecretly, 
And  fb  farewel:  I  would  not  have  my  Father 
See  me  talk  with  thee. 

Latin.  Adku;  Tears  exhibit  my  Tougue,  moft  beautiful 
Pagan,  moft  fweet  Jew ;  if  a  Chriftian  did  not  play  the 
Knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceived;  But  adieu,  thefe 
fooliih  Drops  do  fomewhat  drown  thy  manly  Spirit: 
Adieu.  [Exit* 

Jef.  Farewel,  good  LaunceUu 
Alack,  what  hainous  Sin  is  it  in  me, 
To  be  aftiam'd  to  be  my  Father's  Child* 
But  though  I  am  a  Daughter  toJtft  Blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  Manners:  O  Lorenzo*, 
If  thou  keep  Promife,  I  ftiali  end  t  is  Strife, 
Become  a  Chriftian,  and  thy  loving  Wife.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Gratiano,  Lorepzn,  Solarino,  WSalanio. 

Lor.  Nay,  we  will  flink  away  in  Supper-time, 
Difguife  lis  at  my  Lodging,  and  return  all  in  an  Hour, 

Gr*.  We  have  not  made  good  Preparation. 

Sal;  We  have  npt  fpoke  as  yet  of  Torch-bearersJ 

SoU.  Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  .ordered* 
And  better  in  my.  mind  not  undertook.  » 

Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  a  Clock,  we  have  two  Hours  ) 
To  furnifh  us.     Friend :  Lancelot,  what's  the  News  ? 
Enter.  Launcelot  with  a  Letter. 

La*n.  And  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this,  it  (hall 
feem  to  fignifie. 

Lor.  I  know  the  Hand,  in  faith 'tis  a  fair  Hand,  . 
And  whiter  than  the  Paper  it  writ  on,  v 
1$,  the  fair  Hand  that  writ, 

*Grd.  Love-news,  in  faith.' 

Laun.  By  your  leave,  Sir#  ■ 

Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  ? 

Latin.  Marry  to  bid  my  old  Mafter  the  Jew  to  Sup  to 
Night  with  tny  new  Mafter  the  Chriftian. 

Lor.  Hold  here,  take  this,  to 11*  gentle  JeJJkd 
I  will  not  fail  her,  f|>eak  it  privately. 
Go,  Gentlemen,   will  you  prepare  you  for  this  Mask  to 

Night? 
I  am  provided  of  a  Torch-bearer.  [Exit  Laun** 

Sal.  Ay  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  ftrait. 

Sold.  Andfo  willl. 
.  .  Lor.  Meet  me  and  Gratiano  at  G rattan's  Lodging 
Some  hour  hence. 

Sal.  'Tis  good  we  do  (o.  [£*& 

Grd.  Was  not  that  Letter  from  fair  JeJJical 

Lor.  I  muft  needs  tell  thee  all;  (he  hath  dire&ed'  ., 
How  I  (hall  take  her  from  her  Father's  Houfe, 
What  Gold  and  Jewels  fhe  is  furnifti'd  with,jj 
What  Pages  Suit  flie  hath  in  readinefs; 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  Father  come  to  Heav'n, 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  Daughter's  fake ; 
And  never  dare  Misfortune  croft  her  Foot,  > 
Unlefs  (he  do  it  under  this  excufe, 
That  (he  is  Iffuc  to  a  faithlefs  Jew. 

yoi..  ir.  G  Come 
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Come  go  wMi  the,  pertfc  this  a*  thbugoeft, 
Fair  7#ai  ftuli  be  toy  Tuitdi-bearen  tAmrt 

tnttr  ShyJodt  W  Ltutfcetofr, 

5Aj.  Well,ttou  ftik  fee,  tky  Eyes  fliffl  fee  thy  Jtrfge; 
The  diffcnrtite  of  old  %foritaftd  **jfl&«* } 
What  J$t*\.  Them  fbalt  tK*  Oorroandiie 
As  thou  haft  done  with  tee—  W\ntjt$ck\ 
Ahdfteep,  and  fnfore,  and  tend  Appard  Out. 
WhyJ-$ex,\hy. 

Lat$n.  Whyjtffical 

%.Wfeo  bid»tbeetj&l!Iflia  WtbMtheecaB. 

£<**».  Your  Worfliip  was  wont  to  tell  mt 
I  could  do  fto&itig  wWiout  bidding. 
Enter  Jeffica. 

Jef.  Call  you?  What  is  your  will  t 

Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  Supper,  Jejftca^ 
There  are  my  Keys :  But  wherefore  fhtrold  I|ol 
I  am  not  bid  for  Love;  they  flitter  tne , • 
Btityetl'llfcoinliate,  fcofefcd  ujxin 
The  prodigal  Chriftian.    Jtfikoy  toy  GhV 
Look  to  my  Woufc,  I  m  fight  loth  to  go, 
There  is  foroe  ill  a  brewiftg^owardsiwy  Reft, 
Fori  did  dream  of  Mony-Bags  Wft  Night, 

Laun.  I  befeech  you  Sir  go,  my  youqg  Mailer 
Doth  etfpcdt  your  reproach*  ' 

Shy.  So  do  I  hfe. 

Lau*t.  And  they  have  confpired  together,  1  wftlirotfy 
you  fhaB  fee  a  Ma*,***  flf  ydu  'do,  tfcen  ic  wa*  tidt  for  to- 
tting that  my  Nofe  fell  a  bleeding  orf  Bfatk  Mutfday  W, 
*t4i*;a  Clock  iW  Morning,  falling  out  that  Year  on  JWh- 
Wednefday  was  four  Year  in  the  afternoon. 

Shy.  What aretheir  Klasktf  Hear  yoii  tntyJe]Jic*> 
Lock  up  my  <Doors,  and  When  you  near  the  Drum 
And  the  vile  fquealflng  of  the  wry-neck^l  Fife,  / 

Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  Cafements  then, 
Northruft  your  Mead  intotfbe'publrck  Street 
To  gaze  on  Chriftiaft  Fools  •wiA  ^varoilh^  -Faces; 
But  flop  my  Houfc^s  Bhs,  I  ttitan  tny  Cafemems, 
Let  not  the  found  of  (hallow  Foppwy  tnter 
My  fober  Houfe.    By  Jmfo  Staff  I  fwear. 
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I  have  no  mind  of  Feaftmg  farlfe  to  Night : 
But  I  mil  go*  go  you  before  me*  Sirrah: 
Siy  I  will  come. 

£**«.  I  will  90  before*  Sir, 
Mifbefs,  look  oat  at  a  Window  for  aU  this ; 
There  will  com*  •  CKriftian  by, 
Will  be  worth  a  Jtm%  Eye.  [Exit  Laun.' 

Shy.  What  fays  that  Fool  o£lbgAr9*Q&.(prir\gt  ha. 

^r/:  His  Words  were  Farewel  Miftrefc,  nothing  dfe. 

fife/.  The  Patch  fa  kind  enough*  but  a  huge  Feeler  : 
Snail-flow  in  profit,  but  fleeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  Cat;  Dromca  bra  not  with  me, 
Therefore  I  part  with  him,  and  part  with  him 
To  one  that  I  wouM  have  him  he*p  to  wafte 
Unborrowed  Purfe.    Well,  JrficM,  go  in, 
Perhaptjf  wiB  return  immediately  * 
Do  as  I  bid  you,  fliut  Doors  after  you*  feft  bind*  f aft  find, 
A  Proverb  never  ftate  in  thrifty  Mind*  [Exit. 

Jrfl  Farewel;  and  if  my  Fortune  be  not  croft, 
I  have  a  Father,  you  a  Daughter  toft.  [Exit. 

Enttr  Gratiano  *nd  Salanio  m  M*fipur+A*i 

Qrs.  This  is  tne  Penkhoufe  under  which  Lorenzo  defiled 
us  to  make  a  ft  and. 

SaL  Miattourfcalmoftfaft. 

Gr*.  And  at  is  marvel  he  otat*dwrib  his  how, 
For  Lovers  ever  run  before  the  fifodk.  C 

SW/.  O  ten  times  fatter  Vcnm  Pigeons  fly 
To  fteal  Loves  Bonds  up w  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  Faith  ttflforfciced. 

(?r*.  That  ever  holds.  Who  rifeth  from  a  Feaft 
W  ith  that  keen  Appetite  that  he  fits  down  * 
Where  is  the  Morfe  that  dorh  untread  apain 
Histedious  Meaiurts  with  the  unbated  Bite 
That,  he  did  pace  theip  fit  ft  ?   All  things  that  aie, 
Are  with  more  Spirit  thafed  thaa  tnjoy'd. 
How  like  a  Younker<or  a  Prodigal 
Xhe  skarfed  Bark  pots  from  her  native  Say, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpet  Wind} 
How  like  a  Prodigal  fte  dodi  tetuvn 
With  over-wither'J  Ribs  and  ragged  Saifc, 
JLein*  rent  and  beggat'd  by  the  ftrumpet  Wind}/ 
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Enter  Lorenzo, 

Sal.  Here  comes  Lorenzo,  more  of  this  hereafter.  - 

Lor.  Sweet  Friends,  your  Patience  for  my  long  abode,  . 
Not  I,  but  my  Affairs  have  made  you  wait} 
When  you  (hall  pleafe  to  play  the  Thieves  tor  Wives, 
I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then;  approach; 
Here  dwells  my  Father  Jew    Hoa,  who's  within? 
Jeffica  above  in  Boy's  Cloaths.  . 

Jef.  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more  certainty,  ! 
Albeit  1*11  fwear  that  I  do  know  your  Tongue. . 

Lor.  Lorenz*o%  and  thy  Love.  . 

Jef.  Lorenzo  certain,  and  my  Love  indeed, 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  f  And  now  who  knows 
But  you,  Lorenz.0)  whether  I  am  yours/ 

Lor*  Heav'n  and  thy  Thoughts  are  Witnefs  that  thou  ait. 

Jef.  Here,  catch  this  Casket,  it  is  worth  thy  pains. . 
T  am  glad  'tis  Night,  you  do  not  look  on  me, 
For  I  am  much  afham'd  of  my  exchange  j 
But  Love  is  blind,  and  Lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  Follies  that  themfelves  commit; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blulh. 
To  fire,  roe  thus  transformed  to  a  Boy. . 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  mud  be  my  Torch-bearer* 

Jef.  What,  muft  I  hold -a  Candle  to  my  Shame?.  . 
Th  y  in  themfelves  goodfooth  are  too  too  light*        *    , 
Why,  'tis  an  Office  of  difcovery,  Love, 
Ad  I  (hould  be  obfc  r'd, 

Lor.  So  you  are,  Sweer, 
Even  in  the  lovely  Garni(h  of  a  Boy;  but  come  at  oncel 
For  the  dofe  Night  doth  play  the  Run-away, 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Btfantfs  Fca(h 

Jef.  I  will  make  faft  the  Doors,  and  gild  my  felf 
With  fome  more  D-Jcats,  and  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Gra.  Now  by  my  Hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew. 

Lor.  Bcftirew  me  but  I  love  her  heartily. 
For  (he  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her, 
And  fair  (he  is,  if  that  mine  Eyes  be  true, 
And  true  (he  is,  a*  (he  hath  prov'd  her  fflf; 
And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wifr,  fair,  and  true, 
Shall  (lie  be  placed  in  my  conftant  Soul* 

•'    •  EnMr 
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Enter  Jeffica. 
What,  art  tliou  come  ?  on  Guulemen,  away, 
Our  masking  Mates  by  ths  rime  for  us  flay.  [Exit. 

Enter  Anthbnio. 

Anth.  W  ho's  there  ? 

Gra.  Signior  Am homo. 

Anth.  Fie,  fi<,  Grariano,  where  arc  all  the  reft  f 
•Tis  nine  a  CI  >ck,  our  Friends  all  ftay  for  you, 
No  Mask  to  Night,  tho  Wind  is  come  about, 
Baffanio  pr.fently  w.11  yo  aboard, 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you, 

Gra.  I  am  glad  on't,  I  defire  no  more  Delight 
Than  to  be  under  Sail,  and  gone  to  Night.  [Exeunt 

SCENE    III.     Belmont. 

Enter  Portia  with  Morrochius  and  both  their  Trains. 

Tor.  Go,  drtw,afide  the  Curtain,  and  dilcover  ' 
The  leveral  Caskets  to  this  Noble  Prince. 
Now  make  yoijr  Choice.  [Three  Caskets  are  difcovered. 

Mor.   The  fir  ft  of  Gold,  who  this  Inscription  bears, 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhall  gain  what  many  Men  de/ir^ 
The  fecond  Silver,  which  this  Promife  carries, 
Who  chufeth  mef  fhall  get  at  much  as  he  defer  vei. 
This  third,  dull  Lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt, 
Who  chufeth  me.  muft  give  and  hanard  all  he  hath. 
How  ftiall  I  know  if  1  do  chufe  the  right? 

For.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  Pi&ure,  Prince, 
If  you  chufe  that,,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 

Mcr.  Some  God  direct  my  Judgment*  let  me  fee, 
I  will  furvey  the  Infcriptions  back  again} 
What  fays  this  Leaden  Casket? 
Who  chufeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath, 
Muft  give  for  what  ?  for  Lead  ? 
This  Casket  threatens..  Men  that  hazard  all* 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  Advantages : 
A  golden  Mind  ft  oops  not  to  (hows  of  Drofs, 
I'll  then  nor  give  nor  hazard  ought  for  Le;d. 
What  fays  the  Silver  with  her  Virgin  hue  i 
Who  chufeth  wf9  fhM  get  as  much, as  he  defervos. 

G  5  A? 
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As  much  as  he  deferves*,  paufe  there,  Morrochiw* 

And  weigh  thy  value  With  an  even  hand. 

If  thou  beeft  rated  by  the  eftimation, 

Thou  doft  deferve  enough,  and  yet  enough 

May  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  Lady  * 

And  yet  to  be  afraid  of  my  deierving, 

Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  my  felfc  r 

As  much  as  I  deferve why  that's  the  Lady* 4      f 

I  do  in  Birth  deferve  her,  and  in  Fortunes,  i 

In  Graces*  and  in  Qualities  of  Breeding: 

But  more  than  thefe,  in  love  X  do  deferve. 

What  if  I  ftfay'd  no  farther,  but  chufe  here? 

Let's  fee  once  more  this  Saying  graved  in  Gold* 

Who  chufeth  nscy  Jhall  gain  what  many  Mendefirt. 

Why  that's  the  Lady,  all  the  World  de fires  het: 

Prom  the  four  Corners  of  tta  Earth  they  come 

To  Kif  this  Shrine,  this  mortal  breathing  Saint* 

The  Hircaaian  Defarts  and  the  vaft  Wilds 

Of  wide  Arabia  are  as  Thorough- Pares  now 

For  Princes  to  coitfe  view  fair  Portia. 

The  Watery  Kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  Head 

Spits  ill  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  1$  no  Bar 

To  ftop  the  foreign  Spirit?,  but  they  come, 

As  o'er  a  Brook,  to  fee  fair  Portia. 

One  of  thefe  three  contain  her  heav'nly  YxOtrnt. 

Is9t  like  that  Lead  contains  her  ?  'Twere  Damnation 

To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought j  it  vere  too  groft 

To  rib  her  Seaicloth  in  the  obfeure  Grave ; 

Or  dial!  I  think  in  Silver  (he's  immur'd, 

Being  ten  times  undervalued  td  try'd  Gold; 

O  finful  thought,  never  fo  rich  a  Jem 

Was  fet  in  worfe  than  Gold?  They  have  in  England 

A  Coin  that  bears  the  Figure  of  an  Angel 

Stampt  in  Gold,  but  that's  infculpt  upon : 

But  here  an  Angle  in  a  Golden  Bed 

Lyes  a!l  within.  Deliver  me  the  Key; 

Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may. 

For.  There  take  it,  Prince,  and  if  my  Form  lye  there, 
Then  I  am  your*.  \Vnlocking  the  Gold  Casket^ 

A£qr.  O  Hell  I  What  have  we  here,  a  carrion  Death, 
Wlthjn  whofe  eippty  Eye  there  is  a  ^rittefr  Scroll: 
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Often  him  ym  hoard  that  toAdt . 
Many  a  Mm  kit  Lift  hathfiU* 
Bmt  mf  Qmfide  to  behtldt  \ 

Gilded  Tmlm  d*  Warn*  infold* 
Had  j«*  ketm  as  Wtf*  as  ttla\ 
Vmng  in  Lmh,  i*  Jitdgmm  oUL 
Tour  Anfwtt  had  not  been  it^toU^ 
Farejou  weU,  jour  Smt,  h  e»kL 

Mor,  Cold  indeed,  and  Labour  loft1, 
Thca  farewcl  Heat,  and  welcome  Fvofts 
Portia  adieu,  I  have  too  griev'd  a  Heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave:  Thus  Lotas  pact*  [Mxifi 

For.  A  gentle  riddance:  Draw  tbe  Curtains,  go; 
Let  aB  of  his  Comptesion  chafe  me  to.  \£xt»»t. 

SCENE     IV.      Hm*. 

Enter  Sofotknamd  Salaniow 

Sal.  Why  Mao,  I  few  Bajfani*  under  faiV 
With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along; 
And  in  their  Ship  I  am  fure  lorento  is  aou  , 

Sola.  The  Villain  Jew  with  Outcries  raised  the  Dole, 
Who  went  with,  him  to  fcarch  S^wVsShip. 

Sal.  He  comes  too  late,  ihe  Ship  was  under  %#i 
But  there  the,  Duke  was  given  to  undetfand 
That  in  a  Gtwitlo  were'  fee*  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  Amorous  Jeflfca: 
Betides,  Anthonio  certify'd  the  Dvfo 
They  were  not  wkh  Bajfwio.  in  his  Ship, 

Sola.  I  never  heard  *  Paffion  fo  coofui'd,  ■    .  > 

So  ftringe,  outrageous,  and  fo  variable, 
As  the  Dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  Streets  \ 
My  Daughter,  O  my  Ducats.  Q  my  Daughter,  \ 
Fled  with  a  Chriftian,  O  my  Chriftian  Ducats! 
Juftice,  the  Law,  my  Ducats,  and  my  Daughter;    ; 
A  fealed  Bag,  two  fealed  Bigs  of  Ducats, 
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Of  double  Ducats,  ftoln  from  |ne  by  my  Daughter. 
And  Jewels,  two  rich  and  precious  Stoftes, 
Stoln  by  my  Daughter,  Jufticet  find  the  Girl, 
She  hath  the  Stones  upon  her,  and  the  Ducats. 

&/.,Why  all  the  Boys  in  '.Venice  follow  him, 
Crying  his  Stones,  his  Daughter,  and  his  Ducats. 

Sol*.  Let  good  Anthonio  look  he  keep  his  Day, 
Or  he  (hall  pay  for  this* 

SaL  Marry  well  .remembred, 
I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday, 
Whbtold  me,  in  the  narrow  Seas  that  part   : 
The  French  and  Englijb*  there  mtfearried 
A  Veffek  of  our  Country  richly  fraught : 
I thought  upon  Anthomo  when  he  told  mer 
And  wtfh*d  jn  fiknee  that  it  were  not  his. 

Sola.  ]5fou  were  beft  to  tell  jinthonie  what  you  hear, 
Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  niay  grieve  him. 

Sal.    A  kinder  Gentleman  treads  not  the  Earth, 
I  faw  Bajfanio  and  jinthonio'  pirij 
Bajfanio  told  him  he  would  make  feme  fpe? d 
Of  his  return  z  H*  anfwered,  do  not  fo, 
Slubber  not  Bufinefs  for  my  fake,  Bajfanio, 
But  ftay  the  very  riping  of  the  time, 
Apd  for  the  Jew's  Bona  which  he  hath  of  me, 
Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  Love, 
Be  merry,  and  emplpy  your  chiefeft  thoughts 
To  Courtftiip,  and"  fuch  fair  oftents  of  Love 
As  (hall  conveniently  become  you  there;  ' 
And  even  there,  his  Eye  being  big  with  Tearsi 
Tuning  his  Face,  he  put  his  Hand  behind  him 
And  with  Affe&ion  wondrous  fenfible 
^e  wrung  Bajfytio's  Hand,  arid  fo  they  par ted* 

Sola.  I  think  he  only  loves  the  World  for  him, 
I  pray  thee  let  us  go  and,  find  him  out, 
And  quicken  his  embraced  Heavinefs 
y/ith  forije  Delight  or  other, 

S4.  Do  we  fc.  *       ■  [Exeunt  9 
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S   C  E  N  E  V.     Belmont. 

Enter  Keriffa  and  a  Servant. 
Ner.  Quick,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  Curtain  ftraight, 
The  Prince  of  Arragon  hath  ta'en  his  Oath, 
And  comes  to  his  EleAion  pirefently. 

Enter  Arragon,  his  Train,  Portia,  FUr.  Comets. 
The  Caskets  are  difcoverd. 

For.  Behold  there  (land  the  Caskets,  noble  Prince, 
If  you  chufe  that  wherein  I  am  contained, 
Straight  (hail  our  Nuptial  Rights  be  fokmniz'd: 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  Speech,  my  Lord, 
You  muft  be  gone  from  hence  immediately* 

Ar.  I  am  enjoin'd  by  Oath  to  obferve  three  things ; 
Firft,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  Casket  'twaslchofe;  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  ^Casket,  never  in  my  Life 
To  woo  a  Maid  in  way  cf  Marriage :  „4 

Laftiy,  if  I  do  fail  in  fortune  of  my  Choice, 
Immediately  to  leave  you,  and  be  gone* 

Per.  To  thefe  Injunftions  every  one  doth  fwear 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthlefs  felf. 
Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addreit  me,  Fortune  now 

To  my  Heart's  Hope;  Gold,  Silver,  and  6afe  Lead* 

Who  chufeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 

You  (hall  look  fairer  ^'er  I  give  or  hazard, 

Whatfays  the  Golden  Cheft,  ha,  let  me  fcc} 

Who  chufeth  me%  (hall gain  what  nianj  Man  defire. 

What  many  Men  defire—  that  Manj%  may  be  meant 

By  the  fool  Multitude  that  chufe  by  Show, 

Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  Eye  doth  teach, 

Which  pryes  not  tath'Interior,;  but  like  the  Martlet 

Builds  in  the  Weather  on  the  outward  Wall, 

Even  in  the  Force  and  Road  of  Cafualty,    . 

I  will  not  chufe  what  many  Men  defire, 

Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  with  common  Spirits, 

And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  Multitudes. 

Why  then  to  thee  thou  filver  Treafure-houfe, 

Tell  me  once  more,  what  Title  thou  doft  bear} 

yVhq  fhufeth  me  Jbafl  get  as  much  at  he  dejirves  ; 
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And  well  faid  too,  fbr  who  (hall  go  about 
To  Cozen  Fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  Stamp  of  Merit /let  none  prefume 
To  wear  an  undeferved  Digouy; 

0  th*  Eftnf k  Degras,  aod  Offices, 

Were  not  deriv'd  ccnuptly*  and  that  cleat  Honour 

.Were  purchaft  by  the  Nfevt  of  the Weartci 

How  many  then  fitould  cpver  that  ftand  bare? 

I^ow  many  be  commanded  that  Comtpandf 

How  much  low  Peafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 

From  the  true  Seed  of  Honour?  And  how  much  Honour 

Pickt  from  the  Chaff  and  Rum. of  the  Time*, 

To  be  new  vamift'd?  Well,  hot  to  my  Choice: 

Who  thufeth  me,  JhaU  get  m  mmh  as  he  defer  vet  .» 

1  will  aflucne  Defer t  ^  give  me  a  Key  for  this. 
And  mftantly  ur>locfc  my  Fortunes  here. 

Per.  Too  long  t  P*ufe  for  that  which  you  find  there, 

[Vidacking  the  fiver  Casket. 

Ar.  What's  here/  die  Portrait  of  a  blinking  Idiot, 
Pre fenting  me  a  Schedule?  I  will  read  it: 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  f 
How  much  unlike  my  Hopes  and  my  deferring? 
Who  chufeth  me  fliall  have  as  much  as  he  deferves: 
Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  Fool's  Head  t 
Is  that  my  Prize?  Are  my  Dcftrts  no  better? 

Per*  To  offend  and  judge  are  diftinA  Offices, 
£nd  of  oppofed  Natures. 

yfr.  What  is  here? 

The  Fire  five*  times  tried  this, 
Seven  timet  tried  that  Judgment  it 
That  did  wetter  ehtefe  amift. 
;  Seme  there  he  that  Shadows  k 'fi9 

Sueh  have  bt#  a  Shadow  d  Btifii 
There  be  Feelt  alive,  I  vrisr 
Silver  d  o'er*  andfo  wen  this* 
Take  what  Wtfe  joteuM  to  bed, 
I  will  ever  be  jour  Head  : 
So  begone  Sir,  jmt  oat* [fed* 

rjir.  Still  more  Fool  I  (hall  appear 
By  the  time  I  linger  here  t  $ 
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Wkboae  FohTs  Haa4  I  can*  X9  woc^ 

But  I  go  away  with  two. 

Sweet  adieu,   I'll  keep  my  Oath* 

Patiently  to  bear  my  Wroth,  [£»& 

*#r.  That  hath  the  Caudle  fineNJ  the  Motht 
O  Aele  deliberate  Fools  /  when  obey  do  chuft, 
They  have  the  VtdAom  by  their  Wk  to  loft. 

j\frr.  Tie  ancient  Saying  is  no  Herefy, 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  Deftiny. 

tor.  Come,  draw  die  Curtain,  Jtferigk 
Enter  a  Servant* 

Serv*  Where  is  my  Lady? 

For.  Vkte,  what  would  my  Lord  I 

Serv.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  Gate 
A  young  VemtUm,  one  that  comes  before ) 
To  fignify  th'  Approaching  of  his  Lord, 
From  whom  he  bnngeth  fenfibie  Regreets> 
To  wit,  befides  Commends  and  courteous  Bre*th^ 
Gifts  oi  rich  Value;  yet  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  Ambaffador  of  Love. 
A  Day  in  j*p*U  never  tame  fo  fweet9 
To  ihow  how  coftiy  Summer  was  at  Hand* 
As  this  Fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  Lord* 

For.  No  more  I  pray  thee 5  I  am  half  afeard 
Thou  wilt  (ay  anon,  he  is  feme  kio  to  thee, 
Thou  fpend'ft  fuch  bigh-dty  Wit  in  praifing  him* 
Come,  come,  Nerift,  for  I  long  to  {ee 
Quick  Gpuf s  Poft,  that  comes  fo  mannerly. 

Mr.  B^fari**  Lord  Love,  if  thy  will  U  be.      \Extmnu 


ACT    IIL     SCENE   Vmw, 

Enter  Salanio  4*d  Solarino, 


SoLU 


NOW,  what  News  on  the  Rj*lto\ 
Sal.  Why  yet  it  lives  there  uncheefct,  that  <d*± 
tho*io  hath  a  Ship  of  rich  Lading  wrackt  on  the  narrow 
Seas ;  the  Goodwins^  I  think,  they  call   the  Place  j  a  very 
fiangerom  Flat,  *nd  fat?I,  wher?  {he  Carsafles  of  many  a  tall 
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Ship  lye  bury'd,  as  they  fry,  if  my'Goffip's  Report  be' an 
honeft  Woman  of  her  Word. 

Sola.  I  would  (he  were  a  lying  a  Goffip  in  that,  as  ever 
knapc  .Ginger,  or  made  her  Neighbours  believe  (he  wept  for 
the  Death  of  a  third  Husband ;  but  it  is  true,  without  any 
Slips  of  Prolixity,  or  eroding  the  plain  High-way  of  Talk, 

that  the  good  Anihonh,  the  honeft  Anthonio O  that  I  had 

a  Title  good  enough  to  keep  his  Name  Compaby  f 
Sal.  Come,  the  full  ftop. 

Sola.  Ha,  what  fay'ft  thou?  Why  the  end  is,  he  hath  loft 
a  Ship. 

Sal.  I  would  it  plight  prove  the  end  of  his  Loffes. 
Sola.  L$t  me  fay  Amen  betimes,  left  the  Devil  crofs  my 
Prayer;  for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Jew.    How 
now  Shjlockj  what  News  among  the  Merchants? 
■     Enter  Shylock. 
Shy.  You  knew,  none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you,  of  my 
Daughter's  Flight. 

Sal.  That's  certain;  I  for  my  Part  knew  the  Tailor  that 
made  the  Wings  (he  flew  withaL 

Sola.  And  Shylock  for  his  own  part  knew  the  Bird  was 
fl-dg'd,  and  then  It  is  the  Complexion  of  them  all  to  leave 
the  Dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damn'd  for  it. 

Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  Devil  may  be  her  Judge* 
Shy.  My  own  Flcfli  and  Blood  to  rebel* 
Sola.  Out  upon  it,  old  Carrion,  Rebels  it  atthefe  Years? 
Shy.  I  fay»  my  Daughter  is  my  Flefti  and  Blood. 
^  Sal.  There  is  more  Difference  between  thy  Flefti  and  hers, 
than  between  Jet  and  Ivory }  more  betwepn  your  Bloods, 
than  there  is  between  red  Wine  and  Renifti  j    But  tell  us, 
do  you  hear  whether  Anthonio  have  had  any  Lofs  at  Sea  or 
no? 

Shy.  There  I  have  another  bad  Match,  a  Bankrupt,  a 
Prodigal,  who  dare  fcarce  (hew  his  Head  on  the  Ryalto,  a 
Beggar!  that  was  us'd  to  come  fo  fmug  upon  the  Mart;  let 
him  look  to  his  Bond  ;  he  was  wont  to  call  me  Ufurer  j  let 
him  look  to  his  Bond;  he  was  wont  to  lend  Mony  for  a 
ChHftian  Courtefie;  let  him  look  to  his  Bond, 

Sal.  Why  I  am  Aire  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not  take  his 
Fleih :  What's  that  good  fori 
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Shy.  To  bait  Fifli  withal.     If  it  will  feed  nothing  elfr, 
it  will  feed  my  Revenge ;  he  hath  difgrac'd  me,  andhindred 
me  half  a  Million,  laught  at  my  Loffes,  rookt  at  my  Gains, 
fcorn'd  my  Nation,  thwarted  my  Bargains,  cool'd  my  Friends, 
heated  mine  Enemies;  and  what's  the  Reafon  ?  I  am  a  Jew  i 
Hath  not  a  Jew  Eyes  ?  hath  not  a  Jew  Hands,    Organs, 
Dimenfions,  Senfes,  Affe&ions,  Paffions?  Fed  with  the  fame 
Food,  hurt  with  the  fame  Weapons,  fubje&tothefameDi- 
feafes,  heal'd  by  rhe  fame  Means,  warm'd  and  cool'd  by  the 
fame  Winter  and  a  Summer  as  a  Ghriftian  is  ?  If  you  prick 
us,  do  we  not  bleed?  if  you  tickle  us,  do  we  not  laugh? 
if  you  poifon  us,  do  we  not  die?  and  if  you  wrong  us, 
fhall  we  not  revenge?  if  we  are  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  will 
referable  you  in  that.    If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Chriftian,    what 
is  his  Humility  /  Revenge.     If  a  Chriftian  wrong  a  Jew, 
what  fhould  his  Sufferance  be  by  a  Chriftian  Example? 
Why  Revenge.      The  Villany  you  teach  me  I  will  exe-* 
cute,  and  it  (hall  go  hard  but  I  will  better  the  Inftrudi- 
on. 

Enttr  4  Servant  from  Anthonio. 
Seir.  Gentlemen,  my  Matter  Aml**i*h.  at  hisHoufe,  and 
defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 
SaU  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  him* 

Enter  Tubal!. 
Sola.  Here  comes  another  of  the  Tribe;  a  third  cannot  be 
match'd,  unlefs  the  Devil  himfelf  turn  Jew. 

[Exeunt  Sahu  and  Solar. 
Shy.  How  now  TnfaU,  what  News  froth  Genoua.  f  Haft 
thou  found  my  Daughter  t 

T*b*  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  cannot 
find  her.  / 

Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there,  a  Diamond  gone  coft 
me  twothoufand  Ducats  in  Frankford;  the  Curie  never  fell 
upon,  our  Nation  'rill  now,  I  never  felt  it  till  now;  two 
thoufand  Ducats  in  that,  and  other  precious,  precious  Jewels. 
I  would  ipy  Daughter  were  dead  at  my  Foot,  andthejewds 
in  her  Ear;  would  ihe  were  heard  at  my  Foot,  and  the 
Ducats  in  her  Coffin  j  No  News  of  them;  why  fo?  and  I 
know  not  how  much  is  fpent  in  the  Search  .*  why  then  Loft 
.upon  Lofs,  the  Thief  gone  with  fomuch,  and  fo  much  to 
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find  die  Thief,  aid  do  Srtisfaftk»o»  no  Reveege,  nor  no 
ill  Lock  ftirring,  fact  whit  lights  a  my  Shoulders,  no  Sighs 
but  a  mjr  bneatfaing,  no  Tears  but  a  any  (bedding. 

T*k  Yes*  other  Men  have  ill  Luck  too;  Anthem*^  aal 
heard  in  Gem*** 

Shy.  Whx.  what,  ill  Lads,  ill  Luck* 

Tmk  Hath  «  Argofie  oft  away,  comiig  from  7r^#- 
Bs. 

Sky.  I  thank  God  I  tb^kGod;  is  it  true?  is  it 
true? 

7mb.  I  fpokt  with  fttfte  of  the  Sailor*  that  efcap'd  the 
Wack. 

^1  thank  thee  good  7*£tftfj  good  N*w%good  News; 
where/  in  Gwmai 

TfA.  Your  Daughter  (pent  ia  tomm,  as  I  heard,  one 
Nigbtfourfcone  Ducats. 

Sin.  Thorn  ftidc'ft  a  Dagger  fames  I  (hall  never  fee  my 
Golaagsio;  fourfeore  Ducats  at  a  Sitting,  /ourfcore  Du- 
cats / 

7*£.  There  came  divers  of  Amhtntft  Creditors  jn  my 
Company  id  Verne**  due  fwear  he  cannot  cfaaife  but 
break* 

£fcjr.  I  am  glad  of  it,  Pil  plague  him,  I'll  torture  him;  I 
am  glad  of  it*  ■ '         / 

Tmk  One  *of  diem  fhew'd  ne  a  Ring  that  Jie  hai  of  yoor 
Daughter  for  a  Monky. 

£ty.  Out  upon  her,  thou  tortureft  me,  T*h*ll\  it  was  my 
Tsrqmifi,  I  had  at  of  £«4b  when  I  *asu  fiatchekrf  I  would 
not  have  given  it  for  a  Wildernefs  of  Honkies, 

Tub.  But  jA/fcow  is  certainly  undone. . 

Shy.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true  i  go,  Tmball,  fee  me  an 
Officer,  befftak  Mm  a  Fortnight  before,  I  wiH  have  the 
Heart  of  htm,  if  he  forfeit;  for  were  he  out  of  Venice,  I 
canmaketwlutMerdiandmel  will:  Go,  T*AaII>  and  meet 
meat  our  Synagogue;  go, good  TuMi,  at  our  Synagogue, 
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SCENE    If.    Mmtmt. 

Enter  Baflanio,  Portia,  Gratnmo>  **d  Att**4*ms. 
Thi  Ctsfas  «re  fit  vmt. 

Par.  I  pray  you  tiny,  pauft  *  Day  <*  two 
Before  you  mtard;  for  in  chtrfifcg  wrong 
I  lofe  your  Company^  therefore  forbear  *  white* 
There's  fomething  tells  me,  bat  it  is  uot  Love, 
I  would  got  tofe  jrou,  and  you  know  yourfctfi 
Hate  counfels  not  in  fiich  a  Quality. 
But  left  you  fliould  not  unifcrfhfndtne  well, 
And  yet  a  Maiden  ha*  no  Tongue  tat  Ttaftgfce, 
I  would  detain  you  here  feme  Month  or  two* 
Before  you  venture  for  me.  I  could  teach  you 
How  to  chufe  right,  but  then  I  am  forfwow; 
So  will  I  never  be*  fo  way  yon  inifs  me$ 
But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wifh  *  Sin, 
That  I  had  tfcen  forffcorn.    BeflirewyenrEye^ 
They  have  o'er-todM  fflfe,  and  drvidtd  me; 
One  half  6f  me  is  yours,  the  cfhtr  half 
Mine  own,  I  would  fay:  But  ft*mme,  ttaniptttt; 
And  fo  all  yours*    O  thrfe  naughty  Times 
Puts  Bars  between  the  Owners  and  their  Righto 
And  fo  tho*  yours,  ncft  yours,  prove  it  To, 
Let  Fortune  go  to  Hell  tor  it,  ntft  1. 
I  fpeak  too  long,  but  *tis  to  poize  the  Time, 
To  echeir,iod  draw  ft  out  in  Length, 
To  ftay  yon  "from  Eiettton. 

%Jg.  Let  we  chufe; 
F6r4*I  am  I  live  upbn«he  JUdc. 

P§r.  Upon  the  Rack,  Bajfanio,  then  confefs 
What  Treafon  is  there  mingled  witto  your  Love. 

B*f.  None  but  that  ugly  Trrtfon  of  Miftruft, 
Which  makes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  my  Love : 
There  may  as  well  be  Amity  and  Life, 
•Tween  Snow  and  Fir*,  as  Treafon  and  my  Lovt. 

Par.  Ay,  but  I  fear  you  fpeak  Hpon  the  Rick, 
Where  Men  enforced  do  fpe&*ny  thing. 

Bajf.  Promife  me  Life,  and  I'll  confefs  the  Truth. 

Par.  Well  then,  confefs  and  live. 
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Bajf.  Confcfs  and  Love, 
Hid  been  the  very  Sum  of  my  Confeffion. 

0  happy  Torment,  when  my  Torturer 
Doth  teach  me  AtfWers  for  Deliverance : 
But  let  me  tp  my  Fortune  and  the  Caskets. 

Por.  Away  then,  I  am  lockt  in  one  of  themj 
If  you  do  love  me,,  you  will  find  me  out. 
Nerijfa,  and  the  reft,  ftand  all  aloof, 
Let  Mufick  found  while  he  doth  make  his  Choice; 
Then  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  Swan-like  end, 
Fading  in  Mufick.    That  the  Companion 
May  ftand  more  proper,  my  Eye  (hall  be  the  Stream 
And  watry  Death-bed  for  him :  He  may  win, 
And  what  is  Mufick  then  f  Then  Mufick  is 
Even  as  the  Flourifli,  when  true  Subje&s  bow 
To  a  new  crowned  Monarch:  Such  it  is, 
As  are  thofe.dulcet  Sounds  in  break  of  Day, 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming  Bridegroom's  Ear, 
And  fumraon  him  to  Marriage.     Now  he  goes 
With  nolefs  Prefence,  but  with  much  more  Love 
Than;  young  Mcides,  when  he  did  redeem 
The  Virgin-tribute,,  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  Sea-monfter :  I  ftand  for  Sacrifice ; 
The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  Wives, 
With  bleared  Vifeges  come  forth  to  view 
The  Ifliic  of  th1  Exploit.    Go  Hercules, 
Live  thou,  I  live,  with  much,  much  more  Difinay 

1  view  the  Fight,  than  thou  that  mak'ft  the  Fray. 

A  Song  whilfi  Batfanio  comments  on  the  Caskets  to  him/elf. 

Tell  me  where  is  Fancy  bred, 

Or  in  the  Heart ,  or  tn  the  Head: 

How  begot)  how  nourijked  f  ~~ 

It  is  engendred  in  the  Eyesf 

With  Gating  fed,  and  Fancy  dies 

In  the  Cradle  where  it  lyes: 

Let  us  all  ring  Fancy  s  Knell, 

I'll  begin  it. 

Ding*  dongt  Bell. 

All.  Di»g,.dongy  BelL 
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ttfl  So  may  the  outward  Shows  be  leaft  themfelyei. 
The  World  is  ftiH  deceiv'd  with  Ornament. 
In  Law  what  Plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt, 
But  being  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  Voice, 
Obfcures  the  Show  of  Evil  ?  In  Religion 
What  damned  Error,  but  fome  fober  Brow 
Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  Text, 
Hiding  the  Groflnef s  with  fair  Ornament  ? 
There  is  no  Vice  fo  fimple,  but  aflumes 
Some  Mark  of  Virtue  on  his  outward  Parts  j 
Hew  many  Cowards,  whofe  Hearts  are  all  as  falfe 
As  Stairs  of  Sand,  wear  yet  upon  their  Chins 
The  Beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Mar$\ 
Whtf inward  fear cht,  have  Livers  white  as  Milk 
And  thefe  aflume  but  Valour's  Excrement, 
To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  Beauty, 
And  you  (hall  fee  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  Weight, 
Which  therein  works  a  Miracle,  in  Nature, 
Making  them  lighted  that  wear  mod  of  it: 
So  are  thofe  crifped  fnaky  golden  Locks 
Which  makesfuch  wanton  Gambols  with  the  Wind 
Upon  fuppofed  Fairnefs,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  Head  5 
The  Scull  that  bred  theiti  in  the  Sepulcher. 
Thus  Ornament  is  but  the  gilded  Shore 
To  a  mod:  dangerous  Sea;  the  beauteous  Scarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  Beauty •,  in  a  Word, 
The  feeming  Truth  which  cunning  Times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  Wifeft.  Therefore,  thou  gaudy  Gold,  \ 

Hard  Food  for  Mid*s9  I  will  none  of  thee, 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  Drudge  | 

'Tween  Man  and  Man  ;  but  thou,  thou  meager  Lead, 
Which  rather  threatneft  than  doft  promife  ought  } 
Thy  Palenefs  moves,  me  more  than  Eloquence, 
And  here  chufe  I,  Joy  be  the  Confequence. 

Per.  How  all  the  other  Paffions  fleet  to  Air, 
As  doubtful  Thoughts,  and  rafh  embrae'd  Defpair,' 
And  ihnddring  Fear,  and  green-ey'd  Jealoufie. 

0  Love  be  moderate,  allay  thy  Extafie; 

In  meafure  rain  thy  Joy,  fcrnt  this  Excefs, 

1  feel  too  much  thy  Bleffing,  make  it  lefs, 

Vol.  II.  H  pr    For 
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Forfearlfarfeit.  I0p**i*g  tifkdMugCtokgt. 

Ba(f.  WhatfindlhcreS 

Fair  Portia's  Counterfeit.    What  Demy-God 

Hath  come  fonear  Creation*  Move  theft  Eyes? 

Or  whether  riding  on  the  Battref  mine 

Seem  they  in  Motion}  Here  are  fever'd  Lips 

Parted  with  Sugar  Breath  i  fo  fweet  a  Bar 

Should  funder  fuch  fweet  Friends :  Here  in  her  Hairs 

The  Painter  plays  the  Spider,  and  hack  woven 
A  golded  Melh  t*  iatrap  the  Hearts  of  Men 
Fafter  than  Gnats  in  Cobwebs:  But  her  Eyes, 
How  could  he  fee  to  do  them?  Having  made  one, 
Methinks  it  fhould  have  Power  to  ileal  both  his, 
And  leave  it  felf  unfinifla'd:  Yet  look  how  far 
The  Subftance  of  my  Praife  doth  wrong  this  Shadow 
In  underprifieg  it;  fo  far  this  Shadow 
Doth  limp  behind  the  Subftance,    Here's  the  Scrawl* 
The  Continent  and  Summary  of  my  Fortune. 

* 

Ton  that  chufi  not  by  tht  Flow* 
Chanu  as  fa%r%  d*dch*fc  as  truei 
Since  this  Fortune  falls  u  you, 
Be  content,  and  feck  no  »*&. 
Ifjou  be  wcllplidftd  with  this. 
And  hold  jour  Fortune  for  your  BUfh 
Turn  you  ivbtrt  yeur  Lady  ts% 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  Kifu 

A  gentle  Scrawl  Fair  Lady,  by  your  Leav^     [&$»g  **• 

I  come  by  Note  to  give,  and  to  receive. 

Like  one  of  ewo  contending  ia  a  Prize, 

That  thiftk*  he  hath  done  well  in  Peoples  Eyes  $ 

Hearing  Applauie  and  universal  Shout, 

Giddy  in  Spirit,  ftili  gazing  in  a  Doubr, 

Whether  thofe  Peals  of  Praife'be  his  or  no ; 

So  thrice  fair  Lady  ftand  I  even  fb, 

As  doubtfal.  whether  what  I  fee  be  true, 

Until  confirmed,  fign'd,  ratify'd  by  you* 

For.  You  fee,  my  Lord  Bajfanh,  where  I  fta&d* 
Such  as  I  am  3  tho*  for  my  felf  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  Wife,  ^ 

To 
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To  wifli  my  felf  much  better ;  yet  for  you, 

I  would  be  trebled  twenty  Times  my  felf, 

A  thovfand  times  more  fair,  ten  thousand  Times 

More  rich,  that  to  ftand  high  in  your  Account* 

I  might  in  Virtues,  Beauties,  Livings,  Friends* 
.  Exceed  Account;  but  the  full  Sum  of  me 

Is  Sum  of  nothing;  which  to  term  in  grofs, 
!    JsanunleffotfdGirl,  unfchooPd,  unpra&is'd* 
I    Happy  in  this,  (he  is  not  yet  fo  old 
I     But  (he  may  learn  ,  happier  then  in  this, 
|     She  is  not  bred  lb  dull  but  (he  can  learn  j 
!.    Happieft  of  all  is,  that  her  gentle  Spirit 

Commits  it  felf  to  yours  to  be  dire&ed, 
\    As  from  her  Lord,  her  Governor,  her  King, 
:     My  felf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 

Is  now  converted.    But  now  I  was  the  Lady 

Of  this  fair  Manfion,  Miftrefs  of  my  Servants, 

Queen  o'er  my  felf,  and  even  now ;  but  now 
|     This  Houfe,  thefe  Servants*  and  this  fame  my  felf 
I     Are  yours  my  Lord,  I  give  them  with  this  Ring* 

Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe,  or  give  away, 

Let  it  prefage  the  Ruin  of  your  Love, 

And  be  my  Vantage  to  exdaim  on  you* 
Bajf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  Words* 

Only  roy  Blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  Veins, 

And  there  is  Tuch  Confufion  in  my  Powers, 

As  after  fome  Oration  faifrly  fpoke 

By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 

Among  the  buzzing  pkaftd  Multitude, 

Where  every  (bntcthing  being  blent  together* 

Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  Joy 

Expreft,  and  not  expreft;  but  when  this  Ring  »    . 

Parts  from  this  Finger,  then  parts  Life  from  hence  \ 

0  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Baf auto's  dead. 
Ner.  My  Lord  andJLady,  it  is  now  our  time* 

That  have,  ftood  by,  and  feen  our  Wifhes  profper* 

To  cry  Good  Joy,  good  Joy,  my  Lord  and  Lady. 

Qra.  My  Lord  Bajfdwo,  and  my  gentle  Lady, 

1  wifli  you  all  the  Joy  that  you  can  wifli ; 
For  I  am  fure  you  can  wifli  none  from  sue  t 
And  when  your  Honours  mean  to  folemoize 
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The  Bargain  of  your  Faiths  1 <Jo  befecch  you 
Even  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  too. 

Bajf.  With  all  my  Heart,  fo  thou  canft  get  a  Wife.; 

Gra.  I  thank  your  Lordfhip*  you  have  got  me  one- 
My  Eyef,  my  Lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours: 
You  faw  the  Miftrefs,  I  beheld  the  Maid  5 
You  lov'd;  I  lov'd  for  Intermiffion. 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  Lord,  than  you:  „ 
Your  Fortuue  flood  upon  the  Caskets  the/e,  ^\ 

And  fo  dtd  mine  too,  as  the  Matter  falls:  n 

For  wooing  Herd,  until  Ifweat  again, 
And  fwearing  'till  my  very  Roof  yras  dry, 
With  Oaths  of  Love,  at  laft,  if  Promife  laft, 
I  got  a  Promife  of  this  fair  one  here, 
To  have  her  Love,  providetl  that  your  Fortune 
Atchiev'd  her  Miftrefs. 

Par.  Is  this  true,  Nerijfai 

Ner.  Madam,  it  is  fo,  fo  you  ftand  pleas'd  withal. 

Baf.  And  do  you,  Gr*ti*no>  mean  good  Faith  i 

Gra.  Yes  Faith  my  Lord. 

Bajf.  Our  Feaft  (hall  be  much  honoured  in  your  Mar- 
riage. 

Gra.  We'll  play  with  them,  the  firft  Boy  for  athoufand 
Ducats. 

Ner.  What,  and  flake  down  ? 

Gra.  No,  we  (hall  ne'er  win  at  that  Sport,  and  flake  down. 
But  who  comes  here?  Lorenzo  and  his  Infidel/ 
What,  and  my  old  Venetian  Friend,  Salamo  i 
Enter  Lorenzo,  Jeffica,  WSalanio. 
-    Baf.  Lorenzo  and  Salamo,  welcome  hither. 
If  that  the  Youth  of  my  new  Intereft  here 
•  Have  Power  to  bid  you  welcome.  By  your  Leave 
I  bid  my  very  Friends  and  Country-men, 
Sweet  Portia,  welcome. 

Por.  So  do  I,  my  Lord ;  they  are  intirely  welcome. 

Lor.  I  thank  your  Honour:  For  my  part,  my  Lord, 
My  Purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here, 
But  meeting  with  Salamo  by  the  way,,. 
He  did  intreat  me  paft  allfaying  nay, 
To  caime  with  him  along. 
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Sal.  I  did  my  Lord, 
And  I  have  reafon  for  it ;  Signior  Anthem*         ' 
Commends  him  to  you. 

Bajf.  E'er  I  ope  this  Letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  Friend  doth. 

Sal.  Not  fick,  my  Lord,  unleft  it  be  in  Mind: 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  Mind:  His  Letter  there 
Will  fliew  you  his  Eftate. 

BafTanio  opens  the  Letter. 
.   Gra.  Nerijfa,'  cheer  yond  Sanger,  bid  her  welcome. 
Your  Hand,  SaUnio^  what**  the  News  from  Venicel 
How  doth  that 'Royal  Merchant,  good  Anthoniol 
I  know  he  .will  be  glad  of  our  Succefs: 
We  ire  the  Jafons,  we  have  won  the  Fleece. 

Sal.  I  would  you  had  won  the  Fleece  that  he  hath  loft. 

Pdr.  There  are  fume  flirewd.  Contents  in  yond  fame  Paper,  - 
^;That  fteals  the  Colour  from  Bafaw*  Cheek: 
.Some  dear  Friend  dead,  elfe  nothing  in  the  World 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  Conftitution 
Of  tny  conftant  Man.  What,  worfe  and  worft ! 
With  Leave,  Bafartio,  I  am  half  your  felf, 
And  rnuft  freely  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
That  this  fame  Paper  brings  you. 

Bajf.  O  fweet  Portiai 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unplearanfft  Words 
That  ever  Wotted  Paper.     Gentle  Lady,  •  \ 

When  I  did  firft  ipipart  my  Love  to  you, 
I  freely  told  you,  all  ?he  Wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  Veins.     I  was  a  Gentleman, 
And  then  I  told  you  true ;  and  yet  dear  Lady, 
Hating  my  felf  at  nothing,  you  ihall  fee 
How  much  I  was  a  Braggart,  when  I  told  you 
My  State  was  nothing,  I  ftiould  then  have  told  yQU? 
That  I  was  worfe  than  nothing*    For  indeed 
I  have  engaged  my  felf  to  a  dear  Friend  ,- 
Engaged  my  Friend  to  his  meer  Enemy, 
To  feed  my  Mpans.    Here  is  a  Letter,  Lady  ^ 
The  Paper  as  the  Body  of  my^riend, 
And  every  Word  in  it  a  gaping  Wound, 
Iffuing  Life-blood.  ,  But  is  it  true,  Sa\*me\ 
Hjve  all  his  Ventures  fiil'd  /  What,  not  one  hit  I 
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From  Tripoli*,  from  Mtxico,  from  England, 

From  Liihon\  Barbarjy  and /»**>  .     .   '■' 

And  not  one  Veffel  'fcape  the  dreadful  Touch 

Of  Merchant-marring  Rocks? 

Sal.  Not  one,  my  Lord: 
Befides,  it  mould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  Mony  to  d ifcharge  the  Jew, 
He  would  not  take  it.    Never  did  I  know  i 

A  Creature  that  did  bear  the  Shape  of  Man,  { 

So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  Man.  j 

We  plies  the  Duke  at  Morning  and  at  Night,  j 

And  doth  impeach  the  Freedom  of  the  State, 

If  they  deny  hiro  Juftice.   Twenty  Merchants, 

The  Duke  himfelf,  and  the  Magnificoes 

Of  greateft  Port  have  all  permaded  with  him, 

But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  Plea 

Of  Forfeiture,  of  J  uftice,  and  his  Bond.  . 

Jef.  Wkn  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  hun  fwear,      > 

To  Tttball  and  to  Ckus,  hrs  Country-men, 

That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonio's  Flefti, 

Than  twenty  times  the  Value  of  the  Sum 

That  he  did  owe  him;  and  I  know,  my  Lord, 

If  Law,  Authority,  and  Power  deny  not, 

It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio. 
Tor.  Is  it  your  dear  Friend  that  is  thus  in  Trouble? 
Bafi  The  dearelt  Friend  to  me,  the  kfndeft  Man, 

The  beft  condition'd,  and  unweary'd  Spirit 

In  doing  Courtefies;  and  one  in  whom 

The  ancient  Roman  Honour  more  appears 

Than  any  that  draws  Breath  in  Italy. 

'    for.  What  Sum  owes  he  the  Jewt 
Baf.  For  me  three  thoufand  Ducats. 
For.  Whar,  no  more?  ,.,,_. 

Pay  him  fix  thouftnd,  and  deface  the  Bond; 

Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that, 

Before  a  Friend  of  this  Defcription 

Shall  lofe  a  Hair  through  my  Bajfanios  Fault. 

Firft  go  with  me  to  Church,  and  call  me  wife, 

And  then  away  to  r#ticeto  your  Friend: 

For  never  (ball  you  lye  by  Portia's  Side 

With  an  unquiet  Soul.    You  (hall  have  Gold 
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To  pay  the  petty  Debt  twenty  times  over. 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  Friend  along*; 
My  Maid  Neriffa%  and  my  felf  mean  time* 
Will  live  as  Maids  and  Widows:  Come  away, 
For  you  (hail  hence  upon  my  Wedding-day. 
Bid  your  Friends  welcome,  (how  a  merry  Cheer; 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. 
But  let  me  hear  the  Letter  of  your  Friendl 

Baf.  reads.  OWeet  Baffaoio,  my  Shift  havAall  mifcarryd^my 
i3  Creditors  grow  cruel,  my  Efiate  is  .  very  low* 
mi  Bond  to  the  Jew  is  forfeit ;  and  fine e,  in  paying  it,  it  isimpof- 
JwU  I  Jhould  live,  all  Debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  /, 
if  I  might  fee  joss  at  my  Death;  notwitbfianding  ufe  pur 
Pleafure  :  If  jour  Love  do  not  perfuade  you  to  come>  let  not 
my  Lester. 

P*r.  O  Love!  difpatch  all  Bufinefs,  and  be  gone, 
Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  Leave  to  go  away, 

I  will  make  hafte  \  but  'till  I  come  again, 

N**  Bed  (hall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  Sray, 

Nor  Reft  be  InterpoTer  'twixt  ,us  two.  \JS.xeuntm 

:    S  C  E  N  E     IIL     Venice. 

Enter  Shylock,  Solarino,  Anthonio,  and  the  Goaler. 

Shy.  Goaler,  look  to  him:  Tell  me  not  of  Merfcy. 
This  is  the  Fool  that  lends  out  Mony  Gratis. 
Goaler,  look  to  him, 

Ant.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shjloek* 

Shy.  1*11  have  my  Bond;  (peak  not  againft  my  Bond: 
I  have  fworn  an  Oath  that  I  will  have  my  Bond. 
Thou  cairft  me  Dog  before  thou  hadft  a  Caufc ;     .  ^ 
But  (ince  I  am  a  Dog*  beware  my  Fangs : 
The  Duke  (hall  grant  me  Juftice,  I  do  wonder, 
Thou  naughty  Goaler.  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  Abroad  with  him  at  his  Requefh 

Ant.  I  pray  thlehear  me  fpeak.  \ 

Shy.  Til  have  my  Bond:  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak 
Ml  have  my  Bond;  and  therefore  freak  no  more. 
Til  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dutl-ey'd  Fool, 
To  (hake  the  Head,  relent,  and  figh  and  yield 
To  Chriftian  Int#ceffor*  Follow  not;      o^by  Google  , 
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111  have  no  fpeaking;  I  will  have  ray  Bond.  [£**>  Shy  lock. 

Sola.  It  is  the  moft  impenetrable  Cur 
That  ever  kept  with  Men. 

Ant.  Let  him  alone, 
I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  Prayers: 
He  fecks  my  Lift}  his  Reafon  well  I  know; 
I  oft  delivered  from  his  Forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  Moan  to  me* 
.  [Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sola.  I  am  fure  the  Duke  will  never  grant  this  Forfeitir* 
to  hold. 

Ant.  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  Courfe  of  Law; 
For  the  Commodity  that  Strangers  have 
With  us  in  Venice*  if  it  be  deny'd, 
Will  much  impeach  the  Juftice  of  the  State, 
Since  that  the  Trade  and  Profit  of  the  City 
Confifteth  of  all  Nations.  Therefore  go, 
Thefe  Griefs  and  Lodes  have  fo  bated  me. 
That  I  (hill  hardly  fpare  a  Pound  of  Flefli 
To  Morrow  to  my  bloody  Creditor, 
Well,  Goaler,  on;  pray  God  Bafanio  cojne 
tTo  fee  me  pay  his  Debt,  and  then  I  care  not.        [Exetnt. 

S  G  E  N  E    IV.     Belmont. 

Enter  Portia,  Nerifla,  Lorenzo,  Jeffica,  and  a  Servo**   ef 

Porria* 

Lor.  Madam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  Prefence, 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  Conceit 
Of  God-like  Amity,  which  appears  moft  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  Abfence  of  your  Lord  : 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  {hew  this  Honour, 
How  true  a  Gentleman  you  fend  Relief  to, 
How  dear  a  Lover  of  my  Lord,  your  Husband, 
I  know  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  Work, 
Than  cuftomary  Bounty  can  enforce  you. 

Por.  I  never  did  repent  for  doing  good, 
Nor  (hall  not  now ;  for  in  Companions 
That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  Time  together, 
Whofe  Souls  do  bear  an  equal  Yoke  of  Love, 
There  muft  be  needs  a  like  Proportion 
Of  Lineammrf,  of  Manners,  and  of  Spirit;  Which 
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Which  makes  me  think  that  this  Amhomo^ 

Being  the  Bofom-lovcr  of  my  Lord, 

Muft  needs  be  like  my  Lord.  If  it  be  fo> 

How  little  is  the  Coft  I  have  beftowcd 

In  purchafing  the  Semblance  of  my  Soul 

From  out  the  ftate  of  hellifli  Cruelty. 

This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  my  felfj 

Therefore  no  more  it :  Here  are  other  things. 

Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  Hands, 

The  Husbandry  and  Manage  of  my  Houfe, 

Until  my  Lord's  return.  For  mine  own  parr, 

I  have  toward  Heav'n  breath'd  a  fecret  Vow» 

To  live  in  Piayer  and  Contemplation, 

Only  attended  by  Neriffk  here, 

Until  her  Husband  and  my  Lord's  return. 

There  is  a  Mo^aftery  two  Miles  off, 

And  there  we  will  abide.  I  do  defire  you 

Not  to  deny  this  Impofition. 

The  which  my  Love  and  fpme  Neceflity 

Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  Heart. 

I  fliatl  ofiey  you  h  all  fair  Commands* 

Tori  My  People  do  already  know  my  mind, 

And  will  acknowledge  you  and  J^JJica 
In  place  of  Lord  Bajfa'nio  and  my  (elf. 

So  fire  you  well  'till  we  (hall  meet  again. 
Lor.  Fair  Thoughts  and  happy  Hours  attend  on  you. 
Jef.  I  wifli  your  Ladyfliip  all  Heart's  Content. 
For.  I  thank  you  for  your  Wifli,  and  am  well  pleas'd 
To  wifli  it  back  on  you :  Fare  you  well,  JefficA.  [Ex.  Jef.  &  Lojr 
Now,  Baltha^ary  as  I  have  ever  found  thee  hontft,  true, 
So  let  me  find  thee  ftill:  Take  this  fame  Letter, 
And  ufe  thou  all  the  Endeavour  of  a  Man, 
J n  fpeed  to  Manuta  \  fee  thou  render  this 
Intty  my  Coufin's  Hand,  Do&or  BelUrio, 
And  look  what  Notes  and  Garments  be  doth  give  thee, 
Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imagin'd  ff  eed 
Unto  the  TrajedJ,  to  the  common  Ferry 
Which  trades  to  fence :  Wafle  no  time  in  Words, 
Put  get  thee  gone ;  I  (hall  be  there  before  thee* 
'v  PaL  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed.         [£#*>. 

Par. 
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Por.  Come  on*  Ncrifa,  I  have  Work  in  hand 
That  you  yet  know  not  of:  We'll  fee  our  Husbands 
Before  they  think  of  utf 
Ncr.  Shall  they  fee  us? 

For.  They  (hall,  Nerifa;  but  in  fuch  a  Habit, 
That  they  (hill  think  we  are  accomplished 
With  that  we  lack.  M  hold  thee  any  Wager, 
When  we  are  both  Accoutred  like  Young  Men, 
l'tt  prove  the  prettier  Fellow  of  the  two, 
And  weir  my  Dagger  with  the  braver  Grace, 
Arid  fpeak  between  the  Change  of  Man  and  Boy, 
With  a  reed  Voice :,  and  turn  two  mincing  Steps* 
*  Into  a  manly  Stride,  and  fpeak  of  Frays, 
Like  a  fine  bragging  Youth;  and  tell  quaint  Lies, 
How  honourable  Ladies  fought  my  Love, 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  died. 
I  could  not  do  withal :  Then  Ml  repent, 
And  wilh  for  all  thar,  that  I  had  not  killed  them.         . 
And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  Lies  1*11  tell.  : 

Then  Men  dull  fwear  I  have  difcontinued  School 
Above  a  Twelve-month.  I  have  within  myMind 
A  thoufand  raw  Tricks  of  thefe  bragging  Jack*, 
Which  I  will  pra&Me. 
,  Ner*  Why,  fliall  we  turn  ta  Men  ? 

Por.  Fie,  what  a  queftion's  thar, 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  Interpreter? 
But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  Device 
When  I  am  in  my  Coach,  which  ftays  for  us 
At  the  Park  Gate  ;  and  therefore  hafte  away, 
For  we  muft  meafure  Twenty  Miles  to  Day.         [Exeuntl 
Enter  Launcelot  and  Jeflica. 
Lam.  Yes,  truly :  For,  look  you,  (he  Sins  of  the  Father 
are  to  be  laid  upon  the  Children  ^  therefore,  I  promife  you, 
\  fear  you.   I  was  always  plain  with  you;  and  fo  now  I 
fpeak  my  Agitation  of  the  Matter:  Therefore  be  of  good 
cheer*,  for  truly  I  think  you  are  Damn'd:  There  is  but  one 
hope  in  it  that  can  do  you  any  good,  and  that  is  but  a  kind 
of  Baflard-hope  neither, 
.  -     Jef.  And  what  hope  is  thaf,  I  pray  thee? 

Lam.  Marry  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  Father  got 
you  not,  that  you  aie  not  the  Jew's  Daughter. 
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Jef  Th»t  were  a  kind  of  Baftard-hope  indeed ;  fo  the  - 
Sips  of  my  Mother  fhould  be  vifited  upon  ine. 

Linn.  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  damn'd  both  by  Father 

and  Mother;  Thus  when  you  fhun  Sylla,  your  Father,  you  fall 

intQ  CbdriUiSy  your  Methir;  We&  you  ire  gone  both  ways, 

Jef.  I  (hall  be  faved  by  my  Husbadd;  he  hadi  made  me 

aChriftian. 

Laun.  Truly  the  more  to  blame  he}  we  were  Chriftiatrc 
enough  before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live  one  by  ano- 
ther: This  making  of  Chriftians  will  raifethc  Price  of  Hogs; 
if  we  grow  all  to  be  Pork-eaters,  we  (hall  not  (hortly  have  a 
Rather  on  the  Coals  for  Mony. 

Ent$r  Lorenzo,  - 

Jef.  I'll  tell  my  Husband,  Lancelot,  what  you  fay; 
Mere  he  comes* 

Lor.  I  (hall  grow  Jealous  of  you  (hortly,  Lancelot  ^  if 
you  thus  get  my  Wife  into  Corners; 

Jef  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us*  Lorenzo  j  Launcelot  and 
I  are  out}  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  i%  no  Mercy  forme  in 
Heav*n,  becaufe  I  am  a  Jew's  Daughter:  And  he  fays, 
you  are  no  good  Member  of  the  Commonwealth ;  for  in 
converting  Jews  to  Chriftiam,  you  raife  the.  Price  of  Pork. 
Lor.  1  (hall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  Commonwealth  than 
you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  Negro's  Belly :  The  Moor  is 
with  Child  by  you,  Launcelot. 

Laun.  It  is  much  that  the  Moor  fhould  be  more  tha;  Rea- 
fon:  But  if  (he  bekfs  than  an  honed  Woman,  (he  is  indeed 
more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  Fool  can  play  upon  the  Wordi  I  think 
the  bed  Grace  of  Wit  willihortly  turn  into  Silence,  and  Dit 
cpurfe  grow  commendable  in  none  only  but  Parrats*  Go  in, 
Sirrah,  bid  them  prepare  for  Dinner. 

Lann.  That  is  done,  Sir;  they  have  all  Stomachs. 
Lor.  Goodly  Lord,  what  a  Wit-fnapper  are  you  !  Then 
bid  them  prepare  Dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done  too,  Sir;  only  Cover  is  the  word* 
Lor.  Will  you  cover  then,  Sir? 
Laun.  Notfo,  Sir,  neither;  I  know  my  Duty. 
Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  withoccafion !  wilt  thou  fliew 
the  whole  Wealth  of  thy  Wit  in  an  inftant  /  I  pr$y  thee  un- 
derftandaplain  Man  in  his  plain  Meaning:  Go  to  thy  Fellow, 
bid  them  cover  the  Table,  ferve  in  the  Meat,  and  we  will 
wme  in  to  Dinner  dby^008Jk**», 


5  7 ■  *  TAe  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Lain:  For  the  Table,  Sir,  it  (hall  be  ferved  in  j  for  the 
Meat,  Sir,  it  (hall  be  covered }  for  your  coining  in  to  Din- 
ner, Sir,  why  let  it  be  as  Humours  and  Conceits  fli  all  govern. 

[£*/>Laun,       j 

L*r.  O  dear  Discretion,  how  h^s  Words  are  fuitedt 
The  Fool  hath  planted  in  his  Memory 

An  Army  of  good  Words ;  and  I  do  know  j 

A  many  Fools  that  ftand  in  better  place,  1 

Garnifh'd  lil$e  him,  that  for  a  trickfie  Word  .  j 

Defie  the  Matter:  How  cheer 'ft  thou,  Jeffica* 
And  now,  good  Sweet,  fay  thy  Opinion, 
Howdoft  thou  like  the  Lord  Btffaniis  Wife? 

Jef  Paft  all  expreffing :  It  is  very  meet 
The  Lord  Bajfanio  live  an  upright  Life. . 
For  having  fuch  a  Bleffing  in  his  Lady, 
He  finds  the  Joys  of  Heav'n  here  on  Earth : 
And  if  on  Earth  he  do  not  mean  it,  it 
Is  reafon  he  fliould  never  come  to  Heav'n. 
Why,  if  two  gods  fliould  play  fome  heav'nly  Match 
And  on  tbe  Wager  lay  two  earthly  Women, 
And  Portia  one,  thete  muft  be  fomething  elfe 
Pawn'd  with  the  other ;  for  the  poor  rude  World 
Hath  not  her  Fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  Husband 
Haft  thou  of  me,  as  (he  is  for  a  Wife. 

Jef  Nay,  but  ask  my  Opinion  too  of  that. 

Lor.  I  will  anon ;  pirft  let  us  go  to  Dinner. 

Jef  Nay,  let  me  prate  you  while  I  have  a  Stomach. 

Lor.  No,  pray  thee^  let  it  ferve  for  Table  talk; 
Then  howfome  er  thou  fpeak'ft,  'mongft  other  thing?, 
I  (hall  digeft  it. 

Jef  Well,  I'll  fet  you  forth.  \Exeunu 

ACT    IV,     SCENE    Venice.     -. 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  Senators,  Anthonio,  Baflanis,  ah4 
Gratiano. 

P*kf>\]LTR  A  T»  i$  <A»thonio  here? 

VV      jinu  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Bu^e.  I  am  forry  for  thee,  thou  art  come  to  anfwer     • 

A 
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A  ftony  Adverfary,  an  inhuman  Wretch* 
Uncapable  of  Pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  Mericy. 

Ant.  I  have  heard 
Your  Grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualifie 
Mis  rigorous  Courfe;  but  fince  he  ftands  obdurate, 
And  that  no  lawful  Means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  Envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  Patience  to  his  Fury,  and  am  arm'd 
To  fuffer  with  a  quietnefs  of  Spirit 
The  very  Tyranny  and  Rige  of  bis. 

Duke.  Go  one  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  Court. 

Sal.  He  is  ready  at  the  Door:  He  comes,  my  Lord. 
Enter  Shylock. 

D*k*>  Make  room,  and  let  him  (land  before  our  Face. 
Sbjlocky  the  World  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too, 
That  thou  but  lead'ft  this  Fafliion  of  thy  Malice 
To  the  laft  Hour  of  ad,  and  then  'tis  thought 
Thou'lt  (hew  thy  Merey  and  Remorfe  more  ftrange 
Than  is  thy  ftrange  apparent  Cruelty, 
Which  is  a  Pound  of  this  poor  Merchant's  Flelh. 
Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  Forfeiture, 
But  touch'd  with  human  Gentlenefs  and  Love, 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  Principal, 
Glancing  an  Eye  of  Pity  on  his  Lofles 
That  have  of  late  fo  hudled  on  his  back, 
Enough  to  prefs  a  Royal  Merchant  down, 
And  pluck  Commiferation  of  his  State 
From  brafTy  Bofoms,  and  rough  Hearts  of  Flint, 
From  ftubborn  Tmrks  and  Tartars,  never  train'd 
To  Offices  of  tender  Courtefie. 
We  all  expeft  a  gentle  Anfwer,  Jew. 

Shy.  I  have  poflefs'd  your  Grace  of  what  I  purpofe, 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn 
To  have  the  Due  and  Forfeit  of  my  Bond. 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  Danger  light 
Upon  your  Charter,  and  your  City's  Freedom. 
You'll  ask  me  why  I  rather  chufe  to  have 
A  weight  of  Carrion  Fleih,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  Ducats  t  I'll  not  anfwer  that. 
But  fay  it  is  my  Humour,  is  it  anfwercd? 
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^hat  if  my  Houfe  be  troubled  with  a  Rat, 

And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thottfand  Ducats 

To  have  it  brain'd/  What,  are  you  aftfwer'd  yet  ? 

Some  Men  there  are  love  not  a  gaping  Pig, 

Some  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  Cat* 

And  others*  when  the  Bag-pipe  lings  t'  th'  Nofc, 

Cannot  contain  their  Urine  lor  affe&ion. 

JMafterlefs  Paffion  fways  it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes  or  loaths.    Now  for  your  Anfwer*  J 

As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  tphe  rendred 

Why  he  cannot"  abide  a  gaping  Pig, 

Why  he  a  harmlefs  necefia^  Cat* 

Why  he  a  woollen  Bagpipe,  but  offeree 

Muft  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  Shame, 

As  to  offend  himfeif*  being  offended; 

So  can  I  give  no  Reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 

More  than  a  lodg'd  hate,  and  a  certain  loathing 

I  bear  Anthonio,  that  I  follow  thus 

A  lofingSuit  againft  him*    Are  you  aftfwered? 

Baf.  This  is  no  Anfwer,  thou  unfeeling  Man, 
To  excufe  the  current  of  thy  Cruelty. 
Shy.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  Anfwer, 
Baf.  Do  all  Men  kill  the  thing  they  do  not  love? 
Shy.  Hates  any  Man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill? 
Baf.  Every  Offence  is  not  a  Hate  at  firft. 
Shy.  What,  would'ft  thou  have  a  Serpent  fling    thee 

twice?  * 

Anu  I  pray  you  think  you  queftion  with  a  Jew. 
,¥ou  may  as  well  go  ftand  upon  the  Beach* 
And  bid  the  main  Flood  hate  his  ufual  height, 
Or  even  as  well  ufe  Queftion  with  the  Wolf, 
The  Ewe  bleat  for  the  Lamb:  When  you  behold* 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  Mountain  Pines 
To  wag  their  high  Tops,  and  to  make  no  noife 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufts  of  Heav'n. 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moft  hard, 
As  feek  to  foften  that*  than  which  what  harder. 
His  Jewijb  Heart.     Therefore  I  do  befeech  you 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  means, 
But  with  all  brief  ami  plain "convetwency 
Let  me  have  Judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  Will. 
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Baff.  For  thy  three  thoufand  Ducats  here  is  Six. 
Shy.  If  every  Ducat  in  Six  thoufand  Ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts,  and  every  part  a  Ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  Bond. 

Duke.  How  (halt  thou  hope  for  Mercy,  rtndring  nonef 

Shy.  What  Judgment  (hall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong? 
You  have  among  you  many  *  purchased  Slave* 
Which,  like  your  Afles,  and  your  Dogs  and  Mules, 
You  ufe  in  abjeft  and  in  flaviJh  part, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them.    Shall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free,  Marry  them  to  your  Heirs? 
Why  fweat  they  under  Burthens  ?  Let  their  Beds 
Be  made  as  (oft  as  yours,  and  let  their  Pallats 
Be  feafon*d  with  fuch  Viands :  You  will  anfwer, 
The  Slaves  are  ours.    So  do  I  anfwer  you. 
The  Pound  of  Flefli  which  I  demand  of  him, 
Is  dearly  bought,  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  Law, 
There  is  no  force  in  the  Decrees  of  Venice: 
I  fiand  for  Judgment;  anfwer  *  (hall  I  have  it? 

Duly.  Upon  my  Power  I  may  difmifs  this  Court, 
XJnlefs  Bellarhy  a  Learned  Doftor, 
Whom  I'have  fent  for  to  determine  this, 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  here  ftays  without 
A  Meffenger  with  Letters  from  the  Doftor* 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  Letters,  call  the  Meffenger*. 

Baffl  Good  cheer,  Anthomo\  What  Man,  Courage  yet  i 
The  Jew  fliall  have  my  Flefh,  Blood,  B^ones.and  all, 
E'er  thou  (halt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  Blood. 

Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  Weather  of  the  Flock, 
Meeteft  for  Death:  The  weakeft  kind  of  Fruit 
Dtops  carlieft  t#  the  Ground,  fo  let  me, 
You  cannot  better  be  employ'd,  Batfamo, 
Thaa  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  Epitaph.' 

Euur  Neriffa  drefs'd  like  a  Lawjtr's  CUr\.  t 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua^  from  Cellar  ie\ 

Ncr.  From  bith, 
My  Lord,  Cellaria  greets  your  Grace. 

Btffl  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  Knife  fb  earneflly  { 
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Shy.  To  cut  the  Forfeiture  from  that  Bankrupt  there. 

Gra.  Not  on  thy  foa1,  but  on  thy  Soul,  harfh  Jew% 
Thou  mak'ftthy  Knife  keen;  but  no  Metal  can, 
No,  not  the  Hangman's  Ax,  bear  half  the  keennefs 
Of  thy  fturp  Enuy.     Can  no  Prayers  pierce  thee? 

Sty.  No,  none  that  thou  baft  wit  enough  to  make. 

Gra.  O  be  thou  Damn'd,  inexorable  Dog, 
And  for  thy  Life  let  Juftice  be  acsus'd. 
Thou  almoft  m'ak'ft  me  waver  in  my  Faith, 
To  hold  Opinion  with  Pjthagoras9 
That  Souls  of  Animals  infufe  themfelves 
Into  the  Trunks  of  Men.    Thy  currifli  Spirit 
Govern'd  a  Wolf,  who  hang'd  for  human  Slaughter, 
Even  from  the  Gallows  did  his  fell  Soul  fleer, 
And  whil'fl  thou  layeft  in  thy  unhallowed  Dam, 
Infus*d  it  felf  in  thee :  for  thy  Defires 
Are  Wolfiih,  Bloody,  Starved,  and  Ravenous. 

Shy.  Till  thou  canft  rail  the  Seal  from  off  my  Bond, 
Thou  but  offend'ft  thy  Lungs  to  fpeak  fo  loud. 
Repair  thy  Wit,  good  Youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  endfers  Ruin.    I  ftand  here  for  Law. 

Duke.  This  Letter  from  Bcllario  doth  commend 
A  Young  and  Learned  Do&or  in  our  Courc. 
Where  is  he? 

Net.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by 
To  know  your  Anfwer,  whether  you'll  admit  him? 

Duke.  With  all  my  Heart.    Some  three  or  Four  of  you 
Go  give  him  courteous  Conduft  to  this  place, 
Mean  time  the  Court  (hall  hear  Bcllario's  Letter. 

YOVR  Grace  /ball  understand)  that  at  the  receit  of  jour 
Letter  I  am  very  Sick/  But  at  the  In  ft  ant  that  jour  Mef* 
finger  came%  in  loving  Vtfitation  was  with  me  <a  joung  Do- 
Sor  of  Rome,  his  Name  is  Balchafar  .*  /  acquainted  him 
with  the  Cafe  in  Controverfie,  between  the  Jew  and  Anthonio 
the  Merchant*  We  turnd  o'er  manj  Books  together:  He  is 
furnifhed  with  mj  Opinion,  which,  bettered  with  his  own  Learn* 
tug,  the  greatnefs  whereof  I  cannot  enough  commend,  comes 
with  him  at  my  importunity  f  to  fill  up  your  Grace's  Requeft  im 
myftead.  I  befeech  jou,  let  his/  lack,  of  Tears  be  no.  impedi- 
ment to  let  him  lack^  a  reverend  Fftimation:    For  I  never 
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knew  fo  young  a  Body  with  fo  old  a  Head.  I  leave  him  to 
jour  gracious  Acceptance,  whoje  trial  Jball  better  publifh  hit 
Commendation. 

Enter  Portia,  l)refs9d  like  a  Dottor  of  Laws. 

Duke.  You  hear  the  Learn'd  Bellario  what  he  writes, 
And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  Doftor  come.* 
Give  me  your  band*    Came  you  from  old  Bellarioi 

Por.  I  did,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  You  are  welcome:  Take  your  Place. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  the  Difference, 
That  holds  this  prefent  Queftion  in  the  Court? 

Por.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  Cafe* 
Which  is  the  Merchant  here,  and  which  the  Jew? 

Duke.  Anthonio  and  old  Shylock,  both  (land  forth. 

Potm  Is  your  Name  Shjlock} 

Shy.  Sbjlock.  is  my  Name; 

Por.  Of  a  ftrange  Nature  is  the  Suit  you  follow, 
Yet  in  fuch  Rule,,  that  the  Venetian  Law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. 
You  fland  within  his  banger,  do  you  not?    [To  Anthonio, 

Am.  Ay,  fo  he  faysr 

Por.  Do  you  confefs  the  Bond? 

Ant.  I  do.  v  i 

Por.  Then  muft  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Shy.  On  what  Coropulfion  muft  I  ?  teH  me  that. 

Por.  The  Quality  of  Mercy  is  not  ftrain'd  i 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  Rain  from  Heav'n 
Upon  the  place  beneath.    It  is  twice  blefs'd, 
It  hlefleth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 
*Tis  Mightieft  in  the  Mightieft,  it  becomes 
The  rhroned  Monarch  better  than  his  Crown: 
His  Scepter  fliews  the  force  of  temporal  Power, 
The  Attribute  to  Awe  and  Majefty,  i 

Wherein  doth  fit  the  Dread  and  Fear  of  Kings; 
But  Mercy  is  above  this  fceptred  Sway, 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  Hearts  of  kii?gs, 
It  is  an  Attribute  to  God  himfelf; 
,And  earthly  Power  doth  then  (hew  likeft  God's, 
When  Mercy  feafons  Tuflice.    Therefore,  Jew, 
Tho*  Juftice  be  thy  Plea,  confider  thtsr  *" 
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That  in  the  courfe  of  Jiiftice  none  trff  ut 
Should  Tec  Salvation.    W*  <!•  |«ray  for  Mttty, 
And  that  fame  Prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  Deeds  <rf  Mercy*    I  have  Jpok*  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  Juftice  ol  Ay  Plea ; 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  ftria  €<*rrfe*f  VniH 
Muft  need*  give  Sentence  \\itfo  **  Merchmt  thertw 

%.  My  t)eeds  upon  my  Hetd.    I  craved  Law, 
The  Penalty  and  Forfeit  of  my  Bond. 

Por.  Is  he  not  able  t6  cMcharge  the  Mofty  ? 

S^  Yes^  here  I  tewfer  it  for  him  in  tfic  CMtt, 
Yea,  twice  the  Sota;.  if  that  Wtftiiotfaftte, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  tfcn  time)  efct, 
On  forfeft  of  my  Hands,  tny  Head,  fay  Heart. 
If  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  itmft  appear 
That  Malice  bears  down  Truth.    An*  I  feefceth  yoo 
Wreft  once  the  Law  to  your  Autfrtttiry* 
To  do  a  great  Ri^ht,  do  a  fiftfle  W*ong, 
And  curb  this  crirei  Dtvft  t>f  his  win. 

Por.  It  muft  not  be,  there  h  to  Powtr  in  PMto . 
Can  altera  iDecree  eftattiflred. 
•Twill  be  recorded  for  a  Prefident^ 
And  many  an  Error  by  the  font  Exfftpfc  - 
Will  ruth  into  the  State.  It  cannot  be. 

Shy.  A  D**Ul  ctmre  to  jTrdjgmttft>  y*M  Dmieh 
O  wife  young  Jurfgr,  how  do  I  honour  thee/ 

Por.  I  pray  you  let  me  look  upon  the  Bond* 

Shy.  Here  'tis,  moft  Reveraid  Do&oi*,  h*re  it  fe. 

?*r.  Shylockj  there^s  thrice  thy  Mony  offered  thee* 

%.  An  Oath,  an  Oath,  I  have  an  Otth  m  Heartu 
Shall  I  ky  Perjury  upon  my  Soul  / 
No*  not  for  Finite. 

Por.  Why,  this  ftond  is  forfeit, 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jwttoj  claim 
A  Pound  of  Ffefh,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neareft  the  Merchant's  Heart.    Be  merciful, 
Take  thrice  thy  Mbny,  bid  me  tear  the  Bcmd. 

5567.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  Tenmfc; 
It  doth  appeaf  you  are  a  Worthy  Judge; 
You  know  the  Law,  your  Exposition 
Hath  been  paoft  found.  I  charge  you  by  the  Law* 
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Whereof  you  are  a  wdl-defef  ving  Pillar, 
Proceed  to.  Judgment.    By  nay  Soul  t  fwear, 
There  is  no  Power  in  the  Tongue  of  Man 
To  alter  me.'  I  ftay  here  on  my  Bond. 

jlin.  Moft  haaruly  I  do  befeech  the  Court 
tTo  give  the  Judgment. 

Par.  W^y  then  thus  it  is: 
You  muft  fftepar*  your  Bofom  for  his  Knife. 

Shy.  O  noble  Judge  I  O  excellent  young  Mm  1 

Par.  For  the  intent  and  purpofc  of  the  Law 
Hath  foil  relation  to  the  Penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  Bond. 

Sbp*T\\  very  troe.    O  wife  and  upright  Judge; 
HoW  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  Looks  1 

Per.  Therefore  lay  bare  thy  Bofom. 

Shj.  Ay  his  Bread* 
So  fays  the  Bond*  doth  it  not,  noble  Judge  ? 
Ntarcft  his  Heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

Par.  Itisfo.  Are  there  Ballances  here  to  weigh  theFlefli? 

Sbj.  I  have  them  ready. 

Par.  Have  by  fome  Surgeon,  SkjUck*  on  your  Charge 
To  flop  bis  Wounds,  left  he  (hould  bleed  to  Death, 

Sty  It  is  not  nominated  in  the  Bend. 

Pit.  It  is  not  fo  exprefs'd;  but  what  of  that? 
JTwere  good  you  do  fo  much  for  Charity. 
*  Sky.  I  cannot  find  it,  'tis  not  in  the  Bond. 

Par.  Come,  Merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  ? 

Ant.  But  little «  I  tra  arm'd  and  well  prepared. 
Give  me  your  Hand,  M*ff*ma9  fare  you  well. 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  falTn  to  this  for  you) 
For  herein  Fortune  fljews  her  felf  more  kind 
Than  is  her  Cuftom,    It  is  (till  her  ufe 
To  let  the  Wretched  Man  out-lire  his  Wealth; 
To  view  with  hollow  Eye  aqd  wrinkled  Brow 
An  Age  tf  Poverty.    From  which  lingring  Penance 
Of  fuch  a  Idifery,  doth  (he  cut  me  off. 
Commend  me  to  your  Honourable  Wife; 
Tell  her  the  Procefs  of  AntUonio%%  end; 
Siy  how  I  lov'd  you ;  fpeak  me  fair  in  Death ) 
And  when  the  Tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge,  j 
Whether  ttjfmia  had  nq$  onw  a  Love. 
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Repent  not  you  that  you  ftuli  lofe  your  Friend,  >vj 

Apd  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  Debt  * 
For  if  the  Jtw  do  cut  but  detp  enough, 
I'll  pay  it  inftantly  with  all  my  Heart.  * 

Bajfl  Anthomo%  I  am  married  to  a  Wife,  ; 

Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  Life  it  felf; 
But  Life  it  felf,  my  Wife,  and  all  the  World, 
Are  not  with  me  cfteem'd  above  thy  Life.      ": 
t  would  lofe  all,  Vd  facrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  Devil,  to  deliver  you.  ' 

For.  Your  Wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that, 
If  (he  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  Offer. 

Gni.  I  have  a  Wife  whom  I  proteft  I  love, 
I  would  Ae  were  in  Heav'n,  fo  (he  could  I 

Intreat  fome  Power  to  change  this  currifli  Jew.  \ 

Ner.  *Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back, 
The  Willi  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  Houfe. 

Shy.  Thefe  be  the  Chriftian  Husbands.  I  have  a  Daughter, 
Would  any  of  the  Stock  of  Bmrabas 
Had  been  her  Husband,  rather  than  a  Chriftian.        \Ajidt. 
We  trifle  time,  I  pray  thee  purfue  Sentence. 

For.  A  Pound  of  that  fame  Merchant's  Flefli  is  thine, 
The  Court  awards  ir,  and  the  Law  doth  give  it. 

Shy.  Moft  rightful  Judge. 

Per.  And  you  muft  cut  this  Flefli  from  off  hi$  Breaft, 
The  Law  allows  it,  and  the  Court  awards  it, 

Shy.  Mcift  learned  Judge,  a  Sentence,  come  prepare. 

Po^  Tarry  a  little,  there  is  lomething  elfe. 
This  Bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  Blood,  . 
The  words  exprefly  are  a  Pound  of  Flelh,  - 
Then  take  thy  Bond,  tike  thou  thy  Pound  of  Flefli }  ~ 
But  in  the  cutting  if,  if  thou  doft  flied 
One  drop  of  Chriftian  Bfood,  thy  Lards  and  Goods 
Are  by  the  Laws  of  Venice  Confifctfe 
Unto  the  State  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  Judge! 
Mifk  Jcw%  O  learned  Judge! ' 

Shy.  Is  that  the  Law? 

PorrThy  felf  (halt  fee  the  Aft: 
For  as  thou  urgeft  Juftice^  be  aflurM 
Thou  (halt  hive  Juftice,  more  than  thou  dtfireft. 
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Gra.  O  learned  Judge,!  Mark^w,  a  learned  Judge! 

Shy.  I  take  this  Offer  then,  pay  the  Bond  thrice, 
And  let  the  Chriftun  go. 

Baf.  Here  is  the  Mony. 

Por.  Soft,  the  Jew  ft  all  have  all  Jufticc,  fbft,  no  hafte, 
He  itvajl  have  nothing  but  jhe  Penalty, 

Gra.  O  Jew  I  an  upright  Judge,  a  learned  Judge. 

Pot.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  Fleih, 
Shed  thou  no  Blood*  nor  cut  thou  left  ncr  more 
But  juft  a  Pound  of  Flefli :  If  thou  tak'ft  more  -] 

Or  lefs  than  *juft  Pound,  be  it  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  Subftance, 
Or  the  Divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  Scruple;  nay,  if  the  Scale  do  turn  -  ri 

But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  Hair, 
Thou  dieft,  and  all  thy  Goods  are  cdnfifcate. 

Gram  A  fecqnd  Daniel,  t  Daniel,  Jew. 
Nov,  Infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  Hip. 

Por.  Why  doth  the  Jew  paufe  ?  Take  thy  Forfeiture. 

Shy.  Give  me  my  Principal*  and  let  roe  go. 

Bajf.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee;  here  it  is. 

Per.  He  hath  refused  it  in  the  open  Court : 
He  (hall  have  roeerly  Juft  ice  arid  his  Bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel  ftill  fay  I,  a  fecond  Daniel. 
I  thank  thee,  Jew*  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

Shy.  Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  Principal? 

Per.  Thou  (halt  have  nothing  but  the  Forfeiture^ 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  Peril,  Jew. 

Shy.  Why  then  the  Devil  give  him  good  of  it: 
111  ftay  no  longer  queftion, 
/     Per.  Tarry,  Jew, 
The  Law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you: 
It  is  enafted  in'  the  Laws  of  Venice^ 
If  it  be  prov'd  againft  an  Alien, 
That  by  direft,  or  indireft  Attempts, 
H?  fcek  the  Life  of  any  Citizen, 
The  Party  'gain ft  the  which  he  doth  contrive, 
Shall  feize  on  half  his  Goods,  the  ether  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  Coffer  of  the  State,  » 

And  the  Offender's  Life  lyes  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainft  all  other  Voice  § 
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In  which  Predicament  I  fay  thou  ftand'ft : 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  Proceeding, 
x    That  indiredly,  and  direflly  too, 
Thpu  h*ft  contriv'd  againft  the  very  t-ife 
Of  the  Defendant;  and  thou  haft  incurred 
The  Danger  fpriperly  by  mt  r^hears'd. 
Down  therefore,  *na  b«g  Mercy  of  the  Duke, 

Gr*.  Beg  that  thou  may'ft  have  leave  to  hang  thy  felfj 
And  yet  thy  Wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  State, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  "value  of  a  Cord, 
.Therefore  thou  graft  ke  hapg'd  at  the  State's  Charge. 

Duke.  That  thou  (halt  ftfthe  difference  of  pur  Spine, 
I  pardon  thee  thy  Life  before  thou  ask  it : 
For  half  thy  Wealth,  it  is  Amhania\\ 
The  other  half  come;  to  the  general  State, 
Which  humblenefs  my  drive  unto  a  Fine* 
Par.  Ay,  for  the  Statf»  not  for  Anthania. 
Sky.  Kayf  take  my  tife  and  all,  pardon  not  tint; 
You  take  my  Houfe  when  you  do  take  the  Prop 
That  doth  fuftain  my  Houfe:  You  take  my  Life 
^When  you  d?  take  the  means  whereby  I  live, 
Par.  What  Mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthanhl 
Gra.  A  Halter  {ftfi^  nothing  elfe,  for  Cod's  fake. 
Ant.  So  pjeafe  my  I,Qrd*  the  Duke,  and  *H  tfceCou*,' 
To  quit  the  Fine  for  op*  half  of  his  Goody, 
I  am  concern,  fb  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  ufe,  to  render  it 
Upon  hi*  Death,  unto  the  Gentleman 
That  lately  ftole  hi?  Daughter* 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  Favour 
He  prefeptly  become  a  Chriftian; 
The  other,  that  he  doth  record -a  Gift 
Here  in  the  Court  of  all  he  dies  poflefsVj 
Unto  his  Son  Loychzj*  and  his  Daughter, 

Duke.  Hefliall  do  this,  or  elf*  I  do  recant 
Th  •  Pa.  don  that  I  kte  pronounced  here. 
Par.  Art  thou  contented*  Jtw\  What  doft  thou  fiy  2 
Shy.  I  am  content. 
Par.  Cleik,  draw  a  Deed  of  Gift. 
Shy.  I  pray  you  give  me  leave  to  go  frcm  hence; 
I  am  not  well;  fend  the  Deod  after  me, 
And  I  will  fign  it.  m^Goog\P9** 
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Dnkf.  (Set  thee  gone,  but  d*  it* 

Gr*  In  Chrift'mng  thou  ih*?t  hav*  two  Godfathers 
Had  I  been  Judge,  thou  (houtfft  have  had  ten  more* 
To  bring  then  to  the  G*Uo>w*  not  la  the  Font.  [£xu  £hy» 

D*w^  Sir*.  I  time*  you  with  me  home  to  Dinner. 

JV,  I  htfimhly  do  dtfir*  yeur  Gia^e  of  Pardon; 
I  muft  away  this  Night  toward  Pwtiuh 
And  it  is  meet  Tprefeotly  ft*  faith* 

JMp>  I  im  ferry  that  your  leifure  fervqs  you  not, 
Anthonioj  gratifie  thia  Gentleman; 
For  in  my  mind  yoo  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[£*i*  D*kf  mi  his  7r#w. 
.  &f£  Moft  worthy  Gentlemtn  t  I  and  my  Friend. 
Have  by  your  Wifdon*  bee*  this  Dt¥  acquitted 
Of  grievous  Penalties*  *•  UfH  whereof 
Three  thoufand  Duetts*  due  unto  the  jfap* 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  Paw  withal. 

-A*.  Abd  ftand  iodelped  over  and  %bw$ 
In  tove  and  Service  to  you  evermore. 

Per.  He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  fttisfitd* 
And  I  delivering  you*  to*  fctiafied, 
And  therein  do  account  my  fclf  well  paid  s 
My  Mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pniy  you  know  me  "when  we  meet  again. 
I  wilh  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  fny  leave, 

Baf.  Dear  Sir,   of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further. 
Take  feme  Remembrance  of  us  as  a  Tribute, 
Not  as  a  Fee;  Grant  me  two  things \  I  pray  yoii 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me* 

Per.  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  wiH  yield. 
Give  me  your  Gloves,  Til  wear  them  for  your  fake, 
And  for  your  Love  Til  take  this  .Ring  from  you. 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand,  I'll  take  no  more. 
And  you  in  love  (hall  not  deny  me  this. 

B*jf.  This  Ring,  good  Sir,  alas  it  is  t  Trifle  j 
I  will  not  flume  my  felf  to  give  you  this. 

P*r.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  only  this, 
And  now  methinks  I  have  a  mind  to  it* 

Baf.  There's  more  depends  on  this  than  on  the  value : 
The  deareft  Ring  in  Vhmu  will  I  give  you*       v 
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And  find  it  out  by  Prodimation; 
Only  for  this  I  pray  you  ptrdon  me. 

Per.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  arc  liberal  in  Offers, 
You  taught  me  tirft  to  beg,  and  now,  roethinks, 
You  teach  me  how  a  Beggar  fhould  be  aofwer'd. 

Baf.  Good  Sir,  this  Ring  was  given  me  by  my  Wife;T 
And  when  ihe  put  it  on,  (he made  me  vow 
That  I  (hould  neither  fell,  nor  give*,  nor  lofc  it. 

Por.  That  *fcufe  ferves  many  Men  to  fave  their  Gifts ; 
And  if  your  Wife  be  not  a  mad  Woman, 
•     And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  this  Ring, 

She  wou'd  not  hold  out  Enmity  for  ever  1 

For  giving  it  to  me.  Well,  Peaie  be  with  you,        [Exit*, 

jimh.  My  Lord  Bajfamo,  let  him  have  the  Ring* 
Let  his  Defervings,  and  my  Loye  withal,  j 

Be  valued  againft  your  Wife's  Commandment. 

kaf.  Go,  Gratiano,  run  and  overtake  hiqi, 
Give  Him  the  Ring,  and  bring  him,  if  thou  canft, 
Unto  jinthouio's  Houfe :  Away,  make  hafte.         [Exit  Gnu 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefentjy, 
And  in  the  Morning  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont ;  come,  Anthonio.  \ExeMU 

Enter  Portia  and  NerifTa, 

Per.  Enquire  the  Jews  Houfe  out,  give  him  this  Deed, 
And  let  him  fign  it ;  we'll  away  to  Night, 
And  be  a  day  before  our  Husbands  home : 
.This  Deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo. 
'     Enter  Gratiano, 

Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  o'erta'en  : 
My  Lord  Bafanio,  upon  more  advice, 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  Ring,  and  doth  intreat 
Yoar  Company  at  Dipner.  *» 

Por.  That  cannot  be. 
His  Ring  do  I  accept  moft  thankfully, 
And  fo  I  pray  you  tell  him :  Furthermore, 
I  pray  you  ftiew  my  Ytoth  olJ  Shjlocl($  Houfe, 

Gra.  That  will  I  do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you, 
Til  fee  if  I  can  get  my  Husband's  Ring 
Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Per- 
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Par*  Thou  may 'ft,  t  warrant.  We  (haft  have  old  (Wearing, 
That  they  did  give  the  Rings  away  to  Men  ; 
But  we'll  out-face  them  and  out-fwear  them  too:     / 
Away,  make  hafte,  thorn  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Net.  Come,  good  Sir,  will  you  (hew  me  to  this  Houfc  ? 
-    •  [Exennt. 


A  C  T    V.     SC  E  N  E     L 
.  >    SCENE     Belmont. 

Eater  Lorenzo  and  Jcffica. 

Lor.  ,Tp  H  E  Moon  (hines  bright.  In  fuch  a  Night  as  this^ 
A    When  the  fweet  Wind  did  genty  kifs  th?  Trees, 
And  they  did  make  no  noife ;  in  fuch  a  Night, 
7raj/*f  methinks  mounted  the  Troy  An  Wall     ■  ■ 
And  (igh'd  his  Soul  toward  the  Grecian  Tents, 
Where  Crejfed  lay  that  Night. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Did  Thisbj  fearfully  o?er-trip  the  Dew, 
And  faw  the  Lion's  Shadow  e'er  himfelf, 
And  ran  difmay'd  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Stood  Dido  with  a  Willow  in  her  Hind 
Upon  the  wide  Sea-banks,  and  waft  her  Love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  Night. 
Mp&ea  gather *d  the  Inchanted  Herbs 
That  did  renew  old  v£fon9 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Did  JeJJica  (leal  from  the  wealthy  Jew, 
And  with  an  unthrift  Love  did  run  from  Venice^ 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jef.  In. fuch  a  Night 
Did  young  Lorenzo  fwearhelov'd  her  well, 
Stealing  her  Soul  with  many  Vows  of  Faitfy 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Did  pretty  Jejfica  (like  a  little  Shrew)  .     *        • 
Slandg r  her  Love,  and  he  forgave  it  her, 
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J*f.  I  would  out-night  you.  did  no  Body  comet 
But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  Mao. 
Enter  Mejfenger. 

Lor.  Who  comts  fo  fcft,  i»  filence  of  tfift  Might? 

J/^  A  Friend. 

X>r.  A  Friend  /  what  Friend?  Your  Name,  I  pray  you, 
Friend  i 

Mef.  Stephano  is  my  Name,  and  f  bring  word 
My  Miftrefs  will  before  the  break  of  Day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  She  doth  ft  ray  about 
By  holy  CroffeSt  where  (he  kneefc  and  prays 
For  happy  Wedlock  Hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her  t 

Mef.  None  but  a  holy  Hermit  and  her  Maid. 
I  pray  you  is  my  Matter  yec  return'd? 

Lor.  Heu  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  him: 
But  go  we  in  J  pray  thee,  Jeflka* 
And  ceremonioufly  let  w  prepara 
Some  Welcome  for  the  Miftrefs  of  the  Houfe. 
Enter  Launeelou 

Lam.  Sola,  fola  j  wa  ha,  ho,  fola,  foil* 

Lor.  Who  calls  f 

Laun.  Sola,  did  you  fee  Mr.  Lore»z*it&  Mc$  hortnx*\ 
Soli,  fola. 

Zor.  Leave  Jiollowing,  Man;  Hw: 

'Laun.  Sob,  where  t  where  / 

Xor.  Here. 

Laun.  Tell  him,  there's  a  Poft  comt  from  my  Matter, 
with  his  Horn  full  of  good  News }  my  Maftcr  will  be  here 
Ver  Morning. 

'     Lor*  Sweet  Love,  let's  in,  and  there  e^peft  their  coming, 
^V.nd  yet  no  matter :  Why  (houid  we  go  in  f 
My  Fiiend  Stophtne,  Ggni6e,  I  pray  you, 
^Within  the  Houfe,  your  Miftrefs  is  at  hand, 
And  bring  your  Mufick  forth  into  the  Air. 

tow  fweet  the  Mfoon-light  fleeps  upon  this  Bank; 
ere  will  we  fir,  and  let  the  founds  of  Mufick 
treep  in  our  Bars;  fofc  Stilnefs,  and  the  Night 
'Become  the  touchts  of  fweet  Harmony, 
Sit,  Jeffics,' look  how  the  Floor  of  Hcav'n 
Is  thick  inlay'd  with  Patterns  of  bright  Gold-, 
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There's  not  the  fmalkft  Orb  which  thou  behoWft, 
But  in  his  Motion  like  to  Angel  fings, 
Still  quiring  to  the  yonng-ey'd  Cherubims; 
Such  Harmony  is  in  immortal  Souls; 
But  whilft  this  muddy  Vefture  of  Decay, 
Doth  grofly  dofe  us  in  it,  we  cannot  hear  it. 
Come  hoe,  and  wake  7>««MWitha~Hymn, 
With  fweeteft  Touches  pierce  your  Miftrefs  Ear. 
And  draw  her  Home  with  Mufick, 

Jtf.  I  am  never  merry  when  I  hear  fweet  Mufick. 
Mnkk. 

Ur.  The  Reafon  is,  your  Spirits  are  attentive; 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  Herd, 
Or  Race  of  youthful  and  unhandjed  Colts, 
Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  bud, 
Which  is  the  hot  Condition  of  their  Blood ? 
If  they  but  heir  perchance  a  Trumpet  found, 
Or  any  Air  of  Mufick  touch  their  Ears, 
You  (hall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  ftandj 
Their  favage  Eyes  turn'd  to  a  models.  Gaae 
By  the  fweet  Power  of  Mufick.  Therefore,  the  Poet 
Did  fain  thtt  Orpheiu  drew  Trees,  Stones,  and  Floods, 
Since  naught  fo  ftockim,  hard,  and  full  of  rage. 
But  Mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  bia  Nature? 
The  Man  that  hath  no  Mufick  in  himfelf, 
Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  Concord  of  fweet  Sound?, 
Is  fit  for  Treafons,  Stratagems,  and  Spoils; 
The  Motions  of  his  Spirit  are  dull  as  Night, 
And  his  Affedions  dark  as  Erilnai 
Let  no  fuch  Man  be  trufted,  Mark  the  Mufick. 
Enm  Portia  *ni  Neriffa. 

Par.  That  Light  we  fee  is  burning  in  my  Hall: 
How  far  that  little  C»«wMe  throws  his  Beams; 
So  mines  a,  good  Deed  in  a  naughty  World.  . 

Net.  When  the  Moon  more  we  did  not  fee  the  Candle,* 

Ptr.  So  doth  the  greater  Glory  dim  the  Ms;  \ 

A  Subttkute  mines  brightly  as  a  King 
Until  a  King  be  by;  and  then  his  State 
Empties  it'felf,  as  doth  an  inland  Brook 
Into  the  Main  of  Waters.  Mufick,  hark!  \Mnfi& 

*  ■  Ner- 
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Ner.  It  is  the  Mufick,  Madam,  of  your  Houfe. 

Por.  Nothing  is  goqd,  I  fee.  withoiit  Repeft: 
Methinks  it  founds  jnucr*  f  weeter  thin  by  Day* 

Nor.  Silence  beftows  the  Virtue  on  it,  Madam. 

Por.  The  Crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  Lark, 
When  neither  is  attended ;  and  I  think 
The  Nightingale,  if  toe  (hould  fing  by  Day, 
When  every  Goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
Nb  better  a  Mufician  than  the  Wren, 
How  many  things  by  Seafon  feafbo'd  are 
To  their  right  Praife  and  true  Perfe&ion  i 
Peace,  how  the  Moon  fleeps  with  Endimio*, 
And  would  not  be  artrak'd ! 

Mufick*  cttfts. 

Lor.  That  is  the  Voice. 
Or  I  am  much  dtceiv'd,  of  Portia. 

Por.  He  knows  me  as  the  blind  Man  knows  the  Cuekow, 
by  the  bad  Voice. 

Lor.  Dear  Lady,  welcome  Horn*. 

Por.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  Husband's  welfare, 
Which  l|>eed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  Words. 
Are  they  returned? 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ; 
But  there  is  come  a  Meffcngir  before, 
To  fignifie  their  coming. 

Por.  Go  in,  Ncrijf*9 
Give  Order  to  my  Servants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence, 
Nor  you  Lorenzo,  Jeffka  nor  you. 

A  Tuck&t  founds. 

Lor.  Your  Husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  a  Trumpet : 
We  are  no  Tell-tales,  Madam,  fear  you  nor. 

Pot.  This  Night  methinks  is  but  the  Daylight  fick; 
It  looks  a  little  paler;  'tis  a  Day,    • 
Such  as  the  Day  is  when  the  Sun  is  hid. 
Jinter  Baflaflio,  Anthonio,  Gratiano,   and  their  Followers ¥ 

Baf*  We  Ihould  hold  Day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  Abfenife  of  the  Sun. 
,  Por.  Let  me  give  Light,  but  let  me  not  be  light} 
Eor  a  light  Wife  doth  make  a  heavy  Husband, 

And 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


.  Tie  Merchant  of  Venice.  5  89 

And  never  be  Bafaniefo  from  me;   ■  ■ 

But  God  fort  all:  You  are  welcome  home,  my  Lord. 

Baf.  I  thank  you,  Madam,  give  welcome  to  my  Friend; 
Thif  is  the  Man,  this  is  Anthtnie, 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

Per.  You  mould  in  all  Senfe  be  much  bound  to  him ; 
For,  as- 1  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 
jSnu  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 
P«r.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  Houfe; 
It  muft  appear  in  others  ways- than  Words; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  Courtefie.  < 

Gr*.  By  yonder  Moon  I  fwear  you  do  me  wrong; 
In  faith  I  gave  it  to  the  Judge's  Clerk:  \Te  NeriOa. 

Would  you  were  gelt  that  had  it  for  my  part, 
Since  you  do  take  it,  Love,  fo  much  at  Heart. 

Per.  A  Quarrel,  hoe,  already;  what's  the  Matter  J 
Gra.  About  4  Hoop  of  Gold,  a  paltry  Ring 
That  (he  did  give  me,  whofe  Poefie  was 
For  all  the  World  like  Cutler's  Poetry 
Upon  a  Knife;  Love  me,  and  lewe  me  net. 

Her.  What  talk  you  of  the  Poefie  or  the  Value  I 
You  fwore  to  me  when  I  did  give  it  you, 
That  you  would  wear  it  'till  the  Hour  of  Death, 
And  that  it  (hould  lye  with  you  in  your  Grave: 
Tbo*  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  Oaths, 
You  mould  have  been  refpedive,  ard  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  Judge's  Clerk  1  but  well  I  know 
The  Clerk  will  ne'er  wear  Hair  on  s  Pace  that  had  it. 
Gra.  He  will,  and  if  he  live  to  be  a  Man . 
Nen  If !  if  a  Woman  live-to  be  a  Man. 
Gr*.  Now  by  this  Hand  I  gave  it  to  a  Youth, 
A  kind  of  Boy,  a  little  fembbed  Boy, 
No  higher  than  thy  felf,  the  Judge's  Clerk, 
A  praring  Boy  that  begg'd  it  as  a  Fee : 
I  could  not  for  my  Heart  deny  it  him. 

Per.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muft  be  plain  with  you, 
To  part  fo  {lightly  with  your  Wife's  firft  Gift, 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  Oa ths  upon  your  Finger, 
And  fo  riveted  with  Faith  unto  your  Flelh. 
I  gave  my  Love  a  Ring,  and  made  him  fwear     .        .  . 

-   1 
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Never  to  part  with  it;  and  here  he  ftandr* 
I  dare  be  fworn  to  tub*  he  would  not  leave  it* 
.  Hor  pluck  it  from  his  Finger  (or  the  Wealth 
That  the  World  matters.    Now  in  Eaitb,  QrdtiM** 
,Tou  give  your  Wife  tdo  unkind  a  Caufe  of  Grief; 
Aod  twere  to  At  I  (hould  be  mad  at  it. 

Bajf.  Why  I  were  beft  to  cut  my  left  Hand  off, 
AndTwear  I  loft  the  Ring  defending  it. 

Gra.  My  Lord  B*jfim*  gave  his  King  away 
Unto  the  Judge  that  begg  d  it,  and  indeed 
Deferv'd  it  too;  and  then  the  Boy,  his  Clerk,. 
That  cook  fome  pains  in  Writing,  be  begg'd  minei 
And  neither  Man  nor  Matter  would  take  ought 
But  the  two  Rings.  j 

Por.  What  Ring  gave  you  my,  my  Lord/ 
Nof  that,  I  hope,  which  you  received  of  roe. 

Baf.  If  I  could  add  a  Lie  unto  a  Fault, 
I  would  deny  it;  but  you  fee  my  Finger 
Hath  not  the  Ring  upon  it*  it  is  gone. 

Por.  And  even  fo  void  is  your  falfe  Heart  of  Truth. 
By  Heaven,  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  Bed 
Until  I  fee  the  Ring. 

Nor.  Nor  I  in  yours,  'tip  I  again  fee  mine. 

Bajf.  Sweet  Portm, 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  Ring, 
If  you  did  know  for  wham  1  gave  the  Ring, 
And  would  conceive  for  what  t  gave  the  Ring, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  Ring, 
When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  she  Ring, 
you  would  abate  the  Strength  of  your  Difpkafare. 

Por.  If  you  had  known  the  Virtue  of  tbe  Ring* 
Or  half  her  Worthineft  that  gav£  the  Ring, 
Or  your  own  Hdftour  to  Contain  the  Ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  Ring. 
What  Man  is  there  fb  much  unreafonable* 
If  you  4iad  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
Witfrany  Terms  of  Zeat»  wanted  the  Motkfty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  Ceremony? 
Ntrijfa  teaches  me  wbtt  to  believe ; 
l'il  die  for'r,  but  fome  Woman  hid  the  Ring* 

Bsf 
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&4/I  No,  by  mine  Honour,  Madam,  by  my  Soul* 
Mo  Woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  Dodttr, 
Which  refufe  three  thoufcnd  Ducats  of  me* 
And  fefgU  the  Riog;  the  which  1  did  deny  him, 
And  lufifer'd  him  to  go  dilpleas'd  away  9 
Even  he  that  bad  held  up  the  very  Life 
Of  my  dear  FriemL  What  0kmi14  I  fry,  fweet  Lady* 
I  was  infore'd  to  fend  it  alter  him* 
I  was  befct  with  Shame  aid  Couicefie \ 
My  Honour  would  not  let  Ingratitude 
So  much  btintar  iu    Pardon  ine,  good  Lady, 
And  by  theft  Uefled  Candies  of  the  Night, 
Had  you  bee»  shear,  I  think  you  would  have  begg'4 
The  Ring  of  me»  to  give  the  worthy  Dodor* 

Far.  Let  not  that  Dodor  e'er  come  near  my  Houfe, 
Since  he  hath  got  the  Jewel  that  I  lov'd, 
And  that  which  you  dad  faetr  to  Imp  for  me  1 
I  w iH  bcooMe  as  liberal  as  you, 
I'll  not  deny  him  toy  thing  I  haw, 
No,  not  my  Body*  nor  my  Hatband's  Bed; 
Know  him  Iv&tli,  I  am  well  fare  of  it. 
Lve  not  a  Night  from  Home;  watch  me  like  Argotz 
Iff  you  do  not,  if  I  be  kft  alone, 
Now  by  mine  Honour*  which  is  yet  mine  own, 
I'll  have  the  Do&or  for  my  Bedfellow. 

Ner.  And  I  his  Clerk;  therefore  he  well  advk'd 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mint  owo  Rrotedion. 

Grs.  Well*  do  you  fo;  let  me  not  take  him  then* 
For  if  I  do,  III  nwr  the  young  Clerk's  Pen.     . 

ji*t.  I  am  th'  unhappy  SubjeA  of  thefe  Quarrels. 

P$r.  Sir,  grieve  not  you, 
You  are  welcome  notwithstanding* 

Baff.  PcrtiMf  forgive  me  this  enforced  Wrong, 
And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  Friends, 
I  fwear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  for  Eyes, 
Wherein  I  fee  my  fell— — 

Ar.  Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  mine  Eyes  he  doubly  fees  hirofelf, 
Io  each  Eye  one  j  fwear  by  your  double  fell, 
And  thcrcT*  an  Oath  of  Credit  J 
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Bajf.  Nay,  but  hear  me: 
Pardon  this  Fault,  and  by  my  Sou!  I  fwear, 
1  never  more  will  break  an  Oath  with  th£e. 

Anu  I  once  did  lend  my  Body  for  thy  Wealth,  [7rBaf£ 
Which  but  for  him  that  had  your  Husband's  Ring  [To  Por. 
Had  quite  mifcarry*d«  I  dare  be  bound  again, 
My  Soul  upon  the  Forfeit,  that  your  Lord 
Will  never  more  break  Fiith  advifediy. 

Por.  Then  you  (hall  be  his  Surety;  give  him  this, 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other* 

Ant.  Here  Lord  Baffanio*  fwear  to  keep  this  Ring/ 

Bajf.  By  Heav'n  it  isrfhe  fame  I  gave  the  Do&or. 

Por.  I  haid  it  of  him:  Pardon  me,  Baffknio; 
For  by  this  Ring  the  Do&or  lay  with  me, 

Ner.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Oration*, 
For  that  fame  fcrubbed  Boy,  the  Do&or's  Clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this,  Jaft  Night  did  lye  with  me. 

Gra.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  High-way* 
In  Summer,  where  the  Ways  are  fair  enough: . 
What,  arfc  w4  Cuckoidse*er  we  have  deferv'd  it? 

Par.  Speak  not  fo  grofly ;  you  afa  all  amaz'd  ; 
Here  is  a  Letter,  read  it  at  your  Leifure  j 
It  comes  from  Padua  from  BelUriox 
There  you  fhall  find  that  Portia  was  the  Dodor, 
Nerijfa  there  her  Cletk.  Lorenzo  here, 
Shall  witnefs  I  fet  forth  as  foon  as  you, 
And  but  even  now  rertirn'd :  I  have  not  yet 
Entred  my  Houfe.  Anthonioy  you  are  welcome, 
And  I  have  better  News  in  ftore  for  you 
Than  you  exped  \  unfeal  this  Letter  foon, 
There  you  (hall  find  three  of  your  Argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  Harbour  fuddenly. 
You  (hall  not  know  by  what  ftrange  Accident 
I  chanced  on  this  Letter. 

Am.  I  am  dumb. 

Bajf.  Were  you  the  D  dor,  and  I  knew  you  not  ? 

Gra.  Were  you  the  Clerk  that  is  to  make  me  Cuckold  i 

Ntr.  Ay,  but  the  Clerk  that-never  means  to  do  it, 
U^hfs  he  live  until  he  be  a  Man.  ""*"* 

Bajf.  Sweet  Do&or,  yoii  (hall  be  my  Bedfellow; 
When  I  am  abfenr,  then  lye  with  my  Wife. 

Anr^ 
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Ant.  Sweet  Lady,  you  have  given  me  Life  and  Living; 
For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  Ships 
Are  fafely  come  to  Rhodes. 

Por.  How  how,  LoronzjoX 
MyXlerk  hath  fome  good  Comforts  too  for  you. 

Ner.  Ay,  and  I'll  give  them  him  without  a  Fee* 
There  do  I  give  to  you  and  Jc{J*ca9 
From  the  rich  Jnv>  a  fpecial  Deed  of  Gift, 
After  his  Death,  of  all  he  dies  poffefs'd  of. 

Lor.  Fair  Ladies,  you  drop  Mann*  in  the  way 
Of  ftarved  People.' 

Tor.  It  is  almoft  Morrting, 
And  yet  I  am  fure  you  are  not  fatisfy'd 
Of  thefe  Events  at  full.     Let  us  go  in, 
And  charge  us  there  on  Interrogatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  itbefo:  the  firft  Interrogatory 
That  my  Ncrijfa  (hall  be  fworn  on,  is, 
Whether  'till  the  next  Night  (he  had  rather  flay, 
Or  go  to  Bed,  now  being  two  Hours  to  Day. 
But  were  the  Day  come,  I  (hould  wi(h  it  dark, 
*Till  I  were  couching  with  the  Do&or's  Clerk. 
Well,  while  I  live,  I'll  fear  no  othfer  thing 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fafe  J^erifa\s  Ring.  [Exeunt 
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UKE  of  .       ' 

^    Frederick,  Brother  totheDuke*  andUfur- 
per  of  his  'Dukedom.     > 
Amiens,  \  Lords  attending  upon  theVuke  in  his 
Jaques,  j      Banijhment. 
Le  Beu,  A  Courtier  attending  on  Frederick. 
Oliver,  Eldeft  Son  to  Sir  Rowland  de iBoys,  who 
had  formerly  been  a  Servant  ofthe-'Duke. 

Jaques,     \Toungeir  Brothers  to  Oliver. 

Orlando,  J 

Adam,  an  old  Servant  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys, 

now  following  the  Fortunes  of  Orlando. 
Dennis,  Servant  to  Oliver.  , 

CMes,  A  Wreftler,  and  Servant  to  the  Ufurpmg 
*  <Duke  Frederick. 

Touchftone,  a  Clown  attending  on  Celia  and  Ro- 
felind. 

William,  *CAw»,  *»  hove  with  Audrey. 
#r  Oliver  Mar-text,  tf  Country  Curate. 
Rofalind,  Daughter  to  the  Duke. 
Celia,  Daughter  to  Frederick. 
Phoebe,  rf  Shepherdefs. 
Audrey,  *  C*«»f  ry  /#*«*. 

J>*  ***** **  '*  '**  tw§  <Dttk">   With  T*&es> 
Forefters,  and  other  Attendants. 

The  SCENE  lyes  firft  near  Olivet's  Houfe, 
and  afterwards  partly  in  the  Vukes  Court, 
and  partly  in  the  Forejl  of  Arden.     'Sle 
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ACT!    SCENE  I. 

S  C  EN  E    an  Orchard. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam* 

OR  LA  N  D  0. 

I  remember,  Adam,  it  was  updn  thisFafhi* 
on  bequeathe  roe  by  Will,  but  .a  poorThou- 
fand  Crowns,  .  and  as  thou  fay'ft,  charged 
my  Brother  on  his  Bleffing  to  breed  me  well; 
and  there  begins  my  Sadnefs :  My  Brother 
JaqHcs  he  keeps  at  School,  and  Report  (peaks 
goldenly  of  his  Profit ;  for  my  part  he  keeps  me  rufiically 
at  home,  or  to  fpcak  more  properly,  flays  me  here  at  home 
unkept;  for  call  you  that  Keeping  for  a  Gentleman  of  my 
Birth,  that  differs  not  from  the  Stalling  of  an  Ox  ?  His 
Horfes  are  bred  better,  for  be  fides  that  they  are  fair  with 
their  Feeding,  they  are  taught  their  Manage,  and  to  that  end 
Riders  dearly  hired;  But  I,  his  Brother,  gain  nothing  un» 
der  him  but  growth,  for  the  which  his  Animals  on  his  Dung- 
hills are  as  much  bound  to  hip)  as  I.  Befidet  this  Nothing 
that  he  fo  plentifully  gives  !?ie,  the  Something  that  Nature 
gave  me,  his  Countenance  fum$  to  take  from  me.  He  Jet's 
me  feed  with  his  Hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  Brother,  and 
«s  much  as  in  him  lyes,  mines  my  Gentility  with  my  Edu* 
cation*  This  is  it,  Adam,  that  grieves  me,  and  the  Spirit 
of  my  Father,  which  I  think  is  within  me,  begins  to  mutiny 
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tgftinft  this  ftrvittide.  I  Wtti  *e  tangef  Wrftirt  it,  tfttt'  JrH 
t  know  no  wife  Retffcdy  taw  id  aVbid  ft. 
£*r*r  Oliver.. 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  Maftlr,  your  Brother* 

OrU*  Qo  apart,  Adam*  and  thou  (halt  hear  how  he  will 
fh^keme  up. 

OU.  Nofr,  Sii*  *hat  Hiake  you  here? 

Otia.  NaAiflfc:  4  tm  tot  taught  to  male  anytirfog* 

Oti.  What  mar  you  then,  Sir  / 

OrU.  Marry,  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that  which 
God  made,  a  poor  unworthy  Brother  of  yours,  with  Idle- 
ness. 

OU.  Marry,  Sir,  be  betrtr  employ*!,  add  be  na*&ht  a 
while. 

OrU.  Shall  I  keep  your  Hags,  snd  eot  Husks  with  theft? 
What  Prodigal  Portion  have  f  fpent,  that  I  (hould  come  to 
fuch  Penury? 

Oti.  Know  y&u  where  you  are,  Sit  ? 

OrU.  O,  Sir,  very  well;  here  in  your  Orchard. 

OU.  Know  you  btfbr*  Wfcoift,  Sirt 

OrU.  Ay,  better  than  him  I  am  before  fatows  ***•  ^ 
know  you  are  my  eldeft  Brother,  and  in  the  £cfffttfc  tDWHli* 
tion  o^  Blood  you  ihoufcl  fo  knovir  me  :  The  Cobftttittit 
Nariofts  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are  the  FirfrBom^ 
but  the  fame  iTradftioh  takes  not  away  my  Blodd,  were&ft* 
twenty  Brothers  betwixt  us ;  I  have  as  much  *df  -my  father 
in  me,  as  you ;  albfeit,  I  confefs  your  coining  before  me  is 
nearer  to  his  Reverence. 

OU.  What  Boy!  ^ 

OrU.  Come,  come,  eider  Brother,  you  are  too  youfig 
in  this. 

Oti.  Wilt' thou  lay  Hands  on  me,  Villain/ 

OrU.  I  am  no  Villain  :  I  am  the  Youngeft  Son  -ef  Sit 
Rowland  de  Bajs\  he  was  my  father  and  he  is  *hri«Sfek 
Villain  that  fays  fuch  a  'Father  begot  Villains*  W^rt  thou  St 
my  Brother,  I  would  not  take  this  Hard  from  thy  Throaty 
'till  this  other  had  pull'd  out  thy  Tongue  forfayiagfo*  thoa 
haft  rail'd  on  rhy  felf. 

Adam.  Sweet  Malfer,  be  patient,  for  yow  father's  R* 
inemSrance,  be  at  Accord.  » 

Oti.  La  me  go,  t  fay. 
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Orla.  Iwilinot'tilUpIeafe:  You  Ail!  hear  me.  MyFj- 
.  ther  cfaarg'd  you  in  his  Will  Co  give  me  good  Education  : 
You  have  trajnM  me  up  hkc  a  Peafant,  obfcuring  and  hiding 
from  rot  aM  ©entleman-Iike  Qualities  ;  the  Spirit  of  my  Fa- 
ther grows  ftrofig  in  me,  and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it : 
,  Therefore  allow  me  fucb  Ejercifes  as  may  become  a  Gentle- 
man, or  give  me  the  poor  Aliottery  fny  Father  left  me  by 
Teftament,  with  that  I  will  go  buy  my  Fortunes. 

OU,  And  what  wilt  thoji  dof  beg  when  that  is  fpent? 
Wefl,  Sir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be  troubled  with 
you:  You  foal!  have  Came  part  of  your  Will,  I  pray  you 
leave  me. 

Oris.  I  will  no  further  offend  you,  than  becomes  me  fo» 
my  good. 
OU.  Get  you  with  him,  /you  old  Dog. 
Adam.  Is  old  Dog  my  Reward?  Mod  true,  I  have  loft 
my  Teeth  in  your  Service:  God  be  with  my  old  Matter,  he 
would  not  have  fpoke  iuch  a  word.    [Exit  Or\.  and  Adam. 
OU.  Is  it  even  Col  Begin  you  to  grow  upon  me?  I  will 
Phy  fick  your  Ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thoufand  Crowns 
neither.  Holla,  Dennis! 

Enter  Dennis. 
Den.  Calls  your  Wbrftiip  ? 

OU  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke's  Wreftler,  here  to  fpeak 
with  me? 

Den.  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and  impor- 
tunes accefs  to  you. 

OM.  £all  him  in  ;  'twill  be  a  good  way  -,  afid  to  morrow 
the  WreftKng  is. 

Enter  Charles. 
Char.  Good  Morrow  to  your  Worfhip. 
OU.  Good  Monfieur  Charles,  what's  the  new  News  at 
ifce  flew  Court? 

Char,  There's  no  News  at  the  Court,  Sir,  but  the  old 
News;  that  is,  the  old  Duke  is  banifli'd  by  his  younger 
Brother  the  rew  Duke,  and  three  or  fourfoviog  Lords  have 
pqt  themfelves  into  a  voluntary  Exile  with  him,  whofe 
Lands  <and  Revenues  tnrich  the  new  Duke,  therefore  he  gives 
tlie*i  gopd  leave  to  wander* 

0/#.  Can  you  tell  if  Rofalind,  the  Duke's  Daughter,  be 
banifr'd  wi.h  her  Father? 
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Cha.  0  no-,  for  the  Duke's  Daughter  her  Coufinfo  Ipves 
her,  being  ever  from  their  Cradles  bred  together,  that  (he 
would  have  followed  their  Exile,  or  have  died  to  flay  be-* 
hind  her;  (he  is  at  the  Courr,  and  no  I  efs  beloved  of  her 
Unkle,  than  bis  own  Daughter,  and  never  two  Ladles  loved 
.as  they  do. 

Oli.  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 
Cha.  They  fay  he  is  already  in  the  Foreft  of  Ardtny  and 
a  many  merry  Men  with  him;  and  there  they  live  like  the 
old  Robin  Hood  of  England?  they  fay  many  young  Gentle- 
men flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fleet  the  time  carelefly  as 
they  did  in  the  golden  World* 

OU.  What,  you  wreflle  tomorrow  before  the  new  Duke? 
Cha.  Marry  do  I,  Sir,  and  I  come  to  acquaint  you  with 
a  matter :  I  am  given,  Sir,  fecretly  to  under  (land,  that  your 
younger  Brother  Orlando  hath  a  dilpofition  to  come  in 
difguis'd  againft  me  tutry  a  Fall;  to  morrow,  Sir,  I  wreAle 
for  my  Credit,  and  he  that  efcapcs  me  without  fome  broken 
Limb,  (hall  acquit  him  well ;  your  Brother  is  but  young 
and  tender,  and  f<?r  your  love  1  would  be  loath  to  foil  him, 
as  I  mud  for  mine  own  Honour  if  he  come  in^  therefore 
out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  with- 
al, that  either  you  might  ftay  him  from  his  intendment,  or 
.  brook  fuch  Difgrace  well  as  he  (hall  run  into,  in  that  it  is  a 

thing^  of  his  own  fcai  ch,  and  altogether  sgainft  my  will. 
.  OIL  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  Love  to  me,  which 
thou  (halt  find  I  will  mod  kindly  requite:  I  had  my  felf 
notice  of  my  Brother's  purpofe  herein,  and  have  by  under- 
hand means  laboured  to  diffuade  him  from  it ;  but  he  is 
refolute.  I  tell  thee,  Charles,  he  is  the  ftubborneft  young 
Fellow  of  France^  full  of  Ambition,  an  envious  Emulator  of 
every  Man's  fgood  Parts,  a  fecret  and  villanous  Contriver 
againft  me  his  natural  Brother;  and  therefore  ufethy  DiP 
cretion,  I  had  as  lief  thou  did  ft  break  his  Neck  as  his  Finger. 
And  thou  wert  beft  look  to't;  for  if  thou  doft  him  any 
{light  Difgrace,  or  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  himfelf  on 
thee,  he  will  pra&ice  againft  ihee  by  Poifon,  to  entrap 
thee  by  fome  treacherous  Device,  and  never  leave  thee 'till 
h'  hath  ta'en  thy  Life  hy  fome  indued  means  or  other:  For 
I  afjure  ther,  and  almoft  with  Tears  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  not 
one  fo  young  and  fo  villanous  this  day  living.    I  fpeak  but 
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brotharly  of  him;  but  ihould  I  Anatomize  him  to  thee,  as 
he  is,  I  muft  blufli  and  weep,  and  thou  muft  look  pale 
and  wonder. 

,  Cba.  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you  .•  If  he  coma 
to  morrow,  I'll  give  him  his  Payment  i  if  ever  he  go  alone 
again,  1*11  never  wreflle  for  Prize  more;  and  fo  God  keep 
your  Worlhip.  [Exit. 

OH.  Farewcl,  good  CbarUs.  Now  will  I  flir  thfe  Game- 
fter.-I  hope  I  (hall  fee  an  end  of  him*  for  my  Soul*  yet  I 
know  not  why,  hates  nothing  more  than  he;  yet  he's  gentle, 
.never  fchool'd,  and  yet  learned,  full  of  roble  Device,  of 
all  forts  enchantiqgly  beloved,  and  indeedfo  much  the  Heart 
of  the  World,  ard  efpecially  of  my  own  People,  who  beft 
,know  him^  that  I  am  altogether  mifprifed;  but  it  £hall  not 
be  fo  long,  this  Wrcftler  fhall  clear  all:  Nothing  remains, 
but  that  I  kindle  the  Boy  thither,  which  now  Til  go  about. 

S   C  E  K  E  II.     The  Dukes  Palace, 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Cel.  I  pray  ther,  Ro/alind9  fwect  my  Coz,  be  merry* 

Rofi  Dear  Celia,  I  (how  more  Mirth  than  I  a|&  Miftrtft 
of,  and  would  you  yet  were  merrier ;  unlefs  you  could  reach 
me  to  forget  a  banifh'd  Father,  you  muft  not  learn  me  how 
to  remember  my  extraordinary  Pleafure. 

CcL  Herein  I  fee  thou  lov'it  me  not  with  the  fuH  weight 
that  I  love  thee;  if  my  Unkle,  thy  banilhed  Father,  had 
ban i flied  thy  Unkle,  the  Duke  my  Father,  fothou  hadft 
been  ftill  with  me,  I  c6u)d  have  taught  my  Love  to  take 
thy  Father  for  mine  ;  fo  would'ft  thou,  if  the  truth  of 
thy  love  to  me  were  fo  righteoufly  temper'd,  as  mine  is  to 
.thee. 

R*f.  Well,  I.  will  forget  the  Condition  of  ,roy  Eftate,  to 
rejoyce  in  yours* 

Cel.  You  know  my  Father  hath  no  Child  but  I,  nor  none 
is  like  to  have,  and  truly  when  he  dies,  thou  (halt  be  his 
.  Heir;  for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from  thy  Father  per- 
force, I.  will  render  thee  again  in  Affedionj  by  mine  Ho* 
nour  I  will,  and  when  I  break  that  Oath,Nkt  me  turn.Mon- 
fter:  Therefore,  my  fwect  Rofc,  my  dear  Ro/i9  bt  merry. 
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Rof  From  hencefore  I  will,  Cot,  and  devife  Sports:  Lit 
me  fee,  what  think  you  of  falling  in  Love! 

CeL  Marry,  I  precbee  do,  to  make  fport  withal;  but 
love  no  Man  in  good  earneft,  nor  no  further  in  Sport  neither, 
than  with  fafetyof  a  pure  Wuih  thou  may 'ft  in  Hooour  come 
off  again. 

Rof  What  ftull  be  the  Sport  then?  , 

CH.  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  Houftwife  Fortune 
from  her  Wheel,  that  her  Gifts  may  henceforth  befaeftowed 
equally. 

Rof  I  would  we  could  do  fo;  for  her  Benefits  are  migh- 
tily fbifplaced,  and  the  bountiful  Mind  Woman  doth  moil 
miftake  in  her  gifts  to  Women, 

CeL  *Tis  true,for  tbofe  that  (he  makes  honeft*  (he  makes 
very  ifl-favouredly* 

Rof  Nay,  now  thou  goeft  from  Fortune's  Office  to  Na- 
tures :  Fortune  reigns  in  Gifts  of  the  World,  not  iq  the 
Lineaments  of  Nature. 

Enter  Clown. 

CeL  No;  when  Nature  hath  made  a  fair  Creature,  may 
Ihe  not  by  Fortune  fall  into  the  Fire?  Tho*  Nature  hath  gi- 
ven us  Wk  to  {hut  at  Fortune,  hath  not  Fortune  fentinthis 
Fool  to  exit  off  this  Argument/ 

Rof  Indeed,  Fortune  is  there  too  hard  for  Nature,  when 
fVwtime  Aafcet  Nature's  Natural,  the  cutter  off  of  Nature's 
Wit. 

CeL  Peradventure  this  is  not  Fortune's  Work  neither,  but 
^Nature'?,  who  perceiving  our  natural  Wits  too  dull  to  reafon 
+f  fudhGoddefles,  hath  fent  this  Natural  for  our  Whet- 
.  ftone:  For  always 'the  Dulnefs  of  the  Fool,  is  the  Whetftone 
cf  the  Wits.    H  jw  now,  whither  wander  you  ? 

Clo.  Mi  ft  reft,  you  muft  come  away  to  your  Father. 

CeL  Were  you  made  the  MeiTengerf  (you. 

Clo.  No  by  mine  Houour,    bat  I  was  bid  to  come  for 

Rof.  Where  learned  you  that  Oath,  Fool? 

CI*.  OF  a  certain  Knight,  that  f-Wone  by  his  Honoiar 
*hey  were  good  Pancake?,  and  fwore  by  his  Honour  the 
♦Muftand  was  naught:  Now  Til  {land  to  it,  die  Pancakes 
-were  nau^bt,  and  the  Mtfftand  was  good,  and  yet  was  110c 
<f  he  Knight  f©rf*rorru 
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Cel.  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  Hetpof  ^ourKoow- 

Itdgtf 

Rifi  Ay  ttiirtpy,  oow  uflmufczfe  your  Wifdom. 

Ch.  Stand  you  both  forth  now ;  ftrofce  your  Chins,  and 
ftrear  by  your  Beards  that  I  am  a  Knave* 

Cel.  By  our  Beards*  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

Cb.  By  my  Knavery,  if  I  hid  it,  then  i  were;  but  if  you 
fwear  by  that  that  is  not,  you  art  not  forfworn ;  no  more 
wit.  this  Knight  fwearkigfcy  his  Honour,  for  he  never  had 
any;  or  if  he  had,  he  had  fworn  it  away,  before  ever  he  law 
dtefe  Pancafa*,  or  that  Muft&rd* 

Cel.  Prethee,  who  is  that  thou  meafi'ft? 

CU.  Om  tbtt  old  Fredrick  your  Fathtr  loves, 

Ref  My  Father^  Love  is  enough  to  honour  him  enough} 
4*tk  no  more  of  him,  you'il  be  whipt  for  Taxation  one 
of  thefe  Day*. 

Oe.  The  morality  that  Foois  may  not  fpeak  wifely,  what 
wife  Men  do  fedKAIy. 

Cel.  By  my  Troth  thou  fay'ft  true-,  forfince  the  little 
Wit  that  Fools  have  was  filenc'd,  the  little  Foolery  that 
wift  Men  have  makes  a  great  Shew :  Here  comes  iMotffitur 
LeBeu.  J 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

Rofi  With  his  Motfth  fall  of  Mcwf. 

CeL  Which  he  ivM  put  «m  us,  «s  «geow  feed  their 
Young. 

Rof.  Then  lhall  we  be  News-cram'd. 

Cel.  AM  ehe  better,  we  Avail  be  the  more  ma&etabte 
fatjtftr  Menfittfrty  Be*,  what  Hews? 

Le  Beu.  Fair  Princefe, 
You  have  loft  Smoch  Sport. 

Gek  Sport;  of  what  Colour*? 

Le  Be*.  What  Colour,  Madam  ?  How  fliall  J  an&Ter 
foa  i 

Rof.  As  Wit  and  Fortune  will. 

Clo.  Or  as  the  Deftinies  debtees* 

Cel.  Well  fai^  that  was  laid  on  with  a  Trowel.  . 

Ck.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  Rank* — 

Ref.  Thou  tofeft  thy  old^Smell. 

Le  Be*.  You  amafe  me,  Ladies :  I  would  have  told  you 
of  good  Wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  Sight  of. 
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.  Refa.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  Wreftling. 

Le  Ben.  I  will  tell  you  the  Beginning,  and  if  it  pleafe 
your  Lady(hipsfyouraay  fee  the  End,  for  the  beft  is  yet  to 
do,  and  here  where  you  are,  they  are  coming  to  perform 
it. 

CeL  Well,  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried. 
Le  Ben.  There  comes  an  old  Man  and  his  three  Sons. 
CeL  I  would  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  Tale. 
Le  Ben.  Three  proper  young  Men  of  excellent  GrUwth 
and  Pretence. 

Rcf.  With  Bills  op  their  Necks :  Be  it  known  unto  al! 
'  Men  by  thefe  Piefents. 

Le  Ben.  The  eldeft  of  the  three  wrcftlcd  with  Chdrles 
the  Duke's  Wreftler,  which  Charles  in  a  Moment  threw 
him,  and  broke  three  of  his  Ribs,  that  there  is  little  Hope 
of  Life  in  him :  So  he  ferv'd  the  fecond,  and  fo  the  third  : 
Yonder  they  lye,  the  poor  old  Man  their  Father,  making 
fuch  pitiful  Dole  over  them,  that  all  the  Beholders  take  his 
Part  with  weeping, 
Rof.  Alas. 

Gk  But  what  is  the  Sport,  Monfieur,  that  the  Ladies  have 
loft? 

Le  Be*.  Why  this  is  that  I  fpeak  of. 
Chm  Thus  Men  grow  wifer  every  Day,  It  is  the  firft 
time  that  ever  I  heard  of  breaking  of  Ribs  was  Sport  for 
Ladies. 

CeL   Or  I,  I  promife  thee. 

Rof  But  is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fee  this  broken  Mu« 
£ck  in  his  Sides  ?  1%  there  yet  another  doats  upon  Rib-break* 
ing?  Shall  we  fee  this  wreftling,  Coufin? 

Le  Ben  You  rauft  if  you  ftay  here,  for  here  is  the  Place 
appointed,  for  wreftling,  and  they  are  ready  to  perform 
it.  ; 

Cel.  Yonde*  fure  they  are  conring:  Let  us  now  ftay  and 
fee  ir. 

Flottrijb.    Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  Orlando,  Charles; 
.'      >    ,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Come  on,  fince  the  Youth  will  not  be  entreated, 
His  own  Peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 
Rof  Is  yonder  the  Man? 
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Lt  Bi*.  Even  he,  Madam. 
CeL  Alas,  he  is  too  young;  yet  he,  looks  fuccefsfully, 
Duke  How  now,  Daughter  and  Couftn ; 
Are  you  crept  hitherto  fee  the  Wreftling? 

Rof.  Ay,  my  Liege,  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. . 
Dnkf.  You  will  take  little  Delight  in  it,  I  can  tell  you, 
there  is  fuchodds  in  the  Man:  In  Pity  of  the  Challenger's 
Youth,  I  would  feign  diflfuade  him,  but  he  .will  not  be  en- 
treated. Speak  to  him,  Ladies,  fee  if  you  can  move  him* 
CeL  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  Lc  Bern. 
Duke.  Do  fo;  111  not  be  by. 

Lc  Ben.  Monfieur  the  Challenger,  the* Princefs  calls  for 
you. 
OrU.  I  attend  her  with*  all  Kefpefl;  and  Duty. 
Rof  Young  Man,  have  you  challeng'd  Charlts  the  Wreft- 
Jer? 

Orla.  No,  fair  Princefs;  he  is  the  General  Challenger,  I 
come  but  as  others  d  >,  to  try  with  him  ihe  Strength  of  my 
Touth. 

CeL  Young  Gentleman,  your  Spirits  are  too  bold  for  your 
Years :  You  have  feen  cruel  Proof  of  this  Man's  Strength.  If 
you  faw  your  felf  with  your  own  Eyes*  or  knew  your  felf  with 
your  Judgment,  the  fear  of  your  Adventure  would  coun- 
sel you  to  a  more  equal  Enterprife«  We  pray  you  for  your 
own  Sake  to  embrace  your  own  Safety,  and  give  over  this 
"Attempt. 

Rof.  Do,  young  Sir,  your  Reputation  (hall  not  therefore 
.  be  mifprifed ;  we  will  make  it  our  Suit  to  the  Duke,    that 
the  Wreftling  might  not  go  forward. 

OrU.  I  befeech  you  punifti  me  not  with  your  hard 
Thoughts,  wherein  I  confefs  me  much  guilty  to  deny  fo 
fair  and  excellent  Ladies  any  thing.  But  let  your  fair  Eyes 
and  gentle  Wiflies  go  with  me  to  my  Trial,  wherein  if  1 
be  foifd,  there  is  but  one  fliam'd  that  was  never  Gracious; 
'  ifkiird,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be  fo:  I  (hall  do 
my  Friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to  lament  me;  the 
the  World  no  Injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothing*,  only  in  the 
World  I  fill  up  a  Place,  which  may  be  better  fuppl/d  when 
I  have  made  it  enjpty. 

Rof.  The  little  Strength  I  have,  I  would  it  were  with 
you. 

CeL  And  mine  to  eek  out  hers. 
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Rof.  Fare  you  well;  pray  Heav'n  I  be  deceived  in  yoju     ! 

CeU  Your  Heart's  Defires  be  with  you. 
Char.  Come,  where  is  this  young  Gallant,  that  is  f<>  d* 
firous  to  lye  with  his  Mother  Earth  ? 

Or  la.  Ready  Sir,  but  his  Will  bath  in  it  a  more  modeft 
working. 

D*ly.  You  (hall  try  hut  one  Fall, 

Char.  No%  I  warrant  your  Grace  you  flull  not  entreat 
him  to  a  feebnd,  that  have  fo  mightily  perfuaded  hina  from 
afirft. 

Orla.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after  i  you  ihoijjd  npt  have 
mockt  before;  but  come  your  ways. 

Rof  Now  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  young  Man. 

CeL  I  would  I  were  invittble,  to  catah  the  ftroog  pel- 
low  by  the  Leg.  [Th]  Wra/tle. 

Rof.  O  excellent  young  Man. 

OL  If  I  hyd  a  Thunderbolt  in  mine  Eye,  I  cm  tell 
who  fhould  doiivn.  [££?*{• 

Dnke.  No  i6oref  no  more.  [Charles  isthr*7im, 

Orla.  Yes;  1  befeech  your  Grace,  I  am  not  yet  veil 
breathed. 

JD*^f.  How  do'ft  thou,  CharUsl 

Le  Beu.  He  cannot  (peak,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Bear  him  away. 
What  is  thy  Name,  young  Man  ? 

Orla.  Orlando,  my  Liege,  the  youngeft  Son  of  Sir  Roy?$ 
land  de  Boys. 

Duke.  1  would  thou  hadft  been  Son  to  fome  Man  elfe; 
The  World  efteem'd  thy  Father  honourable, 
But  r  did  find  himftill  mine  Enemy.- 
Thou  fhouldft  have  better  pleat'd  me  with  this  Deed, 
Hadft  thou  defended  from  another  Houfe. 
But  htt  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  Youth, 
i  would  thou  hadft  told  m%  o(  another  Father. 

[Exit  P*kf. 
Pel.  Were  I  my  Father,  Co?,  would  I  dp  tfeisi 

Orla.  I  aramsre  proud  to  be  Sit  Rowland's  Saty 
His  youngeft  Son,  and  would  not  chaise  that  Cfltyiaj 
-To  be  adopted  Heir  to  Frederick. 

Rof  My  Father  lov'd  Sir  RoyrU)tdi$  hp  SouV 
And  all  the  World  was  of  my  Father's  Mind :  , 

Had  I  before  known  this  young  Man  his  Son*      •  I 
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I  (hould  have  given  him  Tears  unto  Entreaties 
E'er  be  ftioula  thus  have  ventur'd. 

CeL  Gentle  Coufin, 
Let  us  go  thankj him,  and  encourage  him; 
My  Father's  rough  and  envious  Difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  Heart.    Sir,  you  have  well  dcferv'd, 
If  you  do  keep  your  Promifes  in  Love, 
But  juftly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  Promife* 
Your  Miftrefs  (hall  be  happy. 

Rof  Gentleman, 
Wear  this  for  me;  one  out  of  Suits  with  Fortune, 
That  could  {jive  more,  but  that  her  Hand  lacks  Means. 
Shall  we  go,  Coz/ 

CeL  Ay;  fare  you  well,  fair  Gentleman. 

Ork.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you  t  My  better  Parte 
Are  all  thrown  down,  and  that  which  here  ftands  up 
Is  but  a  Quintine,  a  more  livelefs  Block. 

Rof  He  calls  us  back:  my  Pride  fell  with  my  Fortunes, 
111  ask  him  what  he  would.    Did  you  call  Sir? 
Sir,  you  have  wreftled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  Enemies. 

CeL  Will  you  go,  Coz  ? 

Rof.  Have  with  you :  fare  you  well.  [Bx.  Rof.  and  CeL 

QrUu  What  PaflGon hangs  thefe  Weights  ttpon  my  Tongue  \ 
I  cannot  tyeak  to  her  *  yet  (he  urg'd  Conference. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 
O  poor  QridHde  I  thou  art  overthrown 
Or  Charles*  or  foinething  weaker  mailers  thee. 

Le  Beu.  Good  Sir,  I  do  in  Friendship  counfel  yoi} 
To  leave  this  Place :  Albeit  you  have  deferv'd 
High  Commendation,  true  Appkufe^  and  Love; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Duke"*  Condition,  ' 

That  he  mifconfters  aft  that  you  have  done. 
The  Duke  is  humorous ;  what  he  is  indeed 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Or  la.  I  thank  you  Sir,  and  pray  you  tell  me  this. 
Which  of  thefe  two  was  Daughter  to  the  Duke,  * 
That  here  was  at  the  Wreftling  ? 

Le  Bet*.  Neither  hit  Daughter^  IF  we 'judge  by  Manner?, 
But  yet  indeed  the  taller  is  his  Daughter ; 
The  other  is  Daughter  to  the  baniih'd  Duke, 
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And  here  detained  by  her  ufurping  Uncle 

To  keep  his  Daughter  Company,  whofe  Loves 

Are  dearer  than  the  natural  Bond  of  Sifters  : 

But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke 

Hath  ta'en  Difpleafure  'gainft  his  gentle  Neice, 

Grounded  upon  no  other  Argument, 

But  that  the  People  praife  her  for  her  Virtues, 

And  pity  her  for  her  old  Father's  fake ; 

And  on  my  Life  his  Malice  'gainft  the  Lady 

Will  fuddenly  break  forth.     Sir,  fare  you  well, 

Hereafter  in  a  better  World  than  this, 

I  (hall  defire  more  Love  and  Knowledge  of  youJ     '  {Exit* 

Orla.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you:  Fare  you  well } 
Thus  may  I  from  the  Smoke  into  the  Smother; 
From  Tyrant  Duke,  uritoa  Tyrant  Brother: 
Butheav'nly  Rofatindl  {Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Celia  and  Rofalind. 

CeU  WhyCoufin,  why  Rofalind ;  Cxpidhrit  Mercy  j  not 
a  word ! 

Rof.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  Dog. 

CtL  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  caftaway  upon 
Curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me;  come,  lame  me  with  Rea- 
fons# 

Rof  Then  there  were  two  Coufins  laid  up»  when  the  one 
fhould  be  lam'd  with  Reafons,  and  the  other  mad  without 
any. 

dU  But  is  all  this  for  your  Father  ? 

Rof  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  Child's  Father.  Oh  how 
full  of  Briers  is  this  working-Day-world. 

CcU  They  are  but  Bars,  Coufin,  thrown  upon  thee  in 
Holiday  Foolery:,  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodeo  Paths,  our 
very  Petticoats  will  catch  them. 

Rof.  I  could  (hake  them  off  my  Coat;  thefe  Burs  are  in, 
my  Heart. 
L  CeU  Hem  them  away. 

Rof  I  would  try #  if  I  could  cry  Hem,  and  have  him. 

Col.  Come,  come,  wreftle  virith  thy  Affeftions. 
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Rof  O  they  take  the  Part  of  ;a  better  Wreftler  than  my 
fdf. 

CcU  Op  a  good  Willi  upon  you  >  you  will  try  in  time  in 
defpight  of  a  Fall ;  but  turning  thefe  Jcfts  out  of  Service,  let 
us  calkin  good  earned:  Is  it  poffible  on  fuch  a  fudden  you 
fliould  fall  into  fo  fbang*  all  Icing  with,  old  Sir  Rowlands 
youngeft  Son/ 

Rof.  The  Duke  my  Father  tov-d  his  Father  dearly. 

CcL  Doth  it  therefore  etifue  that  y~u  Ihould  lave  his  Son 
dearly?  By  this  kind  of  Chafe  I  Should    bate-him,    for  Day 
Father  hated  his  Father  dearly;  yet  I  hate  x\ot. Orlando. 
\  Rof  No  Faith,  hate  him  hot  for  my  Sakp.  .,•' 

Cel.  Why  (hould  I  not?.  Doth,  riot  he  deferve  well? 

.„   Enter  Dukf  with  Lords.      .  '. 

Rof.  Let  me  love  him  for  that,  and  do  you  love  him, 
Becaufe  I  do.     Look,  here  comes  the  Duke*    . 

CcU  With  his  Eyes  full  of  Anger. 

Duke.  Miftrefs,  difpatch  vqu  with  your  faftft  hafte, 
And  get  you  from,  our  Court. 

Rof  Me,  Uncle! 

Duke.  YoUjcCoufin. 
Within  thefe  ten  Days  if  that  thou  bte'ft  found 
So  near  our  publick  Court  as  twenty  Miles, 
Thou  .dieft  for  it. 

Rof  I  do  befeech  your  Grace 
Let  me  the  Knowledge  of  my  Fault  bear  with  me:  - 
If  with  my  fdf  I  hold  Intelligence,  .      ■     }' 

Or  have  Acquaintance  ;withmy  «va  Defires,  *   ..  „\.  * 

.f  f  thai  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick, 
As  I  do  truft  I  am  not,  thdn  dear  Uncle, 
Never  fo  much  as  in  a  Thought  unborn  . 

Did  I  offend,  your  Hig  hnefs. 

Duke.  Thus  do  all  Traitors, 
If  their  Purgation  did  con^ft  in  Words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  Grace  it  felf.-  ;  *' 

Let  it  fuffice  thee  that  I  truft  thee  not.  *    ; 

Rof.  Yet  your  Miftruft  can  not  make  me  a  \ti\\Mi> 
Tell  me  whereon  the  likelihood  depends.  .  \;      ^ 

D*kf.  Thau  art  thy  Father's  Daughter,  there's  enough. 

Hof  So  wis  Iwhen  your  Highnefs  took  his  Dukedom, 
So  was  I  when,  your  JHighnefs  banilh'd  him  ; :  .     - 
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Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  Lord, 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  Friends, 
WhatYthat  to  me,  my  Father  was  no  T&tort 
T*h<!n  gbod  my  Liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much. 
To  think  my  Poverty  is  treacherotis. 

CeU  £>ear  Sbveraign  hear  me  ^peik. 

Duke.  Ay  Celia,  we  ftaid  her  for  your  (akfc, 
Elfe  had  (he  with  her  Father  rang'd  along. 

:CW.  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  fby ; 
1  %as  *too  young  that  tnrte  to  value  lier, 
But  totfw  I  ItfoW  her;  if  (he  be  a  Traitor, 
Why  fo  am  I;  weftill  have  flept  together* 
Rofeatan  Inftant,  learn;d,  ^hiid,^eit  tibgethef, 
And  wherefo'er  we  Vent, !  like  J4ifo\  Swans, 
Still  Itfe  Went  coupled  and  infeparabfe.  j 

Dak?.  She  is  too  fubrile  for  thee,  ahd  her  Smo6thhefs,       I 
Her  very  Silence,  and  her  Patience,  | 

Spea*k  to  tftev  People,  ahd  they  pity  her : 
Thou  art  a  Fool,  (he  robs  thee  of  thy  Nam*. 
And  thou  wilt  (how  more  bright,  and'feem  haore  virtuous 
When  (he  is  gone}  then  open  not  thy  Lips, 
Firm  and  irrevocable  isfmy  'Doom* 
Which  I  have  pafl  Upon  her;  ihe-is  batoffli'd. 

Cel.  Pronounce  that  Sentence  then  on  me^ my  Liege, 
I  cannot  live  out  of  her  Company, 

Duke.  Ybu  aie^  Fool;  you  Hcice  provide  5yoitr  fdf, 
If  you  outlay  the  time,  upgn  mine  Hohriur,  * 
And  in  the  Greathefs  of  my  Wbrd,  you  xlie^ 

Cel.  O  my  poor  Rofdind,  whither  wik  tttou  go  f 
Wilt  thou  change  Fathers  I  I  will  give  thee  mine: 
I  charge  thee  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  than  Panu 
£■  Rof.  I  have  more  Caufe,. 
''    Cel.  Thou  haft  riot,  Coufin, 
Prithee  be  cheerful ;  know'ft  thou  not  the  Dnie 
Has  banifti'd  me  his  Daughter? 

Rt/l  That  he  hath  not. 

.Col.  No,  hath  not?  Rtfalind  lads  then  the  Cove 
Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  andT  ahi  one: 
Shall  we  'be  fundred/  Shall  we  parr,  fwectT  ®frf  f 
No,  let  my  Father  feelc  another  Heir* 
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Therefore  devife  with  me  how  we  may  fly,1 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us, 
And  dm  not  leek  to  t*ke  your  Charge  upon  you, 
To  bear  your  (Siriefs  your  felf,  and  leave  me  out: 
For  by  this  Heav'n,  now  it  our  Sorrows  pale. 
Say  what  thou  can'fly  111  go  along  with  thee. 

Jfo/J  Why,  *hfchd:ftiaU  wt  $o? 

CcL  To  feek  my  Uhcte  in  tffc  ^oreft  of  Arden. 

Jfofi  Afar,  n&at  Danger  wafl  it  be  to  usfc 
Mods  is  we  are,  t&craviel  forth  &  far  ! 
Beauty  provoketh  Thieves  fooner  than  Gold. 

CcL  rli  £bt  Ay  felf  in  ptoof  and  mean  Attire, 
And  with  a  kind  of  Umber  ftnutch  my  Face,* 
The  like  do  jou,  fo  (hall  we  prfs  along, 
And  never  ftir  Affaihnts. 

Rof.  Were  it  ndfe  better, 
Beciule  ttaitl  am  more  than  common  taB, 
That  I  did  fait  me  all  Points  Kke  a  Man-, 
A  gallant  Curtete  upon  my  Thigh, 
A  Bore-fpear  in  my*faiid,  knd  in  my  Heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  Woman's  Fear  there  will; 
We'll  have  a  fwafhiag  and  a  martial  Outfide* 
As  many  other  mannilh  Cowards  hive, 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  Semblances. 

Cd.  What  (hall  I  call  thefe  when  thou  art  a  Maul 

Rof.  1*11  have  no  worfe  a  Name  than  Jove's  own  Paget 
And  therefore  look  ycfti  call  me  Gsitmtd; 
But  what  will  you .  be  call'd  ? 

Cd%  Something  that  hath  a  Reference  to  my  State: 
No  longer  Uelha^  hut  Aliens. 

Rof.  But  Coufin,  whit  if  we  tflfatd  to  fteal 
The  clownifli  Fool  tout  of  yoiir  Father's  Cdtut: 
Would  he  not  be  a  Comfort  to  our  Travel? 

Cd.  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  World  with  me, 
I    Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him;  let's  away, 
1    And  get  our  Jewels  and  our  Wealth  together; 
J  Devife  the  fitted  time,  and  fafeft  way 
To  hide  us  froiti  Purfuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  Flight:  Now  go  we  in  Content 
To  Liberty,  and  not  to  Banifhment.  [Exa*tl 

X  %  ACT 
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I  , 

[  ACJ1L     SCENE     L 

SCENES  For  eft. 

Enter  Duke  Senior^  Amiens,  and  two  or  three  Lords 
like  Forefiers. 

Duke  Sen.  T^T  O  W  my  Co-mates,  and  Brothers  io  Exile, 
JLN  Hath  not*  old  Cuftom  made  this  Life  more 
fweet        •    - 
T^han  that  &f  painted  Pdrtp?  Are  not  thefe  Woods 
More  free  from  Peril  than  the  envious  Court? 
Here  feel  we  not  the  Penalty  of  jidam^  . 
The  Seafon's  Difference,  as  the  Icie  phang 
And  churlifti  chiding  of  the  Winter's  Wind} 
Which  when  ic  bites- and  blows  upon  my  Body, 
Even  'till  I  (hrink  with  Cold,  I  fmile,  and  fay. 
This  is  to  Flattery:  Thefe  are  Counsellors 
That  feelingly  perfuade  me  what  I  am. 
Sweet  are  the  Ufes  of  Adverfity, 
Which  like  the  Toad*  ugly  sad  venemous,  . 
Wears  yet  a  precious  Jewel  in  his  Head:  j 

And  this  our  Life  exempt  from  publick  Haunr, 
Finds  Tongues  in  Trees,  Books  in  the  running  Brooks, 
Sermons  in  Stones,  and  Good  in  every  thing. 

jimien.  I  would  not  change  it  \  happy  is  your  Grace  > 
That  can  translate  the  Stubbornnefs  of  Fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  Style.  .;» 

•    Dukf  Sen.  Come,  (hall  we  go  and  kill  us  Venifon?: 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dapled.Fpolv  . '  ■   - 
Iking  native  Burghers  of  this  defart  City,  i' 

Should  in  their  own  Confines  with  forked  Heads,    .      # 
Havctheir  round  Haunches  goar'd. 

i  Lord.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  .  *  1 

The  melancholy  J*q*es  grieves  at  that,  •     •*  ' 

And  in  that  kind  fv/ears  you  do  more  ufurp, 
Than  doth  your  Brother  that  hath  baniih'd  you :    ; 
To  Day  my  Lord  of  Amiens^  and  my  felfc 
•  'Sid  (leal  tuhind  him  as  he  lay  along     . 
~  Under  an  Oak,  whofe  antick  Root  peeps  out 
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Upon  the  Brook  that  brawls  along  this  Wood, 
To  the  which  Place  a  poorjiequeftred  Stag 
That  from  the  Hunters  Aim' had  ta'en  a  Hurt, 
Did  come  to  languifh  •,  and  indeed  my  Lord , 
The  wretched  Animal  heav'd  forth  fuch  Groans, 
That  their  Difcharge  did  ftretch  his  leathern  Coat 
Almoft  to  burfting,  and  the  big  round  Tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  Nofe 
In  piteous  Chafe ,  and  thus  the  hairy  Fool* 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  J*qnes, 
Stood  on  th*  extrcamcft  Verge  of  the  &fwift.  Brook, 
Augmenting  it  with  Tears. .  :    - 

Dnke  Sen.  But  what  faid  Jaqnesl     . 
Did  he  not  moralizsthtfjSpe&acie? 

i  Lord.  O  yes,  into  a  thoufand  Similics, 
Firft,  for  his  Weeping  into  the  needlefs  Stream; 
Poor  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou  mafrft  a,  Teftament 
As  Worldlings  do,  giving  thy  Sum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much.     Then  being  alone, 
Left  and  abandoned  of  his  velvet  Friends  j 
'Tis  right,  quoth  he*  thus  Mifery  doth  part  / 

The  Flux 'of  Company  :  Anon  a  carelefs  Herd 
Full  of  the  Pafture,  jumps  along  by  him,    •  \r 

And  never  ftays  to  greet  him:  Ay,  quoth  Jaq$$es%    .         fr 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greazy  Citizens,  .  /, 

•Tis  juft  the  Falhion  ;  wherefore  do  you  look  .      -   ; 

t/pon  that  poor  and  broken  Bankrupt  there  { 
Thus  moil  inye&ive/y  he  pierceth  throqgh         nf 
The  Body  of  the  Country,  City,  Court, 
Yea,  and  through,  this  our  Life,  (wearing  that  we 
Are  meer  Ufurpers,  Tyrants  j  and  what's  worfc*       • '  V 
To  fright  the  Animals,  and  to  kill  them  up  '  v 

In  their  affign'd  and  native  dwelling  Place,  .<  / 

Dukf  Sen.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  Contemplation? 
2  Lord.  We  did,  my  Lord,  weeping  and  commenting     > 
Upon  the  fobbing  Peer. 

Duly  Sen.  Show  me  the  Place,  ..  v  , 

I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fullen  Fits, 
For  then  he's  full  of  Matter. 

2  Lord.  111  bring  you  to  him  ftraight.  ;  ^{Bxeunt. 
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SCENE  \\.  It*  Patau* 

Emer  Duke  vtitk  lent*. 

Duke.  Can  ifrbe  poffibk  dot  no  Mai*  (vm  tb*f&  ? 
It  cannot  be;  feme  Villains  of  ray  Court 
Are  of  Confent  and  Suffer  nice  in  this* 

x  Lord.  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  foe  her. 
The  Ladie^  her  Attempts  of  her  Chamber* 
Saw  her  abed,  and  m  the  Morning  early 
Thfcy  found  the  Bed  untreafur'd  of  their  Miftrefc. 

x  Lard.  My  Lord,  the  «?ytife  Clown,  at  *?1«W  fp  eft 
Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  mtfltpg* 
Htfperia,  the  Princefs  (gentlewoman, 
Confeffes  that  flie  ftcrelfy  o*e»-hcasd 
Your  Daughter  and  her  Coufio  much  command 
The  Parts  and  Graces  of  the  \¥ceftkr 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  finowy  Ckarkt* 
And  Ihe  believes  where-ever  they  are  gone, 
That  Youth  is  furdy  in  their  Company. 

Duke*  Send  to  his  Brother,  fetch  that  Gallant  hither, 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  Brother  to  me, 
Pll  make  hit*  find  him;  do  this  fuddeety, 
And  let  not  Search  and  laquifition  quail 
To  bring  again  thefe  foolifl*  Runaways.  [Exeunt. 

.SCENE  III.  Olivers  Houfe. 

Enttr  Orlando  and  Adam* 

OrU.  Who's  there? 

Mam.  What  my  ypung  Matter,  oh  my  gentle  Matter* 
Oh  my  fweet  Matter,  O  you  Memory 
Of  old  Sir  RowUndl  Why,  what  rnake  you  here? 
Why  are  you  virtuous?  Why  do  People  love  you? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant? 
Why  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
The  bonny  Prifer  of  the  humoroi^  puke  f 
Your  Prijfe  is  come  tqo  fwiftly  Horn*  before  you. 
Know  you*  not,  Matter,  to  fbepe  kind  of  Men     j~. 
Their  Graces  ferve  them  but  as  Enemies  r\? * 

No 
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No  more  do  yours ;  yoiir  Virtues,  gentle  Matter 
Are  fan&ified  and  holy  Traitors  to  you. 
Oh  what  a  World  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it  I 

Orla.  Why>  what's   the  matter  ? 

Adam.  O  unhappy  Youth, 
Come  not  within  thefe  Doors,  within  this  R,oof 
The  Enemy  ©fall  your  Graces  lives: 
Your  Brother-— <-no;  no  Brother,  yet  the  Son, 
Yet  not  the  Son,  I  wiH  not  call  him  Son,  *   ' 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  Father* 
Hath  heard  your  Praifes,  and  this  Night  he  means 
To  bum  the  Lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lye, 
And  you  within    it;  if  he  fail  of  that 
He  will  have  other  Means  to  cut  you  off; 
I  overheard  him,  and  his  Prances;  *  ;; 

This  is  no  Place,  this  Houfei$  but  a  Butchery  j 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Orla.  Why,  whither  Adam  would  ft  thou  have  me  go* 

Adam.  Mo  matter  whither,  fo  you  Come  not  here. 

(M*.  What*  wouldfl  thou  n^vemegoand  beg  my  Food, 
Or  with  a  bafe  and  boiftrous  Sword  enforce 
A  thieviih  living  on  the  common  Road  ? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do; 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can; 
I  rather  will  fubjed  me  to  the  Malice 
Of  a  diverted  BlQod,  aqd  bloody  Brother* 

Adam.  But  do  not  fo,  I  have  five  hundred  Crowns % 
The  thrifty  Hire  I  fav'd  under  your  Father,  % 

Which  I  did  ftore  to  be  my  fotter  Nurft, 
When  Servjce  ftiould  in  my  old  limbs  Jye  Un*% 
An4  unregarded  Age  in  Corners  thrown; 
Take  that,  and  he  that  doth  the  Ravens  feed,  .     .    «    ' 

Yea  providently  caters  for  the  Sparrow, 
Be  Comfort  to  ipy  Age ;  here  is  the  Gold, 
AI|  this  1  giye  you,  let  me  be  your  Servant, 
Tho*  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufly, 
For  in  my  Youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hpt  ?tyd  rebellious  Liquors  in  my  Blood, 
Nor  did  I  with  unfoftful  Forehead  woo 
Tfc^  Means  of  W>akn*fc  and  Debility  $  < 
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Therefore  my  Age  is  as  a  lufty  Winter, 
Frosty,  but  kindly ;  lee  me  go  with  you, 
I'll  da  the  Service  of  a  younger  Man 
In  all  your  Bufinefs  and  Neceffities. 

Orta.  Oh  good  old  Man,  how  well  in  thee  appears      , 
The  co.iftant  Service  of  the  antick  World;  / 

When  Service  fweat  for  Duty,  not  for  Need! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  Fa(hiontqf  thefe  times,  ,    . 

Where  none  will  fweat,  but  for  Promotion, 
And  having  that,  do  choak  their  Service  up, 
Even  with  the  having;  it  is  not  fq yith  thee; 
But  poor  'old  Man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  Tree, 
That  canrfot  fo  mucn  as  a  Bloffom  yield, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  Pains  and  Husbandry;'.  4 
'  But  corns  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together, 

And  e'er  we  have  thy  youthful  Wages  fpenr, 

We'll  light  upon  feme  fctled  low  Content. 

Adam,  w  after  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 
.  To  threiiaft  Gafp  with  truth  and  Loyalty.  , 

Fiom  %cnteen  Years  'till  now  almoft  fourfcore 

JHefe  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more.  i 

AtfevSntien  Years  many  their  fortunes  feek, 

But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  Weejc; 

Yet  Fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 

Than 'to  die  well,  and  not  my  Matter's  Dcbter.     [Exetmt 

SCENE   IV..  Ike Forejl. 

Enter  Rofaliad  in  Boys  Cloaths /i^Ganimed,  Celia  drefi  Ukf 
a  Shephtrdefs  for  Aliena,  and.  Clown. 
Rof.  O  Jupiter,  how  merry  are  my  Spirits  t 
Clo.  I  ca=  e  not  for  my  Spirits,  if  my  Legs  were  not 
weary* 

Rof.  I  could  find  in  ray  Heart  to  difgrace  my  Man's  Ap- 
parel, and  cry  like  a  Woman;  but  I  muft  comfort  the  weak- 
er Vtflel,  as  Doublet  and  Hoft  ou^ht  to  fhow  it  felf  Cou- 
rageous to  a  Petticoat;  therefore  Courage,  good  Jllun*. 
C4,  I  pray  you  bear  with  me,  I  can  go  no  further.  j 

Glo.  For  my  parr, .  I  had  rather  bear  with  you,  than  bear 
you  iyet  I  fliouldbrar  no  Crofs'if  I  did  bear  you,  fori  \ 
think  you  have  no  Mony  iri  your  Purfe. 


j  As  you  hike  %U  G ij 

*Rof.  Well,  this  is  the  Foreft  of  Arde*u 
Clown.  Ay,  now  am  I  in  Arden%  the  more  Fool  J,'  when 
I  was  at  home  1  was  in  a  better  place ;  but  Travellers  mu(fc 
be  content.  . 

Enter  Corih  and  Silviiis. 
JILof.  Ay,  be  fo,  good  Toucbfione;  look  you  who  comes 
here,  a  young  Man  and  an  old,  in  folemn  talk. 
Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcorn  you  ftill. 
SiL  O  Cbrin,  that  thou  knew'ft  how/I  do  love  her.        : 
Cor.  I  partly  gutfs,  for  I  have  lov'd  e'er  now, 
SiL  No  Coring  .being  old,  thoii  can'ft  not  guef$, 

Tho*  in  thy  Youth  thou  waft  as  true  a  Lover,,  * 

As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  Midnight  Pillow;  \ 

But  if  thy  Love  were  ever  like  to  mine, 
,  As  fare  I  think,  did  never  Man  love  foj 

How  many  Adions  moft  ridiculous 

Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  Fantafie? 
Or.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten.  ,   • 

SiL  Oh  thou  didft  then  ne'er  love  fo heartily ; 

If  thou  remembreft  not  the  flighted  Folly 

That  ever  Love  did  make  thee  run  into, 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd  ;  . 

Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  now, 

Wearying  thy  Hearer  in  thy  Miftrefs  Praife, 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 

Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  Company, 

Abruptly  as  my  Paffion  now  makes  me, 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 

0  Phebe,  Phcbc,  Phebe.  [Exit  SiL 
Rof.  .Alas  poor  Shepherd  /  fearching  of  thy  Wound, 

1  have  by  hard  Adventure  found  my  own. 

Clo.  And  I  minei  I  remember  when  I  was  in  Love,  I 
broke  my  Sword  upon  a  Stone,  and  bid  him  take  that  for 

*  coming  a  Nights  to  Jane  Smile;  and  I* remember  the  Kif- 
fing  of  her  Batlet,  and  the  Cow's  Dugs  that  her  pretty 
chopt  Hands  had  milk'd ;  and  I  remember  the  wooing  ef  a 
Peafcod  inftead  of  her,  from  whom  I  took  two  Cods,  and 
giving  her  them  again,  faid  with  weeping  Tears,  wear  thefe 
for  my  fakt }  we  that  are  true  Lovers  run  into  ftrange  Ca* 
pers $  but  "all  is  Mortal  in  Nature,  fo  is  all  Nature  in  Love, 

.  mortal  to  Folly, 
*J  Rof. 
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fof  Thou  (peak'ft  wifer  than  thou  ait  waie  of. 

Qo.  Nay*  I  fhaHne*cr  be  ware  of  mine  own  Wit,  "till  \ 
break  my  Shins  againft  it. 

Rof  Jove  I  Jove!  thj$  Shepherd's  Paffion 
Is  much  upon  my  Fafliion. 

Cto.  And  mine,  but  it  grows  fonjcthing  ftale  with  me. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftion  yond  Ma?, 
If  he  for  ©old  w>V  give  us  anjj  Fo<?dt 
I  faint  almoft  to  peach. 

Clo.  Holla;  you  Clown. 

Rof  Peace  Fool*  he's  not  thy  Kinfman. 

Cor.  Who  calk? 

Clo.  Your  Betters,  Sir. 

Cor.  Elfe  they  are  ^retched, 

Rof.  Peace  I  fay ;  good  Even  to  you,  Friepd., 

Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all. 

Rof.  I  prethee,  Shepherd,  if  that  Love  Qr  GoUJ 
Can  in  this  defert  Pfcce  buy  Entertainment ;  "  ' 

Bring  us  where  we  ipsqr  reft  our  felyes,  and  feed  $ 
Here's  a  young  Maid  with  Travel  mqch  opprefled* 
And  faints  for  Succour. 

Cor.  Fair  Sir;  I  pity  her, 
And  wifh  for  her  4te>  more  thap  for  qur?  ovq, 
My  Fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her; 
But  I  am  a  Shepherd  to  ?noth$r  Man, 
And  do  not  ftieer  the  Fleeces  that  I  graze; 
My  Matter  is  of  chnrlifti  Dilpofition. 
And  little  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  Heav'n 
By  doing  Deeds  of  Hofpitality : 
Befides,  his  Coat,  his  Flocks,  and  Bounds  of  feed 
Are  now  on  Sale,  and  at  our  Sheep-coat  now, 
By  reafon  of  his  *bfence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  fted  on  ;  but  what  is,  come  fee, 
And  in  my  Voice  moft  welcome  (hall  you  be. 
'  Rof  What  is  he  that  (hall  buy  his  Flock  and  Pafture  ? 

Cor.  That  ydung  Swain  that  you  faw  here  but  e'er  while* 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  Honefty, 
Buy  thou  the  Cottage,  Pafturp,  and  the  Flock, 
And  thou  (halt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 
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Oft  And  we  will  ipend  |hy  W*gcn 
I  like  tfah  phce,  and  willingly  could 
Wafte  my  time  in  it. 

Or.  Affuredly  the  thing  is  to  be  fold; 
Go  with  me,  if  you  like  upon*  Report^ 
The  Soil,  the  Profit;  *nd  this  kind(  of  Life; 
1  will  your  very  faithful  Feeder  be, 
And  buy  it  with  your  Gold  right  fuddtnly.  [EptMvt* 

SCENE     V, 

Enter  Amiens,  J*qups,  and  tttou 
SON®. 

Vnder  the,  gtwhwud  Tfaf, 

WhoJbvet  to  hp  i#$tb  m* 
Ani  turn  bit  merry  Note* 

%fpto  the  fiveet  mrd%s  Threat  \ 
Come  hither ,  come  hither%  coma,tiither% 

Here  Jhall  he  fee  no  Enemy % 
But  Winter  and  rough  Weather* 

Jaq.  More,  more,  I  prethee,  more* 

Ami.  It  will  make  you  melancholy*  Mounfieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  I  thank  it ;  marc,  1  prethee,  fhore, 
I  can  fuck  Melancholy  out  of  a  Song* 
Asa  Weazelfueks  Eggs:  More,  I  prethee,  more. 

Ami.  My  Voice  is  rugged,  I  know  I  cannot  pleafc  you. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  defire  yon  to  pleaft  me, 
I  do  defire  you  to  fingi 
Come,  come,  another  Stanzp :  Call  yoi*  'em  Stanzo's  ? 

Ami.  What  you  will,  Mounfieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  nojt  for  your  Names,  they  owq  me  nc- 
thiog.  Will  you  ling  f 

Ami.  More  at  your  requeft,  than  to  pleafe  myfelf. 

Jaq.  Well  then*  i(  ever  I  thank  any  Man,  1'Jl  thank  you ; 
but  that  they  call  Complement  is  like  th'  Encounter  of  tW 
Dog- Apes*  And  when  a  Man  thanks  me  heartily,  «k- 
thinks  I  have  given  him  a  Peany,  and  he  renders  me  the 
beggarly  Thanks.  Come  fing,  and  you  that  will  nor,  hold 
your  Tongues. 
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Ami.  Well,  I'll  end  the  Song.  Sirs,  cover  the  while 5 
the  Duke  will  Dine  under  this  Tree;  he  hath  been  all  this 
day  to  look  you. 

Jaq.  And  Ihavp been  all  this  4ay  to  avoid  him. 
He  is  too  difputable  for  my  Company : ,  ^ 

I  think  of  as  many  Matters  as  he,  but  I  give 
Heav'n  thanks,  and  make  no  Boaft  of  them. 
Come,  Warble,  come. 

SONG. 

Who  doth  Ambition  Jbttn 

And  loves  to  Ije  i'tti  S*nf . 
Seeking 'the  Food  he  cats,  .  *  "  u-    .* 

And  pleased  with  what  begets; 
Come  hither^  come  hither  ^  come  hither  \ 

Here  jhailjoufee^  no  Enemy 9  ' 

But  Winter  and  rough  Weather, 
yaq.  PII  give  .you  a  Verfe  to  this  Note, 
That  I  made  yefterday  in  defpight  of  my  Invention. 
Ami.  And  I'll  fing  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes. 

If  it  do  come  to  pajs, 

That  any  Man  turn  Afi\        - 
.•♦v.-  Leaving  his  Wealth  and  Eafet^        m   }     .  '  .rJ 

Ajubborn  Will  to  pltafe%  % 

Dncdame%  Ducdamc,  Due  dame; 

liere  jhall  he  fie,  grofs  Fools  as  he, 
,      y     r  And  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

Ami.  What's  that  Ducdamc? 

Jaq.  'Tis  a  Greek  Invocation,  to  call  Fools  into  a  Circle. 
I'll  gi  fleep  if  I  can;  if  I  cannot,  Pll  rail  againft  all  the  Fir  ft- 
born  of  Egypt. 

*    Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke, 
His  Banquet  is  prepaid.  \Exeunr 

SCE  N  E    VI. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adam.  £ear  Matter,  I  can  go  no  further; 
j&>  I  die  for  Food  I  Here  lye  1  down, 

And 
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And  meafure  out  my  Grave.     Farewtl,  kind  Mafter. 

OrU  Why  howaow,  Adam  I  no  greater  Heartin thcc  ? 
Live  a  little,  comfort  a  little,  cheer  thyself  a  little. 
If  this  uncouth  Poreft  yield  any  thing  Savage*'  < 

1  will  either  be  Food  for  it,  or  bring,  it  for  Food  to  thee: 
Thy  Conceit  is  nearer  Death,  than  thy  Powtrs» 
For  my  fake  be  comfortable,  hold  Death  a  while 
At  the  Arm's  end :  i  will  be  here  with  thee  prelcntly, 
And  if  I  bring  thee  not  fomcthing  to  eat, 
I  will  give  thee  leave  to  die:    But  if  thou  died 
Before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  Labour* 
Well  faid,  thou  lootft  cheerly.  ^ 
And  I'll  be  with  thee  quickly ;  yet  thou  lieft 
In  the  bleak  Air.     Come,  I  will  bear  thee 
To  fome  Shelter,  and  thou  ftialt'  not  'die   .  ,^-m. 

For  lack  of  a  Dinner  j 
If  there  live  any  thing  in  this  Defarr. 
Cfceerly,  good  Adam.  [Exemrtm 

<  ■;  •;/  S  CE:NE    VIL         !  ; 

'     Enter  Du^e  Sen.,  and  Lords:  [ATa$ie  fet  o*i* 

Duke  Sen.*  I  think'  he  l>e  transform^  into  a  Beaft, 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  Man. 

i  Lord.  My*  Lord,*  he Js but  even inow  gone  hence,      ' 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  Songl 

Duke  Sen.  If  he,  compaft  of  Jars,  grow  ;Mufical, 
We  (hall  ly^ve  ihortly  Difcord  In  the  Spheres :  '* 
Go  feek  him,  tell  him  I  would  fpeak  with  feiin.  :  n 

'  a      Enter*  jaques. }    '  '    . 
i  Lord.  He  faves^my  Labour  by  his  own  approach.^      ^ 
Duk£  Sen.  Why'hownow^  Monfieur,  what  a  Life  is  this,' 
That  your  poor  Friends  inuft  woo  your  Company  f        * 
What,  you  look  merrily.*,      ,       .  N  "     I  '  "    "■''  ]  "  ,/J 

%Ja<{.  A  Fool,  a  Fopl*  I  met  a  Fool  i*  th'  Foreft, 
A  motley  Fool;  a  miferable*  World !  ' 

As  I  do  live  by  Food,  I  met  a.  Fool,  • «  . 

Who  laid  him  down,  andhftk'd  him'  in  the  Sun, 
Andrail'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms,'      t 
In  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  Fool.  r 

Good  morrow.4  Fool,  quoth  I:  No,  Sir,  quoth  he, ;■'*/, 

*    ■  .:  > .  •  ;   -  *  •  -  -  Gall 
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Call  me  &*e  Fob!,  *ttU  Heiv'n  bath  fent  me  Fortune? 

And  then  lie  drew  a  Dial  from  his  fr&k, 

And  looking  on  it,  *ith  lafcb-luftre  Eye* 

Says,  very  wifely,  jt  is  teo  a  Clock * 

Thus  we  may  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wigs: 

*Tis-but  aa  hour  agd  fince  it  was  nine, 

And  aftfr  bne  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven* 

An4  fo  froia  hour  to  houc,  we  ripe,  and  ripe, 

And  then  from  horn  te  hour,  we  rot,  and  rot, 

And  thereby  hangs  a  Tale.    When  t  did  hear 

The  motley  Foil  that  moral  on  the  time* 

My  Lungs  began  to  crow  like  Chanticleer, 

That  Fools  (Hotld  hi  fo  deep  contemplative: 

And  I  did  laugh,  fans  kitermiffion, 

An  hour  by  his  Dial.    O  noble  Fool, 

A  worthy  Fool.    Motely's  the  only  wear. 

D*keSe*.  What  Fool  is  this? 

5b*»  O  worthy  Fool;  one  that  hath  bete  4  Courtier* 
And  lays,  if  Ladies  be  young  and  fair, 
They  haye  the  Gift  to  know  it :  And  in  his  Brain, 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  Bisket 
After  a  Voyag*,  he  hath  ftrange  [daces  crafii'd 
With  dbfervatbn,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  Forms.    O  that  I  were  a  Fool, 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  Coat. 

DuktSt*.  Thou  (halt  have  one. 

Jaq.  It  is  my  only  Suit, 
Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  Judgments 
Of  all  Opinion  that  grows  rank  in  theft, 
That  I  am  Wife.    I  muft  have  liberty 
Wkhal,  a$  lafrge  a  Charters  the  Wind, 
To  blow  on  whoifi  I  pleafe,  for  fo  Fools  havej 
And  they  that  are  moft  gaiiled  with  my  Folly, 
They  moft  muft  Laugh :  And  why,  Sir,  muft  they  fo  ? 
The  way  is  plain,  as  way  to  PariQt  Church; 
He  that  a  Fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 
Doth  very  fcoltfhly,  altho*  he  (mart,       , 
Seem  fenielefs  of  the  Bob.    Tf  riot, 
The  wife  Man's  Felly  is  Anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  fquandring  Glances  of  a  Foo!. 
Invert  me  in  the  morley,  give  me  leave 

'Digitized  by  VjOOQ LC 


As  you  Lake  it.  Cx^ 

Tp  lpeak  my  Mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 
Cleanfe  the  foul  Body,  of  th'  infeAed  W*rld, 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  Medicine. 

J)uk£  Sen.  Tie  on  thee,  I  can  tell  what  thoti  wou&ft  Ho. 

Jaq.  What,  for  a  Counter,  would  I  dot  but  good? 

Duke  Sen.  ^loft  mifchievous  foul  Sin,  •in  chiiiing  Sin: 
For  thou*  thy  Tctf  lfcft  *b*een  a  t-ibertine, 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutifti  Sting  it  &I£ 
And -all  tli*  imbofred  Sore?,  and  headed  Evils, 
That  thou  witlji  licenle  of  free  foot  haft  caught* 
Would'ft  thou  difgorge  into  the  % eheral  \VorlcL 

Jaq.  Why  who  Cries  out  on  fcride, 
That  can  therein  tax  any  .private  £aity: 
.  Doth  it  notlflow  as  hugely  as  the  Sea, 
'Till  that  the  weary  very  means  clo  ebb. 
What  Woman  in  -the 'City  <io  I  name, 
When  that  I  fay  the  Cky  Woman  bears 
The  coft  of  PrkxJes  on  unworthy  Shoulders? 
Who  can  come  fni  anci^ay  -that  I -mean  her, 
Whenfuch  a  one  as-flie,  fuch  is  her  Neighbour? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft'Funftion, 
That  fays  his  Bravery  is  not  on  my  coft, 
Thinking  that  I  mean  him,  *  but  therein  futes 
His  Folly  to  the  mhtle  of  my  Speech, 
Thefre  then,  how  then,  what  then,  let  me  fee  wherein , 
My  Tongue  hath  wrong 'd  him;  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf;  if  he  be' free, 
Why  then  my  taxing  like  a  wild  Gobfe  flies 
Unclaimed  of  any 'Man.    But  who  comes  here? 
Enter  Orlando, 

Or/*.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  mofe. 

J*q.  '  Why  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orla.  Nor  (halt  not,  'till  Neceffity  be  feiVd, 

Jaa.  Of  What  kind  fliould  this  Cock  come  ? 

Du\e  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  boldetfd,  Man,  by  thy  Difirtfs? 
Or  elfe  a  rude  Defpifer  of  good  Manners, 
That  in*  Civility  thou  feeirfft  fo  empty  ? 

Orl.  You  touch'd  my  Vein  at  firft,  the  thorny*  Point 
Of  bare  Diftrefs,  that  nath'ta'en  from  me  the  (hew 
Of  fmooth  Civility ,  yet  am  I  Inland  bred,  . 
And  know  fomc  Nurture;  But  forbear  I  fay, 

Mc 
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Me  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  Fruit,       ,  (!  ;f 

'Till  I  and  my  Affairs  are  anf wered.  -        ^ 

Jtq.  And  you  will  not  be  anfwered  with  Reafon,        :  4 
I  muft  die. 

Duke  Sen.  What  would  you  have? 
Your  Gentlenefs  (hall  force,  more  than  your  Fbrce 
Move  us  to  Gentlenefs. 

Orla.  I  almoft  die  for  Food,  and  let  me  have  it. 

Duke  Sen.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our  Table. 

Orla.  Speak  you  fo  gently?  Pardon  me*  I  pray  yoo, 
I  thought  that  all  things  had  been  Savage  here, 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  Countenance 
Of  ftern  commandment.    But  whate'er  you  are 
That  ia  this  Defart  inacceffible, 
Under  the  £hade  of  melancholy  Boughs, 
Lofe  and  negled  the  creeping  Hours  of  Time; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  Days ; 
If  ever  been  where  Bells  have  knoll'd  to  Church; 
If  ever  fate  at  any  good  Man's  Feaft; 
If  ever  from  your  Eye-lids  wip'd  a  Tear, 
And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied ; 
Let  Gentlenefs  my  ftrong  enforcement  be, 
In  the  which  hope  I  blufh  and  hide  my  Sword. 

Dttks  Sen.  True  is  it  that  we  have  feen  better  Days, 
Aid  have  with  holy  Bell  been  knoird  to  Church, 
And  late  at  good  MensFeafts,  and  wip'd  our  Eyes 
Of  drops,  that  facred  Pity  hath  engeodred: 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gefttlenefr; 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have, 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  minftred. 

Orla.  Then  but  forbear  your  Food  a  little  while,  *  * 
Whiles,  likf  a  Elbe,  I  go  to  find  my  Fawn,  *  *  * 

And  give  it  Food.    There  is  an  old  poor  Man, 
Who  after  me  hath  many  weary  ftep  * 

*-LtaVd  iii  pure  L°vc5  "Till  he  be  firft  fuffie'd,     - 
•;  ©pprefs'd  with  two  weak- Evil?,  Age  and  Hunger,     - 
v  I  will  not  touqh  a  bit. 


pnkc  Sen.  Go  find  him  out,© 


And  we;  will  nothing  wafte  •till  you  return.  .   - 

prl*.  I  thank  ye,  and  be  blcfVd  for  your  good  Comfort. 

lExit. 
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Duke  Sen.  Thoy  feed  we  ire  not  all  alone  unhappy: 
This  vide  and  untverfal  Theatre 
Frefents  more  woful  Pageants  than  the  Scene 
Wherein  we  play. 

Jdq .  All  the  World's  a  Stage, 
And  all  the  Men  and  Women  utterly  Players; 
They  have  their  £x#/;and  their  Entrances* 
And  one  Man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts  e 
His  Ads  being  feven  Ages.    At  firft  tne  Infjnc* 
NewKng  and  puking  in  the  Nurfe's  Arms: 
Then,  the  whining  School-boy  with  his  Satchel* 
And  fliining  Morning-free,  creeping  like  Snail 
Unwillingly  to  School*    And  then  the  Lover, 
Sighing  like  Furnace*  with  a  woful  Ballad 
Made  to  his  Miftrefs's  Eye-brow.  Then  a  Soldier* 
Full  of  ftrmge  Oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  Pard, 

Jealous  in  Honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  Quarrel, 

Seeking  the  Bubble  Reputation, 

Even  in  the  Canon's  Mouth.  And  then  the  Juftici 

In  fair  round  Belly,  with  good  Capon  lin'd, 

With  Eyes  fevere,  and  Beard  of  formal  cut, 

Full  of  wife  Saws,  and  modern  Infhnces, 

And  fo  he  plays  his  patt.    The  fixth  Age  drifts 

Into  the  lean  and  flipper'd  Pantaloon, 

With  Spe&acles  on  Nofe,  and  Pouch  on  fide; 

His  youthful  If  oft  well  fav'd,  a  world  too  wide  "' 

For  bis  fhrunk  Shank*  and  his  big  manly  Vofct 

Turning  again  toward  childifti  trdbble  Pipe*,   . 

And  whittles  in  his  (bund.    Laft  Scene  of  ill, 

That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  Miftory, 

Is  fecond  Childifiinefs,  and  meer  Oblivion, 

Sans  Teeth,  fans  Eyes*  fans  Tafte,  fans  every  thing* 
Enter  Orlando  with  Adam* 
Duke  Sen.  Welcome:  Set  down  your  venerable  Burthen* 

and  let  him  feed. 
Oris.  I  thank  you  moft  for  him, 
Adam  So  had  you  need, 

I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  yoti  for  my  felfi 
Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  fall  too:  I  will  not  trouble  youj 

As  yet  to  qyeftion  you  about  your  Fortunes. 

Give  us  fome  Mufick,  and  good  Coufin,  fine* 
y*.\V  M  D8tzedby($ONG. 
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Blow,  blow,  thou  Winter  Wind, 
Thou  art  not  fi  unkind,  as  Man's  Ingratitude; 
Thy  Tooth  is  mtfo  k$en,  becaufe  thou  art  notfeen, 
Altho9  thy  Breath  be  rude* 
.  Heigh  ho,  Jing  heigh  ho,  unto  the  green  Hotly ; 
Mofi  Friend flip  is  feigning;  mofi  Loving  meet  Potty: 
Then  heigh  ho,  the  Hollj, 
This  Life* is  mofi  Jolly, 

Frieze,  Frieze,  thou  bitter  Sly,  that  dofi  n*t  Hie  fi  nigh 

As  Benefits  forgot: 
Tho*  thou  the  Waters  warp,  thy  Sting  is  not  fo  Jbarf, 

As  Friend  remembred  not, 
Heigh  h*  fingr  &c. 

Duke  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowlands  Son  J 
As  you  h*ve  whifper'd  faithfully  you  were, 
And  as  mine  Eye  doth  his  Effigies  witnefs, 
Moft  truly  limn'd,  and  living  in  your  Face, 
Be  truly  welcome  hither.     I  am  the  Duke 
That  lov'd  your  father :  The  refidue  of  your  Fortune, 
Go  to  my  Cave  and  tell  me.     Good  old  Man, 
Thou  art  right  Welcome,  %i  thy  Matter  is ; 
Support  hiffi:  by  the  Arm  >  give  me  your  Hand, 
And  let  me  .all  your  Fortunes  ttnderftand.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III.     SC£NE  I. 

SCENhE  the  T dace. 

Enter  Du^e,  Lords,  and  Oliver. 
D^.T^TOT  fee  him  fince/  Sir,  Sir,  that  cannot  be: 
JlN   But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  Mercy* 
I  (hould  not  feek  an  abfent  Argument. 
Of  my  Revenge,  thou  prefcnt :  But  look  to  it. 
Find  out  thy  Brother  wherefoe'er  he  it, 
Seek  him  with  Candle;  bring  him  dead  or  living, 
Within  this  Twelve-month,  or  torn  thou  no  more 
To  feek  a  Living  in  our  Territory. 
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Thy  Lands  and  all  things  that  thou  deft  call  thine, 
Worth  feizure,  do  we  feize  into  our  hands, 
•Till  thou  canft  quit  thee  by  thy  Brother's  Mouth* 
Of  what  we  think  againft  thee, 

Olti  Oh  that  your  Highnefs  knew  my  Heart  in  this  J 
I  never  lov'd  my  Brother  in  my  Life. 

Duty*  More  Villain  thou*  ,  Well,  pulh  hiol  out  of  Dodrs," 
And  let  my  Officers  of  fucti  a  nature 
Make  an  Extent  upon  his  .Houfe  and  Lands : 
Do  this  expediently;  and  tirfri  him  going.        .     [Exemt* 

SCENE    II.    The  Ereft. 

Enw  Orlando. 

Orla.  Hang  there  my  Verfe,  in  witnefs  of  my  Love, 
And  thou  thrive  Crovned  Queen  of  Night  furvey, 
With  thy  chalt  Eye,  from  thy  pafe  Sphere  above, 
ThyHuntreft  name,  thatnjy  full  Life  doth  fway. 
O  Rifitbnd)  thefe  Trees-  ftiall  be  my  Books, 
Aid  in  their  Barks  my  Thoughts  111  Chara&er, 
That  every  Eye,  which  in  this  Foreft  looks. 
Shall  fee  thy  Virtue  witnefikl  every  where. 
Rjuty  run,  Or  land*,  carve  on  every  Tree*  s~ 

The  fair,  the  chaft,  and  unexpreffive  (he.  •    [Exti 

Enter  Coren  and  Clown. 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  tfiis  Shepherd's  Life,  Mr. Touchftwc  I 

Cbwn.  Truly,  Shepherd,  in  refpeft  of  it  (elf,  it  is  a  good 
Life}  but  in  refpeft  thit  it  is  a  Shepherds  Life,  ic  is  naught. 
U  reifped  that  it  is  folitary,  I  like  it  very  well ;  but  in  re- 
fpeft that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  very  vile  Life.  Now  iji  refpe& 
it  is  in  the  Fields,  it  pleafeth  me  well;  but  in  refpeft  it  is 
Dot  in  the  Court,  it  is  tedious;  As  it  is  a  fpare  Life,  look 
you,  it  fits  my  Humour  well}  but  as  there  is  no  more  plen- 
ty Hi  ir,  it  goes  much  againft  my  Stomach.  H?st  any  Phi- 
lofophy  in  thee*  Shepherd  t  v 

Or.  No  more,  but  that  I  know  the  more  one,  fickem,  the" 
.  vorfe  at  eafe  he  is :  And  that  hr  that  wants  Mony,„  Means* 
and  Content,  is  without  three  good  Friends.  That  the 
Property  of  Rain  is  to  wer,  and  Fire  to  burn :  That  good 
Mluie  makes  fat  Sheep;  and  that  a  great  caufe  of  the  Night, 
is  the  lack  of  the  Sun;   That  he  that  hath  learned  no  Wit 
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by  Nature,  nor  Art,  may  complain  of  good  Breeding,  or 
comes  of  a  very  dull  Kindred. 

Gown.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  Philofoph?r, 
Was't  ever  in  Court,  Shepherd? 

Cor.  No  truly. 

Clown.  Then  thou  art  Damn'd* 

Cor.  Nay,  I  hop*—— 

Clown.  Truly  thou  art  Damn'd,  likeanill-roaftedEgf,all 
oh  one  fide.  , 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court!  Your  reafon. 

Clown.  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  Court,  thou  never 
faw'ft  good  Manners  i  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good  Manners, 
then  thy  Manners  muft  be  wicked;  and  Wickednefs  is  Sin, 
and  Sin  is  Damnation:  Thou  art  in  a  parlous  State,  Shep- 
herd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Touchfionoi  Thofe  that  have  good 
Manners  at  the  Court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  Country,  as 
the  Behaviour  of  the  Country  is  moft  mockable  at  the  Court* 
You  told,  me,  you  Salute  not  at  the  Court*  but  you  Kits 
your  Hands;  that  Courtefie  would  be  uncleanly,  if  Courtiers 
were  Shepherds. 

Clow*.  Inftance,  briefly;  come,  inftance. 

Cor.  Why,  we  are  ftiD  handling  our  Ewes,  and  their  FeJs, 
you  know,  are  greafie. 

Clown.  Why,  do  not  your  Courtiers  Hands  fweat  ?  And 
is  not  the  Greafe  of  Mutton  as  wholibme  as-the  Sweat  of  a 
Man?  Shallow,  {hallow,  a  better  Inftance,  I  fay:  Come. 

Cor.  Befides,  our  Hands  are  hard. 

Clown.  Your  Lips  will  feel  therti  the  fooner.  Shallow  again : 
A  more  founder  Inftance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the  furgery  of 
our  Sheep ;  -and  would  you  have  us  kifs  Tar?  The  Courtiers 
Hands  are  perfumed  with  Civet, 

Clown.  Moft  (hallow,  Man:  Thou  Worms-meat,  in  re- 
fpeft  of  a  good  piece  of  Flefti  indeed;  learn  of  the  Wife 
ard  Perpend  i  Civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  Tar>  the 
very  uncleanly  Flux  of  a  Cat.  Mend  the  Inftance,  Shep- 
herd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  Courtly  a  Wit  for  me^  I'll  reft. 

Clown.  Wilt  thou  reft  Damn'd  /  God  help  thee,  (hallow 
Man ;  God  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw.         ^ 
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Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  Labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat;  get 
that  I  wear;  owe  no  Man  Hate,  envy  no  Man's  Happinefs; 
glad  of  other  Mens  good,,  content  with  my  farm;  and  the 
greateft  of  my  Pride,  is  to  fee  my  Ewes  gtaaee,  and  my 
Limbs  fuck. 

CUnvn.  That  is  another  fimple  Sin  in  you,  to  bring  the 
Ewes  and  the  Rains  together,  and  to  offer  to  get  your  Li- 
ving by  the  Copulation  of  Cattle,  to  be  a  Ba^d  to  a  Bell- 
weather,  and  to  betray  a  She-Lamb  of  a  Twelve-month  to 
a  crooked  Pated  old  Cuckoldly  Ram,  out  of  all  reifonable 
Match.  If  thou  be'ft  not  Damn'd  for  this,  the  Devil  him- 
felf  willhaveno  Shepherds;  I  cannot  fee  how  thou  ftiould'ft 
,'fcape. 

Car.  Here  comes  Mr.  Ganimed,  my  new  Miftrefs's  Bror 
ther. 

Enter  Rofalind  with  a  Paper, 

Rof,  From  the  Eafi  to  JVefiern  lode. 

No  Jewel  is  like  Rofalind, 
Her  Worth  bring  mounted  on  the  Wind, 

Through  all  the  World  bears  Rofalind. 
AH  the  ViSkuUtfaireft  Lind, 

Are  but  black  to  Rofalind; 
Let  no  Face  be  kfft  in  mind9 

But  the  mofifair  Rofalind. 

GSavK-XDRbimeyou  fo,  eight  years  together;  dingers; 
and  fuppers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted :  It  is  the  right 
Butter-womens  rank  to  Market. 
Rof  Out  Fool. 
Own.  For  a  tafte. 

If  4  Hart  doth  Uc\^  a  Hind% 
Let  him  feek,  out  Rofalind, 
If  the  Cat  will  after  Kind9 
SobefurcwillRQhl'md. 
Winter  Garments  mvft  be  lind9 

So  mnfi  Jlender  JRofalind. 
The?  that  Reap  muft  Jheaf  and  bind, 

Then  to  Cart  with  Rofalind. 
gweeteft  Meat  hath  fowrefi  Rind, 
Smh  a  Nm  is  Rofelind. 
1  M  5  He 
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He  thajtjweetefi  Rofe  mil  find* 

Muff  find  Loves  pfick^  and  RoftUtxJ. 

This  is  the  yery  falfe  gallop  of  Vcrfes ;  why  do  you  infcft 
your  felf  with  them  ? 
Rof.  Peace,  you  dull  Fool,  I  found  them  on  a  Tree. 
Glome.  Truly,  the  Tree  yields  bad  Fruit? 
Rof.  1*11  graft  it  with  you,   and  then  I  (hall  graffit  wftfc 
a  MedJer ;  than  it  wtfl  be  the  earlieft  Fruit  i#th*  Country; 
for  you'll  be  r«xw  e'er  you  be  half  r^e,  and  thafsthe  right 
Vertue  of  the  JMedkr. 

Qm».  Youh^efaid;  but  whether  wifely  or  no,  let  the 
Foreft  judge. 

Enter  Celia  with  a  Writing. 
Rof  Peace,  here  comes  my  Sifter  reading,  jftand  arfide. 
CeL  Why  JhouU  thual^fm  h\ 
For  it  is  unpeopled.     No; 
Tongues  FU  hang  on  every  Tree, 
That  Jhall  civil  Sayings  fixaw+ 
Some,  how  brief  the  Life  of  Mam 

Rnns  his  erring  Pilgrimage* 
That  the  firetching  of  a  Span, 
Buckles  in  his  fum  *f  Age* 
Some  of  violated  Vbws, 

Twixtthe  Souls  of  Friend  and  Friend, 
But  upon  thefaireft  Boughs% 
Or  at  every  Sentence  end* 
Will  /Rofalinda  write; 

Teaching  all  that  ready  to  know 
This  Ouintejfence  of  every  fpritcy 
Heaven  would  in  little  fhvp>* 
Therefore  Heaven  Nature  chargd, 

That  one  Body  Jhould  be  fill'd 
With  all  the  Graces  wide  enlarg'd; 

Nature  prefently  difiiWd 
Helen**  Cheekfy  but  not  her  Heart*. 

CleopatraV  Majefiy  j 
Atalanta'j  better  par  fy 

Sad  LucreciaV  Modtfty. 
Thus  Rofalind  of  many  parts, 
By  heav'nly  Syxpd  was  dev'ts'tL 

9f 
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To  have  the  touches  dear  eft  prized. 
Heavn  would  that  fhe  thefe  Gifts  jhould  have* 
And  I  to  live  and  die  her  Slave.  • 

Rof.  O  moft  gentle  Jtsfiter  I  what  tedious  Homily  of 
Love  have  you  wearied  youriParifhioners  withal,  and  never 
cry'd,  Have  Patience,  good  People  I 

Cel.  How  now,  back  Friends,  Shepherd  jo  off  a  little: 
Go  with  him,  Sirrah. 

Clown.  Come,  Shepherd,  let  us  make  an  Honourable  Re- 
treat, tho9  not  with  Bag  and  Baggage,  yet  with  Scrip  and 
Scrippage.  [Exit  Cpr.  and  Clpwo. 

Cel.  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  Verfes? 

Rpf.  O  yes*  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  toot,  for  4bme 
of  them  had  in  them  more  Feet  than  the  Vctks  would  bear* 

Cel.  That's  no  matter;  the  Feet  might  bear  the  Verfes. 

Rof.  Ay,  bur  the  Feet  were  lame,  and  lould  not  hear 
themfelves  without  the  Verfe,  and  therefore  ftood  Jamely  in 
theVerfe. 

Cel.  But  didft  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how  thy 
Name  fhould  be  hang'd  and  carv*d  upon  there  Trees  f 

Rof.  I  was  feven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder,  .before 
you  came :  For  look  here  what  I  found  on  a  Palm-tree ;  I 
was  never  fo  berhim'd  fince  Pjthtgorats  time,  that  I  was  an 
Irifb  Rat,  which  I  can  hardly  remember. 

Cel.  Tro'you,  who  hath  done  this? 

Rof.  Is  it  a  Man? 

Cel.  And  a  Chain  that  you  once  wore*  about  his  Neck : 
Change  you  colour? 

Rpf.  I  prethee  who  ? 

CeL  O  Lord,  Lord,  jt  is  a  hard  matter  for  Friends  to 
meet ;  but  Mountains  may  be  remov'd  with  Earthquakes, 
and  fo  encounter. 

Rof.  Nay,  but  who  is  it/ 

CeL  Is  it  poflible  t 

Rof.  Nay,  I  prethee  now,  with  moft  petitionary  vehe- 
mence, tell  me  who  it  is. 

Cel.  O  wonderful*  wonderful,  and  moft  wonderful  won- 
derful, and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that  out  of  all 
hoping. 

M4  ^Rof.. 
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Rof.  Good  my  Complexion,  doft  thou  think,  though  I 
am  caparifon'd  like  a  Man,  I  have  a  Doublet  and  a  Hofe  in 
my  difpofition  J  One  inch  of  delay  mere,  is  I  South  Sea  of 
difcovefy.  I  prethee  tell  me,  who  it  it,  quickly,  and  fpeak 
apace  f  I  would  thou  could'ft  ftammer,  that  thou  might'ft 
pour  this  concealed  Man  out  of  thy  Mouth,  as  Wint  comes 
out  of  a  narrow  mouth'd  Bottle;  either  too  much  at  once, 
or  none  at  alL  1  prethee  take  the  Cork  out  of  thy  Mouth, 
that  1  may  drink  thy  tidings.  •    • 

Gth  So  you  may  put  a  Man  in  your  Belly. 

Rof.  Is  he  of  God's  making  {What  manner  of  Man? 
Is  his  Head  worth  a  Hat/  or  his  Chin  worth  a  Beard? 

f$L  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  Beard. 

Jfrfl  Why  <Bod  will  fend  more,  if  the  Man  will  be  thank- 
ful ;  let  me  ftay  the  growth  of  his  Beard,  if  thou  delay  me 
not  the  knowledge  of  his  Chin. 

C$L  It  is  young  Orlando*  that  trip'd  up  the  Wreftler's 
Heels,  and  your  Heart,  both  in  an  inftaot. 

Rof  Nay,  but  the  Devil  take  mocking;  fpeak,  fad  Brow, 
and  true  Maid. 

Ctl.  Tfaith,  Coz,  ftis  he. 

Rof.  Orlando} 

CeL  Orlando. 

Rof.  Alas  the  day,  what  (hall  I  do  ipith  my  Doublet  apd 
Hofe  ?  What  did  he  when  thou  faw'ft  him?  What  faid  het 
How  look'd  he  f  Wherein  went  he  ?  What  makes  he  here  / 
Did  he  ask  for  me  ?  Where  remains  he  ?  How  parted  he 
with  thee  f  and  when  (halt  thou  fee  him  again  ?  Anfwer 
pae  in  one  word; 

CeL  You  mud  borrow  me1  Gargantuan  Mouth  firft;  'tis 
a  Word  too  great  for  any  Mouth  of  this  Age's  fize :  To  fay 
.  ay  and  no  to  theie  particulars,  is  more  than  to  anfwer  in  a 
Carechifm. 

Rof.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  Foreft,  and  in 
Alan's  Apparel  i  Looks  he  as  freihiy  as  he  did  the  day  he 
Wrtftled? 

Col.  It  is  as  eafie  to  count  Atoms  as  to  refqlyc  the  Pro- 
pofuions  of  a  Lover!  but  take  a  tafte  of  my  finding  him, 
and  reliih  it  with  good  obfervance.  I  found  him  under  a 
Trje  like  a  dropp'd  Acorn^ 
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r  Ref.  It  may  well  be  call'd  jwisTxtt*  when  it  drops 
forth  fuch  Fruit* 

CeL  Give  me  Audience,  good  Madam* 

Re/Z  Proceed. 

CeL  There  lay  he  ftretch'd  along  like  a  wounded 
Knight. 

Ref.  Tho*  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight*  it  well  becomes 
the  Ground.      , 

C$1.  Cry  halla,  to  thy  Tongue,  I  prethee;  it  curvets  iuk 
feafonably.  He  was  furnifti'd  like  a  Hunter. 

Ref.  O  ominous,  he  .comes  to  kill  my  Heart. 

CeL  I  would  fing  my  Song  without  a  burthen,  thou 
bring'ft  me  out  of  tune*  < 

Rof.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  Woman,  when  I  think  I 
muft  fpeak:  Sweet,  fay  on. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

CeL  You  bring  me  out.  Soft,  comes  he  not  here  t 

Ref.  'Tis  he,  flink  by,  and  note  him. 

Jaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  Company ;  but  good  faith,  I 
had  as  lief  have  been  my  felf  alone. 

Orla-  And  fo  had  I  i  but  yet,  for  falhion  fake, 
I  thank  you  too,  for  your  Society* 

Jaq.  God  bV  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can* 

Orla.  I  do  defire  we  may  be  better  Strangers. 

Jaq.  I  pray  you  marr  no  more  Trees  with  writing  Love^ 
Songs  in  their  Barks. 

Orla.  I  pray  you  marr  no  more  of  my  Verfes  with  read- 
ing them  ilt-favouredJy. 

Jaq.  Refalind  is  your  Love's  name? 

Orla.  Yes,  Juft. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  like  her  Name. 

Orla.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleating  you  when  (he 
was  Chriften'd. 

Jaq.  What  Stature  is  (he  of/ 

Orla.  Juft  as  high  as  my  Heart. 

Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  Anfwers;  have  you  not  been 
acquainted  with  Goldfomhs  Wives*  and  conn'd  them  out  of 
Kings. 

Orl*.  Not  (b  .•  But  I  anfwer  you  right,  painted  Cloth* 
from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  Queftions/ 

Jaq .  You  have  \  nimble  Wit  \  I  think  it  was  .  made  of 
\  J** 
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AtfiUntA'%  Heels*  Will  you  fit  down  with  me,  and  we 
two  will  oil  againft  our  Miftrefs  the  World,  and  all  our 
Mifeiy. 

Orla.  1  will  chide  no  Brother  in  the  World  but  *>y  felf, 
againft  whom  I  know  do  faults. 

j^.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  Love. 

Orla.  Tis  *  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  heft  Virtue  j 
I  am  weary  of  you. 

J*q*  By  my  troth,  I  was  feeking  for  a  Fool,  when  I 
fodnd  you. 

Orla.  He  is  drowa'd  in  the  Brook,  look  but  io>  and  you 
flull  fee  him. 

Jaq.  There  I  (hall  fee  mine  own  Figure. 

Orla.  Wiiich  I  take  to  be  either  a  Fool,  or  a  Cypher. 

Jaq.  I'll  flay  no  longer  with  youifarewel,  good  Signior 
Love.  [Exit. 

Or  la.  I  am  glad  ^f  your  Departure;  Adieu,  good  Mon- 
fieur  Melancholy. 

$of.  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fawcy  Laquey*  and  under 
that  Habit  play  the  Knave  with  him:  Do  you  hear,  Fortfter. 

Orla.  Very  well*  what  would  you  ? 

Rof..l  pray  you,  whatis't  a  Clock/ 

Orla.  You  fhould  ask  me  what  time  o'day;  there's  no 
Clock  in  the  Forejft. 

fipf  Than  there  is  no  true  Lover  in  the  Foreft,  elfe  ligh- 
ing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour,  would  detefil  the 
hzy  Foot  of  Time,  as  well  as  a  Clock. 

Orla.  And  why  not  the  iwift  Foot  of  Time  ?  Had  not 
that  been  as  proper? 

R<?f.  By  <no  means,  Sir:  Time  travels  in  divers  Places, 
with  divers  Perfons ;  I'll  tell  you  who  Time  ambles  withal, 
cvvho  Time  trots  withal,  who  Time  gallops  withal,  and  who 
he  ftands  ftill  withal. 

Orla.  I  prethee.  whom  doth  he  trot  withal? 

Rof.  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  Maid,  between 
tjhe  Cpntraft  of  her  Marriage,  and  the  Day  it  is  Solemniz'd: 
if  .:the  interim  be  but  a  fennight,  Time's  pace  is  fo  hard  chat 
it  feems  the  length  of  feven  years. 

Orla.  Who  ambles  Time  withal? 

Rofi  VJnh  a  Prieft  that  lacks  I,atin,  and  a  rich  Man  that 
foth  not  the  Gout;  for  the  one  fleeps  eaGly  becaufc  he  can- 
not 
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not  itudy,  and  the  .other  lives  merrily,  becaufe  be  feefc  no 
pain  :  The  one  lacking  the  burthen  of  lean  and  wtfitfnl 
Learning  \  the  other  knowing  no  burthen  of  heavy  tedious 
Penury.  Theft  Time  ambles  withal. 

OrU.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal? 

Rof  With  a  Thief  to  the  Gallows :  For  though  he  go 
as  foftly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himfelf  tod  foon  there. 

OrU.  Whom  flays  ft  ft  ill  withal  / 

Rof.  With  Lawyers  in  the  Vacation  ;  for  they  41eep  J  be- 
tween Term  and  Term,  and  then  they  perceive  not  how 
Time  moves. 

OrU.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  Youth? 

Rof.  With  this  Shepherdefs,  my  Sifter;  here  in  the  Skirts 
of  the  Foreft,  like  Fringe  upon  a  Petticoat. 

OrU.  Are  you  Native  of  this  Place? 

Rof.  As  the  Cony  that  you  fee  dwell  where  ihe  is  kind- 
led. 

OrU.  Your  Accent  is  fomething  finer,  than  you  could 
purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof.  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many;  but  indeed,  an  old  re- 
ligious Uokle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who  was  in  his 
Youth  an  Inland  Man,  one  that  knew  Coutftiip  too  wdl; 
for  there  he  fell  in  Love.  I  have  heard  him  read  many  Le- 
ctures againft  it.  I  thank  God,  I  am  not  a  Woman,  to  be 
touched  with  fo  many  giddy  Offences  as  he  hath  generally 
tax'd  their  whole  Sex  withal. 

OrU.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  Evils  that 
he  laid  to  the  Charge  of  Women  ?  A 

Rof  There  were  none  Principal,  they  were  all  like  one 
another,  as  half-pence  are,  every  one's  fault  feeming  mon* 
firous,  *till  his  fellow  fault  came  to  match  it. 

QrU.  I  prethee  recount  feme  of  them. 

Rpf.  No ;  I  will  not  caft  away  my  Phyfick,  but  on  thofe 
that  are  Sick.  There  is  a  Man  haunts  the  Foreft,  that; 
abufes  our  young  Plants  with  carving  Rofalini  on  their: 
Barks ,  hangs  Odes  upon  Hawthorns,  and  Elegies  on  Bram- 
bles ;  all,  forlboth,  deifying  the  Name  of s  Rofalind.  If 
J  could  meet  that  Fancy  monger,  I  would  give  him  fome 
g*od  Counfpl,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  Quotidian  of  Love 
Mpn  liim. 

QrU. 
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OrU.A%mht  that  is fo  Love-lhafc'd;  I  pray  you,  tell  me 
yourRcmcdy. 

Rofi  There  is  none  of  my  Unkle's  Marks  upon  you;  lie 
caught  me  how  to  know  a  Man  in  Love;  in  which  Cage  of 
Rufties,  I  am  fure  you  are  not  Prifbncr. 
Oris.  What  were  his  Marks? 

Kofi  A  lean  Cheek,  which  yoji  have  not;  a  blue  Eye  and 
fuoken,  which  you  have  not;  an  unqueftioaabJe  Spirit, 
which  you  have  not;  a  Beard  negleded,  which  you  have 
not;  but  J  pardon  you  for  that,  for  (imply  your  having  no 
Beard,  is  a  younger  Brother's  Revenue ;  Then  your  Hofe 
fhould  be  ungarter'd,  your  Bonnet  Unhanded,  your  Sleeve 
unbutton 'd,  your  Shoo  untied,  and  every  thing  about  you 
demonftrating  a  carelefs  Defolation;  but  you  are  noluch 
Man,  you  are  rather  Point  device  in  your  Accoutrements, 
as  loving  yourfelf,  than  Teeming  the  Lover  of  any  other* 

Oris.  Fair  Youth,  I  would  \  could  make  thee  believe  I 
Love. 

Rofi.  Me  believe  it?  you  may  as  foon  nuke  her  that  you 
love  believe  it,  which  I  warrant  (he  is  apter  to  do,  than  to 
confefs  (he  does;  that  is  one  of  the  Points,  in  the  which 
Women  ftill  give  the  Lie  to  their  Confciences.  But  in  good 
foorb,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  Verfes  on  the  Trees,  where- 
in Rofialind  is  fo  admired  ? 

OrU.  Ifwear  to  thee,  Youth,  by  the' white  Hand  of  Ro^ 
fslindj  I  am  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Rofi  But  are  you  fo  much  in  Love,  as  your  Rhimes  fpeak  f 

,  Orla.  Neither  Rhime  nor  Reafon  can  exprefs  how  much. 

Rofi  Love  **  meerly  a  Madnefs,  and,  I  tell  you,  <)?ferves 

as  well  a  dark  Houfe,  and  a  Whip,  as  mad  Men  do:   And 

the  reafon  why  they  are  nm  fo  puni(hvd  and  cured,  is,  that 

the  Lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the  Whippers  are  in  love 

too:  Yet  I  profefs curing  it  by  Counfel. 

QrU.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo  / 

Rofi  Yes  one,  and  in  this  manner.     He  was  to  imagine 

me  his  Love,  his  Miftrefs :  and  f  fet  him  every  day  to  woo 

me.     At  which  time  would  I,  being  but  a  moonifli  Youth, 

grieve,    be  effeminate,    changeable,    longing,    and  liking* 

proud,  fantaftic*',  apifh,  (hallow,  inconftant,  full  of  Tears 

full  of  Smiles ;  for  every  Paffion  fomething,  and  for  no  Pat 

fi#n  triply  any  thing,  as  Boys  $nd  Women  are  for  thp  moll 
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part  Cattle  of  this  Colour;  would  now  like  him,  now  loath 
Bum;  then  entertain  him,  then  forfwcar  him;  now  weep  for 
him,  then  (pit  at  him;  that  I  drave  this  Suitor  from  his  mad 
Humour  of  Love,  to  a  living  Humour  of  Madnefs,  which 
was  to  furfwear  the  full  Stream  of  the  World,  and  to  live 
in  a  ttook  meerly  Monaftick ;  and  thus  I  cur'd  him,  and 
this  way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  wafli  your  Liver  as  clear  as 
a  found  Sheep's  Heart,  that  there  ftiall  not  be  one  Spot  of 
Love  in't* 

Or  la.  I  would  not  be  cur*d,  Youth. 

Rof.  I  would  cure  you  if  you  would  but  call  me  Jb/t- 
lind*  and  come  every  Day  to  my  Cote,  and  woo  me. 

OrU.  Now  by  the  Faith  of  my  Love,  I  will}  tell  me 
where  it  is. 

Rof.  (So  with  me  to  it*  and  I  will  (hew  it  you}  and  by 
the  way  you  (hall  tell  me  where  in  the  Forcft  you  live; 
Will  you  go? 

OrU.  With  all  my  Heart,  good  Youth. 

Rof  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rofalindz  Come  Sifter,' 
will  you  go  I  [Exiunu 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  CUwny  Audrey  WJaques. 

Cb.  Come  apace,  good  Audrey.  I  will  fetch  up  your 
Goats,  Audrey  i  and  now,  Audrey  y  am  I  the  Man  yet?  Doth 
my  fimple  Feature  content  you? 

And.  Your  Features,  Lord  Warrant  us;  what  Features? 

Clo.  I  am  here  with  thee,  and  thy  Goats,  as  the  moft 
capricious  Poet  honeft  Ovid  was  among  the  Goths. 

Jaq;  O  Knowledge  ill  inhabited,  worfe  than  Jove  in  a 
Thatch't  Houfe. 

Clo.  When  a  Man's  Verfes  cannot  be  underftood,  nor  a , 
Man's  good  Wit  feconded  with  the  forward  Child,  Under- 
ftanding;  it  ftrikes  a  Man  more  dead  than  a  great  Reckon- 
ing in  a  little  Room;  truly,  I  would  the  Gods  had  made 
thee  Poetical. 

And.  I  do  not  know  what  Poetical  is  j  is  it  honeft  in 
Deed  and  Word;  is  it  a  true  thing/ 

Ct*.  No  truly;  for  the  trueft  Poetry  is  the  moft  feigning. 

and 
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and  Lovets»are  given  to  Poetry;  and  what  they  (wear  in 
Poetry,  may  be  laid  as  Lovers,  they  do  feign. 

Ami.  Do  you  with  then  that  the  Gods  had  made  me 
Poetical} 

Ch.  I  do  truly;  for  thou  fwear'ft  to  me  thou  art  honeft: 
flow  if  thou  wert  a  Poet,  i  might  have  fame  hope  thou 
didft  feign. 

And.  Would  you  not  have  me  honeft? 

CI*.  No  truly,  unlefs  thou  were  hard-favour'd  ;  for  Mo* 
nefty  coupled  to  Beauty,  is  to  have  Hdney  a  Sauce  to  Su- 
gar. 

Jaq.  A  material  Fool. 

Amd.  Welt,  I  am  not  fair,  and  therefore  I  pray  the  Gods 
make  me  honeft. 

Clo.  Truly,  and  to  c*ft  away  Honefty  upon  a  foul  Slut, 
were  to  put  good  Meat  into  an  unclean  Diflw 

And.  I  am  not  a  Slut,  though  I  thank  the  Gods  I  am 
foul. 

CI*.  Well,  praifed  be  the  Gods  for  thy  Foulnefs;  Slut- 
tifhnefs  may  come  hereafter  :  But  be  it  as  it  may  be,  I 
will  marry  thee;  and  to  that  end  I  have  been  with  Sir  Oli- 
ver Mar-texh  the  Vicar  of  the  next  Village,  who  hath  pro- 
mis*d  to  meet  me  in  this  Place  of  the  Foreft,  and  to  couple 
us. 

Jaq .  I  would  fain  fee  this  Meeting. 

And.  Well,  the  Gods  give  us  Joy.        ** 

Ch.  Amtn.  A  Man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful  Heart, 
ftagger  in  this  Attempt ;  for  here  we  have  no  Temple  but 
the  Wood,  no  Affembly  but  Horn«beaft$.  But  what  tho'/ 
Courage.  As  Horns  are  odious,  they  are  neceiTary.  It  is 
faid,  many  a  Man  knows  no  End  of  nis  Goods;  right:  ma- 
ny a  Man  hay  good  Horns,  and  knows  no  Bod  of  them. 
Well,  that  is  the  Dowry  of  his  Wife,  'tis  none  of  his  own 

getting i Horns/ even fo poor  Men  alone-— -no,  no,  tbe 

nobkft  Deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  Rafcal:  Is  the  fingle 
Man  therefore  Meffed?  No.  Asa  waird  Town  is  more  wor- 
thier than  a  Village,  fo  is  the  Forehead  of  a  married  Man 
more  honourable  than  the  bare  Brow  of  a  Batchelor ;  wvd 
by  how  much  Defence  is  better  than  no  Skill,  fo  much  is  a 
Horn  more  precious  than  to  want. 
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Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 
Here  comes  Sir  Oliver:  Sir  Oliver  Mar- text,  you  are  well 
met.    Will  you  difpateh  us  here  under  ibis  Tree,  or  (hall 
yit  go  with  you  to  your  Chappel 

Sir  OlU  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  Woman  J 

CtoM  I  will  not  take  her  o»  Gift  of  any  MaiK 

Sir  Oli.  Truly  fhe  muft  be  given*  or  tie  Marriage  knot 
lawful. 

J*q.  Proceed,  proceed  I  Til  give  her. 

Go.  Good  Even,  good  M.  Whatye  call't:  How  cfoyou 
Sir,  you  are  very  well  met:  Godild  you  for  your  lafli  Com* 
pany,  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  even  a  Toy  m  Hand  here 
Sir:  Nay}  pray  be  covered, 

Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  Motley  i 

Clo.  As  the  Ox  hath  his  Bow,  Sir,  the  Horfe  Iris  Curb; 
and  the  Falcon  his  Belts,  fo  Man  hath  his  Defire;  and  as 
Pigeons  bill,  fo  Wedlock  would  be  niblirg. 

Jaq.  And  will  you,  being  a  Mm  of  your  Breeding,  be 
married  a&der  a  Bufli  like  a  Beggar?  Get  you  to  Church, 
and  have  a  good  Prieft  that  can  tell  you  what  Marriage  is; 
this  Fellow  will  but  join  you  together  aft  they  join  Wain* 
icor,  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  (hrtink  Pannel,  and  like 
Timber,  warp,  warp. 

Clo.  I  an*  not  in  the*  Mind,  but  I  were  better  to  be-  mar- 
ried of  him  than  of  another;  for  he  is  not  like  to  marry  me 
well;  fcnd  not  being  well  married,  it  will  be  a  good  Excufe 
for  me  hereafter  to  lfeave  my  Wife. 
:  J*q*  Go  thou  with  me, 
And  let  me  counfel  thee. 

Clo.  Come,  fweet  Audrey 
We  muft  be  married,  or  we  ftjoft  live  in  bawdry  : 
Farewel  good  Mr.  Oliver ;  not  O  f  weet  OUven    O  brtve 
Oliver,  leave  me  not  behind  thee  .•  But  wind  away,  be  gone 
I  htf%  I  will  not  to  wedding  with  thee. 

Sir  Oli.  *Tis  no  mattter;  ne'er  aftntafticalKnav*  of  them 
all  Hull  flefut  me  out  of  my  Catling.  [Exetnt. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  CeliiJ 
Rof.  Never  talk  to  roe,  I  will  weep. 
Ccl.  Do  I  prethee,  but  yet  have  the  (Brace  to  confider 
that  Tears  do  not  become  a  Mao. 
Rof  But  have  I  not  Caufe  to  weep? 
Ccl.  As  good  Caufe  as  one  would  defire, 
Therefore  weep. 

Rof.  His  very  Hair 
Isofthediffembling  Colour,  }    u 

C$L  Something  browner  than  J*d*$v.  * 

Marry,  his  Kiffes  are  Judas'*  own  Children. 
Rof.  T  faith  his  Hair  is  of  a  good  Colour. 
Co I.  An  excellent  Colour: 
Your  Chcfnut  was  ever  the  only  Colour. 

Rof.  And  his  Killing  is  as  full  of  San&ity* 
As  the  touch  of  holy  Bread. 

CM.  He  hath  bought*  pair  of  chafte  Lips  of  Di4tu$9  a  Hun 
of  Winter's  fifterhood  Kiffes  not  more  religioufly ;  the  very 
Ice  of  Chaftity  is  in  them, 

Rof.  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  Mora- 
ing,  and  comes  not? 
QL  Nay,  certainly  there  is  no  Truth  in  him. 
Rof.  Do  you  think  lot 

Cel.  Yes,  I  think  he  is  not  a  Pick»purfe,  nor  a  Horf* 
,  fiealer;  but  for  His  Verity  in  Love,  I  do  think  him  as  con- 
cave  as  a  covered  'Goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  Nut. 
Rof.  Not  true  in  Love? 

Cel.  Yes,  when  he  is  in,  but  I  think  he  is  not  in. 
Rof.  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright  he  was; 
Cel.  Was,  is  not,  is;  befides,  the  Oath  of  a  Lover  is  no 
ftrongerthan  the  Word  of  a  Tapfter;  they  are  both  the 
Confirmerof  falfe  Reckonings  ;  he  attends  here  inthePoreft 
on  the  Duke  your  Father. 

Rof.  I  met  the  Duke  Yefterday,  and  had  much  queftioo 
with  hims  He  askt  me  of  what  Parentage  I  was;  I  told  him 
of  as  good  as  he;  fo  he  laugh'd,  and  let  me  go.  But  what 
talk  we  of  Fathers,  when  there  is  fuch  a  Man  as  OrU*d*i 
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CeL  O  that's  a.brave  Mao,  he  writes  brave  Verfes,  fpeak5 
brave  Words,  fwears  brave  Oaths,  and  breaks  thefii  bravely, 
quite  travers  athwart  the  Heart  of  his i  Lover,  as  a  puifhy 
Tiker,  that  fpurs  his.Horfe  but  on  one  Side,  breaks  his  Staff 
like  a  noble  Goofe  ,\  hut  all's  brave  that  Youth  mounts,  and 
Folly  guides*  .JStyliD  comes  here? 

rt'Voa  *  '*£"***  Corin. 

Cor.  Miffrels'ahd  tylafter,  ydu  have  oft  en<juirfd 
After  the  Shepherd'tKat  cojnplain'd  of  Love, 
Whom  you  jTaw-tfitting,  by  ipe  oh  the  Turf, 
Praifing  the  proud  di  (gainful  Shepherdefs 
That  was  hisMiftyefs. 

Cel.  WeU;  and  what  of 'him?1 

Cor.  If  you  will  fee  a  Pageant  truly  plaid 
Between  the  pale  Completion  of  true  Love,'  \ 
And  the  read  Glow  of  Scorn  and  proud  Difdain ; 
60  hence  a  little  and  I  ftiall  conduft  you, 
If  you  will  mark  ir.    ' 

Rof.  O  come  let  us  remove, 
The  Sight  of  Lovers  feedeth  thpfe  in  Love.* 
Bring  us  to  this  Sight,  and  you  flaall  fay 
HI  prove  a  bufie  Ador  in  th$ir  Play. .,  [Exeunt* 


S  C  EN  E    V- 

t>  ^^^i^r'Siflvius^^PKebei 

SiU  Sweet  Phefo>dd  notkotn<>mef  *do  not,  Phoki 
Say  that  you  loVte  me  riot,  b«HPfty  notfo    * 
In  bitternefs;  the  common  ExefcufionevT 
Whofc  Heart  iW  accuftbm'd  Sight  df  Dearfi  makes  hard, 
Falls  not  the  Ax  upoh  the  humbled  Neck, 
But  firft  begs  Pardon :  Will  you  fterner  be 
Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  Drops? 
Enter  Rofalind,  Celia  and  Conn. 
Phi.  I  would  not  be  thy  Executioner, 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  woiijd  not  Injure  thee :  * 

Thou  tell'ft  me  there  is  Murther  in  mine  Eyes; 
'Tis  pretty  fure,  and  very  probable, 
That  Eyes  that  are  the  frail'ft  and  fofteft  things, 
Who  (hut  their  coward  ©ates  on  Atomies, 
Should  be  calfd  Tyrarits,  Butchers,  Murtherers, 
v   Vol.  II.  N  Now* 
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Now,  I  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  Heart; 

And  if  mine  Eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kiB  thee: 

Now  counterfeit  to  fwound,  why  now,  fall  down, 

Or  if  thouonil  not,  oh  for  Shame,  for  Shame* 

Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  Eye$  are  Murthtttm 

Now  ftiew  the  Wound  mine  Eye  hath  made  In  thee* 

Scratch  thee  but  with  a  Pin,  and  there  remain* 

Sfcme  Scar  of  it;  lean  but  upog  a  Rufti, 

The  Cicatrice  and  capable  Imprcflure 

Thy  Palm  feme  Moment  keeps:  But  now  mine  Eyes 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not; 

Nor,  I  am  furf ,  is  there  no  fuch  force  in  Eyes 

That  can  do  hurt. 

Sik  O  dear  Phcbe, 
If  ever,  as  that  ever  may  be  near, 
You  met  in  fome  frtfti  Cheek  the  Power  of  fancy, 
Then  (hall  you  know  the  Wounds  invifible 
That  Love's  keen  Arrows  make. 

Pbc.  But  'till  that  time 
Came  thou  not  near  me;  and  when  that  tiffiecomesj 
Affli&  me  with  thy  Mocks,  pity  me  tiot,    . 
As  'till  that  time  I  fl*aH  rot  pity  thee. 

RoJ.  And  why  I  pray  you,  who  might  be  your  Mother 
That  you  infulr,  exulr,  and  all  at  once 
Over  the  wretched?  Wtat  though  you  few  no  Beauty, 
As,  by  my  faith,  I  fee  nomoieio  you 
Than  without  Candle  may  go  dark  to  Beds 
Muft  you  be  thereibre  proud  and  pkilefe  / 
Why  what  means  this?  Why  do  you  look  on  aw  / 
I  fee  no  more  in  you  tbao  in  the  Ordinary 
Of  Nature's  Sale- wo*  1 9od$  my  little  Life      / 
I  think  (he  means  to  tangle  mine  Eyes  too  : 
No  Faith,  proud  Miftrefs,  hope  not  after  it, 
-*  Tis  not  your  irtt;y  Brows,  your  black  filk  Hair,  J 

Your  bugle  Eye-balls,  nor  your  Cheek  of  Cream 
^That  can  entame  my  Spirits  fio  your  Wor(hlp» 
You  foolifh  Shepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 
Like  foggy  South*  puffing  with  Wind  and  Rjain, 
You  are  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  Man 
Than  (be  a  Woman.    'Tis  fuch  Fools  as  you 
TUt  makes  the  Vorld  full  of  ill-favour'd  Chidfen:  i,    *  ■ 

r  '     :Tis 
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,*lVaot  her  Glafs,  but  you  that  flatters  her, 

And  out  of  you  flie  fees  her  felf  more  proper 

Than  any  of  her  Lineaments  can  Ihow  her. 

But  Miftrefs,  know  your  (elf,  down  on  your  Knees* 

And* thank  Heav'n,  falling,  for  a  good  Man's  Love; 

For  I  muft  tell  you  firiendiy  in  your  Ear, 

Sell  what  you  can,  you  are  not  for  ail  Markets. 

Cry  the  Man  Mercy,  love  him,  take  his  Offer, 

Foul  is  mod  foul,  being  loiri  to  be  a  Scoffer : 

So  take  her  to  thee,  Shepherd,  fare  you  well. 

Phe.  Sweet  Youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  Year  together; 
I  had  fiather  hear  you  chide  than  this  Man  woo. 

Ref.  He's  fall'n  in  love  with  your  JFoulnefs,  and  ihell 
Fall  in  love  with  my  Anger.    If  it  be  fo,  as  fail 
As  (he  anfwers  thee  with  frowning  Looks,  I'll  fauce 
Her  with  bitter  Words:  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me? 

Phe.  For  no  Ill-will  I  bear  you. 

Rof.  I  pray  you  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me, 
For  I  amraifer  than  Vows  made  in  Wine; 
Befides*  I  like  you  not.    If  you  will  know  my  Houfe, 
•Tis  at  the  Tuft  of  Olivet,  here  hard  by  s 
Will  you  go,  Sifter?  Shepherd,  ply  her  hard  s 
Come  Sifter;  Shepherdefe,  look  on  him  better, 
And  be  not  proud;  tho'all  the  World  could  fee, 
None  could  be  fo  abusM  in  Sight  as  he.* 
Come  to  our  Flock.  [£**• 

Phe.  Deed  Shepherd,  now  I  find  thy  Saw  of  Might, 
Who  ever  lov'd,  that  lotfd  not  at  firft  Sight? 

SiL  imttt  Phete. 

Pbt.  Hah:  What  (ay'ft  thou,  Sihimti 
I    SiL  Sweet  Phete,  pity  me* 

Phe.  Why  I  am  fbrry  for  thee,  gentle  Sifaimi. 

SiL  Where-ever  Sorrow  is,  Relief  would  be: 
H  you  do  forrow  at  my  Grief  in  Love, 
By  giving  Love,  your  Sorrow  and  my  Grief 
Were  both  exterminTd . 

The.  Thau  haft  roy  Love*  is  not  that  neighbourly  ? 

SiL  I  would  have  you. 

Phe.  Why  that  were  Covetoufnefs. 
Silviw,  the  time  wa%  that  I  hated  thee; 
And  yet  it  is  not  that  I  bear  thee  Love; 
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But  fince  that  thou  canft  talk  of  Lovefo  well,'    .>  *j 
Thy  Company,  which  erft  was  irkfome  tome, 
I  will  endure ;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too: 
But  do  not  look  for  further  Recompcjnce, 
Than  thine  own  Gladnefs  that  thou  art  imploy'd. 

Sil.  So  holy  and  fo  perfeft  is  my  Love, 
And  fuch  a  Poverty  of  Grace  attends  it, 
That  I  ihall  think  it  a  moft  plenteous  Crop 
To  glean  the  broken  Ears  after  the  Man 
That  the  main  Harveft  reaps:  Lofe  now  and  then 
A  fcattered  Smile,  and  that  1*11  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know  'ft  thou  the  Youth  that  fpoke  to  me  e'er  wh  ile  2 

Sil.  Net  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft, 
And  he  hath  bought  the  Cottage  and  the  Bounds 
That  the  old  Car  lot  once  was  Matter  of. 

Phel  Think  not  I  love  him,  tho' 'I  ask  for  him; 
'Tis  but  a  peevifh  Boy,  yet  he  talks  well, 
But  what  care  I  for  Words  ?  Yet  Words  do  wdl, 
When  he  that  fpfcaks  them  pleafcsf  thofe  that  hear : 
It  is  -a  pretty  Youthr  n<>t  vfcry  ptetty  I  -. .  •; 

But  fure  he's  proud,  anttya his  Pride  becomeihiifrs 
He'll  make  a  proper  Msyi  {  the  beft  thing  vi  \\im  * 
Is  his  Complexion;  and  fefterdian  his  Topgue  .     . 
Did  makeiOffence,  his  Eye  didheal  it  up^       :, ,    ~ 
He  is  not  very  tall,  yet  for  hi$  Years  he's  tall  $  .  ;■_«»  . 
His  Leg  is  but  fo  fo,  and  yet  'tis  well ;  *t ...... 

7  here  was  a  pretty  ftednefs  lirhis*  Lip^        '  '  ? 

A  little  riper,  and  more-lufty  red  \ 

Than  that  mix'd  in  his  Cheek;  'twas  juft  the  Difference 

Betwixt  the  conftant  Red  and  mingled  Damask. 

There  be  fome  Women,  Silvius,  had  they  mark'd  him 

In  Parcels  a«  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 

To  fall  in  Love  with  him ;  but  for  my  p^rt  - 

I  lov'e  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not;  and  yet 

I  have  more  Caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him: 

For  what  had  he  to  dp  to  chide  at  me? 

He  faid  mine  Eyes  we*e  black,  and  my  Hair  black, 

And  now  I  am  remembred,  fcorn'd  at  me; 

I  marvel  why  I  anfwer'd  not  again, 

But  that's  all  one;  Omittance  is  no  Quittance* 

I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  Letter, 

And  thou  (halt  bear  it,  wilt  thou,  Silvia^  Google     Sil. 


«J    JU13    l^iKC     tl>.  ^f) 

Sil.  Phebe,  with  all  my  Heart. 

The.  1*11  write  it  ftraightj 
The  Matter's  in  my  Head,  and  in  my  Heart, 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  paffing  ftiort : 
Go  with  me,  Silvins.  [Exeunt. 


A  G  T  IV.     3  C  E  N  E     I. 
SCENE  the  Forejf. 

Enter  Rofalind,  Celia  and  Jaques. 

JaqJT  Prithee,  pretty  Youth,  let  be  better  acquainted 
X  with  thee. 

Rof  They  fayjyou  are  amelancholly  Fellow. 

jfaq.  I  am;/o;  I  do  love  it  better  than  Laughing. 

Rof  Thofe  that  are  in  Extremity  of  either,  are  abomina- 
ble Fellows,  and  betray  themftlves  to  every  modern  Cenfure , 
worfe  than  Drunkards. 

Jaq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 

Ro.  Why  then  'tis  good  to  be  a  Poft. 

•  Jm<j.  I4hlve  neither  the  Scholars  MiTancholIy,    which  i$ 
i  Emulation ;  nor  the  Muficuns,  which  is  fantafKcai ;  nor  the 

Courtiers,  which  is  proud;   nor  the  Soldiers,  which  is  am- 
bitious; nor  the  Lawyers,  which  is  political ;  nor  the  Ladies, 

•  which  is  nice  ; .  nor  the  Lovers,  which  is  all  thefe;    but  it  is 

•  a  Melancbolly  of  mine  own,  compounded  of  many  Simples, 
extrafted  from,  many  Objedb,  and  indeed  the  Jfundry  Con- 

•  temptations  of  Travels  in  which  my  often  Rumination  wraps 
me  in  a  mod  humorous  Sadnefs. 

Rof.  A  Traveller!  by  my-  Faith  you  have  great  Reaftn 

•  to.be  fad.*  I  f$ar  you  have  fold  your  own  Lands,  to  fee  o 
ther  Mens;  then,  to  have  feen  much,  and  to  have  nothing,  is 

•  to  have  rich  Eyes  and  poor  Hands. 

Jaq.  Yes,  1  have  gain'd  Experience. 
Enter  Orlando. 

Rof.  Arid  your  Experience  makes  Sou  feds   I  had  rather 
have  a  Fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  Experience  to  rrakeme 
fad,  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 
.  Qrt4>  G904  Day,  and  Happincft,.  dear  Rofalind. 
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J*q.  Nay,  then  God  bVy  you*  a»d  you  talk  in  bkck 
Yerfc.  ££i**.\ 

if*£  Farewe1,MonfieurTra*elJer;  look  you  Ufp,  and  wear 
((range  Suits;  difableall  the  Benefits  of  your  own  Country; 
be  out  of  love  with  your  Nativity,  and  almoft  chide  <Sod 
for  making  you  that  Countenance  you  are,  or  I  will  fcarce 
think  you  have  fwam  in  a  Gondallp.  Why  how  now  Or* 
Undo,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while?  You  a  Lover? 
And  you  fcrve  me  fuch  another  Trick,  never  come  in  my 
Sight  more. 

OrU.  My  fair  Rofalmd,  I  come  wkhin  an  Hour  of  my 
Promifc. 

Rof  Break  an  HoUi's  Promife  in  Love?  He  that  Will  di- 
vide a  Minute  into  a  thoufand  Parts,  and  break  but  a  Pait 
of  the  thoufandth  Part  of  a  Minute  in  the  Affairi  of  Love,  it 
may  be  fa  id  of  him,  that  Cupid  hath  daft  him  o'th* 
Shoulder,  but  I'll  warrant  him  Heart-whole. 

Qrldu  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofklmd. 

Rof.  Nay,  and  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
Sight*  1  had  as  lkt  be  woo'd  of  a  Snail* 

Orla.  Of  a  Snail? 

Rof.  Ay,  of  a  Snail  j  for  tho*  he  comps  (lowly,  he  carries 
hisHoufeonhisHead:  A  better  Jointure,  I  think,  than  you 
.  make  a  Womin;  bfcfides  he  brings  his  Deftiny  with  him. 

Orla.  What's  that? 

Rof.  Why  Horns;  Whith  fuch  as  you  art  ftin  to  behol- 
ding to  your  Wives  for;  b  t  he  comes  armed  in  his  For- 
tune, and  prevents  the  Slander  of  his  Wife. 

Orla.  Virtue  is  no  Horn-maker;  and  my  Rofatind  is  vir- 
tuous. 

Rof  And  I  am  your  Rofdind* 

CeL  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  fo;  but  he  hath  *  Rofidimd 
of  a  better  Leer  than  you. 

Rof.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me  ;  for  now  I  am  in  a  Holy- 
day  Humour,  and  like  enough  to  con  fen  t:  Whit  would 
you  fay  to  me  now,  and  I  were  your  very,  very  Rtjk* 
li»d. 

Orla.  I  would  kifs  before  I  fyoie* 

Rof  Nay,  you  were  better  tyeak  firft,  ahd  wfctn  you 
were  graveled  for  lack  af  matter,  you  ttigjtt  tike  Ocpafion 
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to  kifs*  Very  good  Orators,  when  they  are  out,  they  will 
(pit ;  and  for  Lovers  lacking,  God  warn  us,  matter,  the 
ckaalicft  Shift  is  to  kifs. 

OrU.  How  if  the  KOs  be  deoiedl 

Rofi  Then  (he  p^tt  you  to  Entreaty,  and  there  begins 
new  Matter, 

OrU.  who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved  Mi- 
ftrefs? 

Rof.  Marry  thatfhould  you  ifl  were  yourMiftrefs,  or  I 
(hould  think  my  Honcfty  ranker  than  my  Wit* 

Orla.  What,  of  my  Suit? 

R*jl  Not  out   of  your  Apparrel,  and  yet  out  of  your 
Suit. 
Am  not  I  your  Refalindi 

Orla.  I  take  fome  Joy  to  fay  you  are,  becaufe  I  would  be 
talking  of  lur. 

Rofi  Well,  in  her  Perfon,  I  fay  I  will  not  have  you. 

Orla.  Then  in  mine  own  Perfon  1  die. 

Rof.  No  faith,  die  by  Attorney;  the  poor  World  is  al- 
mod  fix  thouiand  Years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there  was 
not  any  Man  died  in  his  own  Perfon*  videlicet,  in  a  Love 
Caufe:  Troilus  had  his  Brains  da(h'd  out  with  a  Grecian 
Club,  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before,  and  he  is  one 
of  the  Patterns  of  Love.  Leander%  he  would  have  liv'd  many 
a  fair  Year,  tho'  Hero  had  turn'd  Nun,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
t  hot  Midfuramcr-night ;  for,  gobd  Youth,  he  went  but 
forth  to  waft  in  the  HelUff**t>  and  being  taken  with  the 
Cramp,  was  drown'd  $  and  the  foolifti  Chroniclers  of  that 
Age  found  it  was  Hero  of  Sefios.  But  thefe  are  all  Lies, 
Men  have  died  from  time  to  time,  and  Worms  have  eaten 
them,  but  not  for  Love* 

Orla.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Ro/ilmd  of  this  Mind, 
for  I  proteft  her  Frown  might  kill  me. 

Rof.  By  this  Hand  lit  will  not  kill  a  Flie ;  but  com*  now 
I  will  be  your  Kofalind  in  a  more  comtng-oa  Difpofition ; 
and  ask  what  you  will*  I  will  grant  it. 

Orla.  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Yes  Faith  will  I,  Fridays  and  S*twd*jst  and   alL 

OrU.  And  wilt  thou  have  mt  \ 

R*f  Ay,  and  twenty  fuch* 

N  4    v  OrU, 
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Orla.  Whit  faiftthau?       t  ;'    •  ;. 

Kof.  Are  you  not  good?' 

Orla.  I  hope  fo. 

Rof.  Why  then,  can  one  dcfire  too  much  of  a  good 
thing  ?  Come,  Sifter,  yotf  (hall  be  ^the  Prieft,  and  marry 
us.  Give  me  your  Hand,  Orlando  :  What  do  you  fay 
Sifter. 

Orla.  Pray  thee  marry  us. 

Cel.  I  cannot  fay  the  Words,  .  ' 

Rof  You  muft  begin,  Will  yofi  Orlando. 

CeU  Go  to  j  will  you  Orlando  have  to  Wife  this  Sojkm 
lindi  '         " 

Orla.  I  will, 

Rof  But  when. 

Orla.  Why  now,*  as  faft  as  (he  can  marry  usi 

Rof.  Then  you  njuft  fay,  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for 
Wife-  "  :  "• 

Orl4.  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for  Wife.      •     . 

Rof.  I  might  ask  you  Y6r  yoyr  Commiflion, 
But  I  do  take  thee  Orlando  for  my  Hikband  :  Th    crea 
Girl  goes  before  the  Prjeft,  and  certainty;  a  Woman's  Thought 
runs  before  her  Afitioits. 

Orla.  So  do  all  Thoughts }  they  are  wrng'd. 

Rof  Now  tell  roe*  how  long  you  would  have  her,  after 
you  have  poffeft  he!r  "v     - 

Orla.  For  ever  and.  a  Day.  *     r  V    ;    :i : 

Rof.  Say  a  Day  without  the  ever:  ,No,  no,  Orlando,  Men 
are  April  when  they  woo,:  Decern  far  when  they  wed :  Maids 
are  May  when  they  are  Maids,  but  the  Sky  changes  when 
they  are  Wives;  I  will  be  more  j  albus  of  thee  than  a  Bar b*rj 
Cock-Pigeon  over  his  Hen,  more  clamorous  than  a  Parrot  a- 
*  gainft  Rain  ;  more  new-fangled  :than  an  Ape  ;  more  giddy  in 
myDefires  than  a  Monkey;  I  will  weep  for  nothing  like 
Viava  in  the  Fountain,  and  I  will  do  that  when  you  ^e 
difpctfd-  to'  be  merry;  I  will  laugh  like  a  Hyen,  and  that 
when  thou  art,  inclin'd  to  fteep. 

Orla.  But  will,  my  Rofalind  do  (6?     r 

Rojf  By  my  Life  ffie  iriYL  do  as  I  do. 

Orla.  O  but  (he  is  wife. 

£of  Or  elfe  ihe  could  $ot  hava  the  Wit  to  dg  this;  the 

wifer, 
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wifer,  the  waywarder  :  Make  the  Doors  uptttii  W&man's 
Wir,  and  it  will  out  at  the  Cafement  ;  (hut  that,  and  'twill 
out  at  the  Key-hole;  ftop  that,  it  «JH.  fly  with  the  fmoak 
out  at  the  Chimney, 

Or  la.  A  Man  that  had  a  Wife  withfuch  a  Wit,  he  might 
fay,  Wit  whither  wilt? 

Rof  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  'till  you  met 
your  Wife's  Wit  going  to  your  Neighbour's  Bed/ 

Orla.  And  what  Wit  could  Wit  have  to  excufethat? 

Rof  Marry  to  fay,  (he  cametofeek  you  there  :;YOu  fhall 
never  find  her  without  her  Aqfwer,  luulefs  you  take  her 
without  her  Tongue*  O  that  Woman,  that  ca&irtt  make  her 
fault  her  Husband's  occafion,  let  her  never  nurfe  her  Child 
her  felf,  for  flie  will  breed  it  like  a  Fool. ...    .*.    \ 

Orla.  For  thefe  two  hours,  Rojalind^  I  will  leave  thee* 

Rof.  Alas,  dear  Love,  I  cahnot  kirk  thee  two  hours. 

Orla.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  Dinqer*  by  two  a  Clock  I 
will  be  with  thee  againi       .  .  '     .        ,    , 

,  Rof.  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  you*  ways ;  I  knew  what  you 
.  would  prove,  my  Friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I  thought 
no  lefs;  that  flatttering  Tongue  of  yours  won  me;  'tis  but 
one  caft  away,  and fo  come  Death:  Twbo'th'  Clock  isjyour 
hour!  "    "      '  """    "  "  • 

Orla.  Ay,  fweet  Rofalind. 

Rof.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earned,  and  fo  God 
mend  me,  and  by  all  the  pretty  Oaths  that  are  not  dangerous, 
if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  Promife,  or  come  one  minute 
behind  your  hour,  I  will  thick  yo\i  tJie  mod  pathetical  Break- 
Promife,  and  the  mod  hollow  LoveVj  and  the  moft  unworthy 
of  her  you  ci\\Rofalind,  that  may  be  chofen  out  of  the  grofs 
Band  of  the  Unfaithful;  therefore  beware  my  Cenfure,  and 
keep  your  Promife. ' 

Orla.  With'  no  lefs  Religion,  than  if  thou  wert  indeed 
my  Rofalind ;  fo  adieu. '  * 

Rof  Well,  Time  is  the  o!d  Juftice  that  examines  all  fuch 
Offender?,  and  let  Tjme  try.     Adieu.  ^  [Exit  Orla. 

CeL  You  have  (imply  mifus'd  our  Sex  in  your  Love-prate  \ 
we  muft  have  your  Doublet  and  Hofe  plucked  over  your 
Head|  jnd  fliew  the  World  what  the  Bird  hath  done  to  her 
*  own  Neft. 

Digitized  by  GiOOQ  iC 


6  jo  As  you  Like  it 

'  Mefi  O  Co%  Cos,  Coz,  my  pretty  little  Co*,  that  thou 
didft  know  bow  many  fahom  deep  I  am  in  Love  }  but  it  can- 
Jot  be  founded:  My  Affe&ion  hath  tn  unknown  bottom, 
like  the  Bay  of  Portugal. 

CH.  ©r  rather  bottomleft,  that  as  faft  as  you  pour  Affe* 
ftfon  in,  it  runs  out. 

Rof.  No,  that  feme  wicked  Baftard  of  J'fcww,  that  war 
begot  of  Thought,  eonceiv'dof  Spleen,  and  born  of  Mad- 
nefi,  that  blind  rafcally  Boy,  that  abufes  every  ones  Eyes, 
becauft  his  own  are  out,  let  htm  be  Judge,  how  deep  I 
am  in  Love  ;  111  tell  thee,  Alima*  I  cannot  be  out  of  the 
fight  of  Orlando  i  HI  go  find  a  Shadow,  and  figh  'till  he 
come. 

QL  And  I'll  fleep.     ,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II. 

Eneef  Jtques,  Lords*  audFarefters. 

Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  kili'd  the  Deer? 

Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

Jaq •  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  Duke  like  a  Roman  Cofi-^ 
queror,  and  it  would  do  well  to  let  the  Deer's  Horns  upon 
his  Head,  for  a  branch  of  Vuftory  J  have  you  no  Song,  Fo^ 
refter,  for  this  purpofe? 

For.  Yes,  Sir.  * 

Jaq.  Sing  it :  Th  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune^  fo  it 
jpake  noife  enough* 

Mufick,  Song. 
Whatjhall  he  have  that  kUCd  the  Deeri 
His  Leather  Ski*  **d  Horns  to  wear  ; 
Thenfif%  him  heme,  the  reft  jhall  tear  this  burthen  l 
Jaks  the*  nafwn  to  wear  the  Hufn* 
ft  was  a  Creft  e%er  thou,'v>*ft  hom9 
Jhf  Fathers  Father  were  it* 
^ind  thy  Father  fore  it* 
The  Horn%  the  Horn%  the  lofty  thru* 
fs  net  a  thing  to  laugh  te  Scorn*  [Exewte.      \ 

SCENE  #    i 
Google 
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SCENE    E 

Entir  Rofalifld  dnd  Ceh>. 

£•/;  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paft  mo  a  Clock? 
And  here  much  0rUnd$9 

CeU  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  Love  aftd  troubled  Braio; 
£*r*r  Sylvius, 
He  hath  ta'en  his  Bow  and  Arrows,  and  is  gone  forth 
To  flccp:  Look  who  comes  here. 

SyL  My  Errand  is  to  you,  fail*  Youth,    v 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this? 
I  know  not  the  Contents,  but*  as  I  guefe, 
By  the  ftern  Brow,  and  wafpifti  A&ion 
Which  (he  did  ufe  as  (he  was  Writing  of  it» 
It  bears  an  angry  tenure;  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltlefs  Meffengtr. 

Rof.  Patience  her  felf  would  ftaitle  at  this  Letter; 
And  play  the  Swaggerer  %  bear  this*  bear  all. 
She  fays  I  am  not  fair,  that  I  kck  Manners, 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  (he  could  not  love  me 
Were  Man  as  rare  as  Phenix :  'Od's  my  will> 
Her  Love  is  not  the  Hare  that  1  did  hunt, 
Why  writes  (hefo  to  me  ?  Well,  Shepherd,  well, 
This  is  a  Letter  of  your  own  device. 

Sjl.  No,  I  proteft,  I  know  not  the  Contents, 
Phebe  did  write  ir.  ^ 

Rof.  Come,  come,  you  are  a  Foo)» 
And  turn'd  into  the  extremity  of  Love, 
I  faw  her  Hand,  (he  has  a  leathern  Hand, 
A  Free-ftone coloured  Hand;  I  verily  did  think 
That  her  old  Gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  Hands  j 
She  has  a  Hufwife's  Hand,  but  that's  bo  matter} 
I  fay,  (he  never  did  invent  this  Letter, 
This  is  a  Man's  Invention,  and  fris  Hand^ 

SjL  Sure  it  is  hers, 

ReJ?  Why,  *tis  a  boifterous  and  a  cruel  Stile, 
A  Stile  for  Challengers  \  why,  (he  defies  me, 
Like  7#r{to  Chriftian;  Woman's  gentle  Braid 
pQuId  not  drop  forf h  fuch  giant  rude  Invention, 

Such 
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Such  Ethiop  words,  backer  in  their  Effcft 

Than  in  their  Countenance;  will  you  hear  the  Letter? 

SyL  So  pleafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  PhebSs  Cruelty. 

Rof.  She  Phebes  me;  mark  how  the  Tyrant  writes. 
[Reads.]  Art  thou  God,  to  Shepherd  turnd, 
That  a  'Maiden's  Heart  hath  burn'd  ? 
Can  a  Women  rail  thus. 

SyL  Call  you  this  Railing  t 

Rof.  [Reads.]  Why,  thj  Godhead  laid, apart, 
War  ft  thou  with*  Woman  $  Heart  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  Railing?  s 

Whiles  the  Eje  of  Man  did  woo  me$ 
That  could  do  no  Vengeance  to  me. 
Meaning  me  a  Rcali. 
If  the  Scorn  of  'jour  bright  Eyne 
-Have  power  to  raife  fuch  Love  in  mine, 
Alack^  in  me ,  what  flrange  effeft  p 

Would  they  work-in  mild  Afpett  I  ; 

Whiles  you  chidei  me,  I  did  love, 
How  then  might  jour  Prayers  move  ? 
He  that  brings  this  Love  to  thee. 
Little  knows  that  fjove  in  me;  - 

And  bj  him  fcMuf  thy  Mind, 
Whether  that  thy  Touth  and  Kind 
Will  the  faithful  Offer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make; 
Or  elfe  by  him  mj  Love  denj,^ 
And  then  Vll  fludj  how  to  die. 

SyL  Call  you  this  chiding? 

Cel.  Alas. '  poor  Shepherd  /  * 

Rof.  Do  you  pity  him?  No,  he  deferves  no  pity:  Wilt 
thou  love  fuch  a  Woman?  What  to  make  thee  an  Inftru- 
ment,  and  play  falfe  Strings  upon  thee?  Not  to  be  endured. 
Well,  go  your  way  to  her,  for  I  fee  Love  hath  mad*  thee 
a  rame  Snake,  and  fay  this  to  her,  That  if  flie  love  me,  I 
charge  her  to  love  thee:  If  flie  will  not,  I  will  never  have 
her,  unlefs  thou  entreat  for  her..  .  If  you  be  a  true  L&ver,  i 
hence,   and  not  a  word?  for  here  coi^es  pure  Company,    1 

•%  /  .   .  [Exit  Syl. 
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Enter  Oliver, 
OIL  Good  morrow,  fair  ones:  Pray  you,  if  you  know. 

Wherfe  in  the  Purlews  of  this  Foreft  ftands 

A  Sheep-cbat,  fene'd  about  with  Olive-trees. 

Ccl    Weft  of  this  place  down  in  the  Neighbour  bottom, 

The  rank  of  Ofiers,  by  the  murmuring  Strewn       ,     . 

Left  on  your  Right-hand,  bring  you  10  th*  placet 

But  at  this  hour  the  Houfedoth  keep  it  fell, 

There's  none  within. 

OIL  If  that  an  Eye  may  profit  by  a^Tengue, 

Then  fhould  I  know  you  by  Defeription*  «  '     <J 

Such  Garments,  and  fuch- Years;  The  Boy  is  feir> 

Of  female  Favour,  and  beftowrhimfelf  -•"  * 

Like  a  ripe  Sifter :  But  the  Woman  krty' >  • 

And  browner  than- her  Brother.     Attfnoe  you 

The  Owner  of  the  Houfe  I  did  tnqafre  for? 

CeL  U  is  no  boaft,  being  asfc'd,  to  fay  we  are.  ■-*••  - 
OIL  Orlunde  doth  commend  him  rt>  you  bdtb, 

And  to  that  Youth  he  calls;  his  Rofdind,  '    «  « 

He  lends  this  bloody -Napkin.     Ar*  you  He/ 
Rof.  I  am;  what  muft'we  underftaftd*<by  this f 
OIL  Some  of  my  Sharp?,  if  you  will'fenbw  of  me 

What  Man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,*  and  .where 

This  Namdkerchief  %fe*  ftain'd.  '  ;  /:  :r, 
CeL  I  pray  you  fell  it  J  -  ;  ^  <  '  .  ;I 
OIL  When  laft*t1ft-y«ifig  Or/^d^arttdfrfcm  you, 

He  left  a  promife  to  retard  again  '  -vn  J" 

Within  an  hour-,  and  pacing  through  the'Foreft, 

Chewing  the  Food  of  fweet  and  bitter  Fancy, 

Lo  what  befel !  be  threw  his  Eye'  afid*,  - 

And  mark  what  Qbjtft  did  prefent  it  felf 

Under  an  old  Oak,  whofe  Boughs  were  mofs'd  with  Age, 

And  high  Top  bald  with  dry  Antiquity ; 

A  wretched  ragged  Man,  o'er-grown  with  Hair, 

Lay  flecping  on  his  Back;  about  his  Neck 

A  green  and  gilded  Snake  had  wreath'd  it  felf,        / 

Who  with  her  Head,  nimble  in  threats,  approached 

The  opening  of  his  Mouth }  but  fuddenly 

Seeing  Orlando^  it  unlink'd  it  felf, 

And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 
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Into  a  Buflii  under  whofe  Butties  fliade  . 

A  Lioncft »  with  Uddeft  all  drawn  dry, 

Lay  couching  Head  on  Ground,  with  Carlike  watch 

When  that  the  (leaping  Man  ihould  ftir;  for  'cts 

The  Royal  DMpofition  of  that  Beaft 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  fctm  u  dead; 

This  feen,  QrUad*  did  approach  the  Mao, 

And  found  it  was  bis  Brother,  his  elder  Brother. 

G/.  O I  have  heard  him  ipeak  of  chat  lime  Brother, 
.And  he  did  render  him  the  moft  unnatural, 
^hat  liv'd  amongft  Men. 

OU.  And  weU  he  might  fodo,  .  • 

For  well  I  know  lie  was  unnatural* 

K*f.  Eiut  to  OrUmdo ;  did  he  leave  hiffa  there 
Food  to  thefuck'd  and  hungry  Lionels: 

t>/#.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  Back*  and  purposed  fo: 
But  Kindwfc  nobler  ever  than  He venge, 
And  Nature  ftronger  than  his  jull  Occasion, 
Made  him  give  Battel  xo  the  Xionefs* 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him,  in  which  hurtliqg 
From  mtferahle  Slumber  I  awak'd* 

CtL  Are  you  his  Brother? 

Rof.  Was't  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

Ccl.  Was't  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him  ? 

OU.  *Twas  I;  but  'tis  not  I ;  I  do  not  (hame 
To  tell  you  what  1  wis,  iance  my  Conversion 
So  (weedy  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am* 

Hof.  But  for  the  bloody  Napkin? 

OU.  By  and  by. " 
When  from  the  heft  to  la(t»  betwixt  us  two, 
Tears  our  recoumments  had  moft  kindly  bath'd, 
As  how  I  came  into  that  defart  Place. 
In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Duke, 
Who  gave  tne  frefti  An  ay  and  Entertainment, 
Committing  me  unto  my  Brother's  Love# 
Who  led  me  jnflantly  unto  his  Cave, 
There  ftrip'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  Arm 
The  Liorefs  had  torn  fome  FJefli  away, 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled;  and  now  he  fainted, 
And  cry'd  in  fainting  upon  Rofdlind. 

Brief, 
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Brie£  I  recovered  him,  bdiind  up  bis  Wound, 
And  after  fome  fmall  fpace,  being  ftrong  at  Heart* 
He  fent  me  hither,  Stranger  as  I  amf 
To  tell  this  Story,  that  you  might  excufe 
His  broken  Promife,  and  to  give  this  Napkin^ 
Dy'd  in  his  Blood,  unto  the  Shepherd  Youth, 
That  he  iii  fport  doth  call  his  R*f*lini% 

CcL  Why,  how  now  G*nimed>  fweet  GdklmodX 

OU.  Man/  will  fwoon  wljen  they  do  look  on  Blood, 

CcL  There  is  no  more  in  ft;  Coufin  Gtmmcdl 

Oli.  Look,  he  recovers. 

Rtf.  I  would  I  were  at  host. 

CcU  We'll  lead  you  thither* 
I  pray  you  take  him  by  the  Arm. 

OU.  Be  of  good  cheer*  Youth;  you  a  Man? 
.You  lack  a  Man's  Heart, 

R*f.  bio  fo>  I  confefs  it. 
Ah,  Si«t  a  body  would  think  this  was  weU  counterfeited, 
I  prav  you  tell  your  Brother  how  well  I  counterfeited : 
Heigh-ho. 

Oli.  This  was  not  counterfeit,  there  is  too  great  Ttfti* 
mony  in  your  Complexion,  tlut  k  was  paflion  of  Earntft. 

Rof.  Counterfeit,  I  affure  you. 

OU.  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit  to  he 
a  Man. 

Ib/T  So  I  do :  But  i'faith,  I  Jhould  have  been  a  Wqpaan 
by  right. 

Cel.  Qome,  you  look  paler  and  paler;    pray  you  draw 
homewards;  good  Sir,  go  with  us. 

Oli.  That  will  I  r  for  1  muft  bear  anfwer  back. 
How  you  excufe  my  Brother,  Rofilind. 

Rof.  I  (halldevife  fomething;  but  I  pray  you  commend 
any  counterfeiting  to  him:  WhI  you  go/  [£*****• 
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ACT    V.    SCENE   I. 
S  C  E  K  E  the  Foreft. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Clo.\\TU  fliall  find  a  time,  Audrey  i  patience,  gentle 
W    Andref.  : 

And.  Faith*  the  Prieft  was  good  enough,  for  all  the  old 
Gentleman's  faying. 

do.  A  moft  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey,  a  mod  vile  Mar- 
text.  But  Audrey ',  there  is*  Youth  litre  in  the  Foreft  lays 
claim  to  you. 

And.  Ay,  I  know  who  'tit;  he  hath  no  Intereft  in  me  in 
the  World; 'here  comes  the  Man  you  mean. 
Enter  William. 

Go.  It  is  Meat  and  Drink  to. me  to  fa  !a  Clotw&»  by  my 
troth,  we  that  have  good*  Wits  have  much  to  Jiwer  for: 
'  we  ft  all  be  flouting  y  we  cannot  held.     -* 

Will.  Good  Ev'n,  Audrey. 

Aud.  tfed  ye  good  EvV,  William.  « 
•  Will.  And  good  Ev'n  to  you,  Sir. 

Clo.  Good  Ev'n,  gentle  Friend.  Cover  thy  Head*  cover 
thy  Head ;  nay,  prethee  be  cover'd.  Mow  old  are  you. 
Friend  ? 

Will.  Five  and  twenty,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  Age:  Is  thy  Name  Williaml 

WtlL  William,  Sir.  > 

Clo.  A  fair  Name.     Was't  bomi'th'  Foreft  here? 

Will.  Ay,  Sir,  I  thank  God. 

Ch.  Thank  God:  A  good  Anfwer: 
Art  Rich? 

Will.  'Faith,  Sir,  fo,  fa. 

Clo.  So,  fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  good;  and 
yet  it  is  not  $  it  is  but  fo,  fo. 
Art  thou  wife?     • 

Will.  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  a  pretty  Wit.  ' 

Clo.  Whv,  thou  fay'ft  well:  I  do  now  remember  a  Say- 
ing, The  Fool  doth  thi*  k  he  is  wife,  but  the  Wife  Man 
knows  himfelf  to  be  a  Fool.     The  Heathen  Philofopher, 
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when  he  bad  a  Defirc  to  eat  a  Grape,  would  open  his  Lips 
when  he  put  it  into  his  Mouth,    meaning  thereby,  that 
Grapes  were  made  to  ear,  and  Lips  to  open. 
You  do  love  this  Maid  I 

Will.  I  do?  Sir* 

Clo.  Give  me  your  Hand:  Art  thou  learned? 

miL  No,  Sir, 
*  Go.  Then  learn  this  of  me ;  To  have,  is  to  have.  For  it  it 
a  Figure  in  Rhetqrick,  that  Prink  being  poured  out  of  a 
Cup  into  a  ©lafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty  the  other* 
For  all  your  Writers  do  confent,  that  ip/i  is  he :  Now  you 
are  not  dj>Ji;  for  I  am  he. 

Will.    Which  he,  Sir? 

Clo.  He,  Sir,  that  muft  marry  this  Woman  \  therefore  youh 
Clown,  abandon }  which  is  in  the  Vulgar,  leave  the  Society  } ' 
which  in  the  Boorilh,  is  Company,  of  this  Female;  which 
in  the  Conmon,  is  Woman;  which  together*  is,  abandon  the 
Society  ^khis  Female;  or.  Clown,  thou  peri  ft  eft  j  or  to 
thy  betterUnderftanding,  died;  or,  to  wit,  I  till  thee,  mike 
thee  away,  tranflate  thy  Life  into  Death,  thy  Liberty  into 
Bondage ;  I  will  deal  in  Pbyfoft  with  thee,  or  in  Baftinado, 
<or  in  Steely  I  will  bandy  with  thee  m  Faftion,  I  will  o'er* 
run  thee  with  Policy,  I  will  kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty 
ways;  therefore  tremble  and  depart. 

AmJU  Do,  good  William* 

JfitU  (Bod  reft  you  merry,  Sir*  [Exiti 

Enttr  Corin, 

Cor.  Our  Mafter  and  Miftrefs  fcekyou  %  come  away*  a* 
way. 

CU.  Trip  Anirty  trip  A*drtj\  I  attend, 
{attend.  [E^nu 

SCENE    Ht 

Enter  Orlando  and  Olive?. 

OrU.  Is't  poffible,  that  ort  ib  little  Acquaintance  yo* 
Khould  like  her?  That,  but  feeing,  you  Ihould  love  her? 
And  loving.  Woo?  and  wooing,  (he  fhould  grant  f  Arfl  will 
you  perfeverc  to  c  to  joy  her  ? 

Oli.  Neither  call  the  Giddinefs  of  it  in  qileftior*    the 
Poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  Acquaintance,  my  hidden  Wooing, 
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nor  herfudden  coofeming-,  but  lay  »^.1  "24^ 
fay  with  her,  that  (he  loves  me*  confent  with  both,  that  we 
Sy enjo  eachother;  it  (hall  be  to  your  V*******; 
the*  Houfc,  and  all  the  Revenue,  that  was  old  Sir  *w- 
fart,  will  I  eft«e  upon  yon,  and  here  live  and  die  a  Shep. 

£»wr  Rofattnd.  , 
.    Orfa.  You  have  my  Confent. 
Let  your  Wedding  be  to  Morrow  J  thither  wijl  I 
loviK  the  Duke,  and  all's  evented  Followers : 
60  you,  and  prepate  jilimdi  for  look  you, 
Here  comes  my  Rifalind. 

Rtf.  God  (ave  you,  Brother. 

Ori*.  And  you,  fair  Sifter.  ..-■,* 

Rtf.  Oh  my  dear  OrUuuU,  how  «  gneves  me  to  fee  thee 
wear  thy  Heart  in  a  Scarf.  ^> 

Or/«.  It  is  my  Arm.  .    ,  ,  jm  ..    . 

^  I  thought  thy  Heart  had  been  wounqWwith  the 

Oewsof  aLion.  . 

Orfa.  Wounded  it  >'»,  hut  with  the  Eytf  of  a  Lady. 
^   Jto/:  Did  your  Brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to 
%wound,  when  he  flbew'd  me  your  Handkerchief  i 
OrU.  Ay,  and  greater  Wonders  (ban  that. 
Rof.  O,  I  know  where' you. are:  fiiyt  'us tme:  There 
was  never  anv  thing  fo  fuddep,  but  the  Ffeht  of  two  Rams, 
and  Gear's  f  hrafonical  Brag,  «€  I  came,    faw,  and  over* 
came :  For  your  Brotbor,aod  »y  Sifter,  no  fooner  met,  but 
theyJook'd;  no  fooner  Jook'd,  but  they  lovd;  no >fooner 
lov'd,  but  they  figh'dj  no  fooner  figh'd,  bur  they  ask  d  one 
mother  the  Reafon;  no  fooner  knew  the  Reafon,  but  they 
fought  the  Remedy  i  and  in  the fe  Degrees  have  they  made 
a  Pair  of  Stairs  to  Marriage,  which  t»-ey  will  climb  mcon- 
tinenr,  or  elfe  be  incontinent  before  Marriage;    they  are  in 
the  very  Wrath  of  Love,    and  they  wiH  together.    Clubs 
cannot  part  them.  ,        .„ , . . 

Orfa  They  (hall  be  married  to  Morrow  $  and  1  will  hid 
the  Duke  to  the  Nuptial.     But  O,    how  bitter  a  thing  it  is  1 
to  lock  into  Happincf*  through  another  Man's  Eyes  \  by  fo 
much  the  more  (hall  I  to  Morrow  be  at  the  Height  of  Fkart- 
Hi  avinefs,  by  how  much  I  ihall  think  my  Brother  happy,j 
in  having  what  he  wifties  for.  ' 
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.  ? '/*  )f hy  then  to  Mo'«>w  I  cannot  ferve  your  Turn  for 

Mo/altnd: 

OrU.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking* 

Rof.  I  will  weary  you  then  do  longer  with  idle  Tatting, 
tuiow  of  me  then,  for  now  I  fpeak  to  tome  purpofe,  «hat  I 
know  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  good  Conceit.  I  foeak  ooc 
this,  that  yqu  a»oul49ear*goodOp^nionofmyKlMwledge^ 
ln^omuch,  I  fay,  I  know  what  you  are;  neither  do  I  labour 

».  W  Eftccm  than  may  in  ^e  ****'  Mwfwe  draw 
a  Belief  from  you  to  do^wftlf  gopd,  and  not  to  grace 
me.  Believe  then,  if  youplesfe,  that  I  can.  do  ftraogethiogs  j 
i  nave,  fmce  I  was  three  Years  old*  convert  with  a  Magi- 
cianj  aoft  profquod  in  his  Art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If 
you  do  Jove  Kqf*l*»d  fo  near  the  Hear?,  as  your  Gefture 
ewes  it  out,  when  your  Brother  marries  jQien*  you  (ball 
many  her.  I  know  into  what  Streigbts  of  Fortune,  ihe  is 
driven,  and  it  is  not  impoffible  to  me,  if  it  appear  notin- 
conveni«to  you,  to  let  her  before  your  Eyes  to  Morrow; 
Human  as  (be  i^  and  without  any  Danger. 

Orl*  Speak'ft  thou  in  fqber  Meanings*; 
.     X*f,  By  my  Life  I  dq,  which  J  tender  deariy,  tho'  I  by 
I  am  a  Magician".:  Therefore  put  you  in  your  befl;  Array? 
bid  your  Friends:  For  if  you  wijl  be  married  to  Morrow, 
you  ihiU,  and  to  Roftkndt  if  you  will. 

£nrw$Uvius*ifc/Pheh#. 
Look,  htre  comes  a  Lover  of  mine,  and  a  Lover  of  hers, 

Pb*.  Youth,  you  haw  done  me  much  ungentkrefs, 
To  Ihew  the  Letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

X»f.  I  care  not  if  I  Jiave :  It  is  my  Study 
To  teem  defpiteful  and  ungentle  to  you: 
You  are  there  follow^  by  a  faithful  Shepherd  J 
Look  upon  him,  love  himr  he  worships  you. 

Pht.  Good  Shepherd,   tell  this  Youth  what  'tis  to  love, 

SiL  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  Sighs  and  Tears, 
4ndt|  am  I  for  Phtk*. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Gan'mtd. 
Qjrl4.  And  I  for  RtfiUmd. 
M«f..  And  I  for  no  Woman. 
Sii.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  Faith  and  $cjrvice> 
And  to  am  I  for  Pbtbc. 
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Phe. ;  And  I  for  Gammed* 

Orla.  And  I  for  RofaUnd. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  Woman. 

SiU  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  Fantafies 
AH  made  of  Paffion,  and  all  made  of  Wi(hes. 
All  Adoration,  Duty  and  Obfervance, 
All  Homblenefs,  all  Patience,  and  Impatience, 
All  Purity,  all  Trial,  all  Obfervance  j 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  fo  am  I  for  (jammed. 

Orla.  And  fo  am  I  for  RofaUnd. 

Aof.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  Woman.  f 

Phe.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you? 

5/7. 'If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you? 

Orla.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

Rof.  Who  do  you  fpeak  to,  Why  blame  you  me  to 
love  you?  a 

Or/a.  To  her  that  is  not  here,  nor  dcth  not  hear. 

Rof.  Pray  you  no  more  of  this;  'tis  like  the  Howling  6f 
Irijh  Wolves  againft  the  Moon  j  I  will  help  you  if  I  can;  I 
would  love  you  if  I  could  :  To  Morrow  meet  me  all  toge- 
ther \  I  will  marry  you,  if  ever  I  marry  Woman,  and  III 
be  married  to  Morrow  ;  I  will  fatisfy  you,  if  ever  I  fatisfy'd 
Man,  and  you  (ha1!  be  married  to  Morrow  ;  I  will  content 
you,  if  what  pleafcs  you  contents  you,  and  you  fliall  be 
married  to  Morrow.  As  you  love  RofaUnd  meet,  as  you 
love  Phebe  meet,  and  a>  IJove  no  Woman,  I'll  meet.  So 
fare  you  well?  I  have  left  you  Commands.       .     , 

A7.FJ1  not  fail,  if  I  Kre.   .   : 

Phe.  Nor  L 

Orla.  Nor  I.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    DI. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Clo.  To  Morrow  is  the  joyful  Day,  Audrey :  to  Morrow 
will  we  be  married- 

uiud.  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  Heart;  and  I  hope  it  is 
rodilhoneil  Defire,  to  defiie  to  be  a  Woman  of  the  World. 
Here  ccme  *wb  of  the  banifli'd  Duke's  Pages. 

Enter 


As  .yot*  JJke  it. ,  CC\ ,. 

Enter  two  Pages.     . 
i  Page*  Well  met,  honeft  Gentleman.  < 

CU.  By  my  troth  well  met :  come,  fit,  fir,  and  a  Song. 
2  Page.  Wcare  for  you,  fit  iW  middle.  ?    •   • 
i  Jftip.  Shall  we  clap  intcrt  roucdly,  without  hauking,  or 
fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe,  which  are  the  only  Pro- 
logues to  a  bad  Voice.; 

j  Page.  F faith,  i'faith,  and  both  in  a  Tune,  like  two  Gjpfies 
on  a  Horfe. 

SONG. 

It  was  *  Lover  and  his  Lafs, 

With  a  hey9  And  a  h&,  and  a  hey  nonino} 
That  o'er  the  green  Corn-field  didpafs    k  x 
In  the  Spring  time ;  the  onty  pretty  rang  timex 
)  When  Birds  do  Jing,  hey  ding  a  dfng*  ding\ 

Sweet  Levers  love  the  Spring. 

h    *       And  therefore  take  the  prefeni  time, 

With  a  hej9  And  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino\ 
For  Love  is  crowned  with  the  prime,  \ 
In  the  Spring  time,  &c. 

Between  the  Acres  of  the  Rye$  .  J    .     ' 

WStk  i  hey.  and  a  ho,  dnd  a  hey  nonino  ; 

Tteje  pretty  Country -folks  would  lye, 
In  the  Spring  time,  &c. 

The  Carrol  they  began  that  hour, 

With  a  hey  and  a  ho,  and,  a  hey  nonino; 

How  that  a  Life  was  but  a  Flower \ 
In  the  Spring  time,  &c. 

do.  Truly  young  Gentlemen,  though  there  was  no  great 
matter  in  -the  ditty,  yet  the  Note  was  very  uiitunabfe. 

i  Page.  You  are  deceivM,  Sir,  we  kept  time,  we  left  not 
our  time. 

do.  By  my  troth,  yes:  I  count  it  but  time  loft  to  heat 
fuch  a  foolifti  Song.  God  b'w'y  you,  and  God  wend  yOUi 
Yokes,    Come,  Audrey.  [Exeunt* 

O 3  SCENE 
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SCENl      IV. 

Enter  Duke  Senior,   Aaaicnf,  Jaqnes,  Otlartdo,   Ofiv<*i 
Md  Celia. 

Duke  Sen.  boft  thou  belteve,  Orlando*  that  the  Boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  bath  promifed  f 

'Orl*.  I  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not; 
As  thofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear.' 
Enter  Rofalind,  Sylvius,  and  Phebe. 

Rof.  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  Cojnpaft  is  urg'd : 
You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  RefaUnd,  \Jo  the  Duke. 

you  will  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here  t 

Duke  Sen.  That  would  I,  hid  I  Kingdoms  to  give  with  her 

Rof.  And  you  fay  you  wfllliave  her  when  I  bring  her? 

[To  Orlando. 

OrU.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  Kingdom*  jfrog. 

Rof.  Yju  fay  you'll  Marry  me,  if  I  be  willing.  \ToVht* 

The.  That  will  I,  (hould  I  die  the  hour  after* 

Rof.  But  if  you  do  refufe  to'  marry  me, 
You'll  give  your  felf  to  this  moft  faithful  Shepherd. 

The.  So  is  the  Bargain. 

Rof.    You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Hebe,  H  (he  wfll  /  [To  SyL 

SjL  Tho'to  tiave  her  and  Death  were  both  one  thing. 

Rof.  I  liave  promis'd  to  make  all  this  matter  even;. 
Keep  ypii  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  yourDtaghter; 
You,  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  Daughter: 
Keep  you  your  word,  Phebe,  that  you'll  marry  me ; 
Or  elW  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  Shepherd. 
Keep  your  word,  Sylvius,  that  you'll  marry  her, 
If  ihe  refufe  me;  and  from  hencfe  I  go 
To  make  thjfe  Doubts  all  even.  [Exit  Kofi  andCdk. 

Dul(e  Sen.  I  do  reroembsr  in  this  SbepheidTBoy, 
Some  lively  touches  of  njy  Daughter's  Favour* 

Orla.  My  Lord,  the  firft  time  that  I  ever  faw  him, 
Methought  he  was  a  Brother  to  your  Daughter; 
Bur,  my  good  Lord,  this  Boy  is  Foreft  born, 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  Rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  Studies  by  his  Uncle, 
Who  he  reports  to  be  a  great  Magician, 

)     Enter  Clown  and  Audrey.    , 
Obfcured  in  the  Circle  of  this  Foreft.  Digitized  J*q. 
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J*f>  There  is  fare  another  Flood  toward,  and  thefe  Cou- 
ples are  coming  tp  the  Ark.  Here  comes  a  pair  of  very 
flraoge  Beafta,  which  in  all  Tongues  are  call'd  Pools. 

Cl§.  Salutation  and  Greeting  to  you  all. 

y*q*  Good  my  Lord,  bid  him  welcome:  This  is  the 
Motley-minded  Gentleman  that  I  have  fo  often  met  in  the 
Foreft  ;  He  hath  been  a  Courtier  he  fwears. 

Qo.  If  any  Man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to*  my  Purga- 
tion ;T  have  trod  a  Meafure,  I  have  flatter'd  a  Lady,  I  have 
been  politick  with  my  Friend,  fmooth  with  mine  Enemy,  I 
have  undone  three  Tailors,  I  have  had  four  Quarrels,  and 
like  to  have  fought  one. 

3%.  And  how  was  that  ti'en  up? 

CU.  'Faith  we  met,  arid  found  the  Quarrel  Was  upon  the 
feventh  Caufe.  N 

J*q .  How  the  feventh  Caufe  I  Good  my  Lord,  like 
this  FeHow. 

Dmfy  Sen.  I  like  htm  very  very  well. 

Chm  God'ild  you;  Sir,  I  defire  you  of  the  like:  I  prefs  in 
here,  Sir,  ataongfl  the  reft  of  the  Country  Copulatives,  to 
fwear,  apd  to  fbrfwear,  according  as  Marriage  ;>inds,  and 
Blood  breaks:  A  poor  Virgin,  Sir,  an  ill-favour'd  thing,  Sir, 
bat  mine  own,  a  poor  Humour  of  mine,  Sir,  to  take  that 
that  no  Man  elfe  will.  Rich  Honefty  dwells  like  a  Mifcr, 
Sir,  hr  a  poor  Houft,  as  your  Pearl  in  your  Oyfter. 

Duke  Sen,.  By  my  Faith,  he  is  very  fwift  and  fentcntious.' 

Ctt.  According  to  the  Fool's  bolt,  Sir,  and  fach  dulcet 
Difeafes. 

Jaqf  But  for  the  feventh  Caufe  j  how  did  you  find  the 
Quarrel  on  the  feventh  Caufe  ? 

Ch.  Upon  a  Lie  feveh  times  removed ;  ( bear  your  Body 
more  feeming,  Andrej)  as  thus,  Sir*,  I  did  diflike  the  Cut  of 
a  certain. Courtier's  Beard;  he  fent  me  word,  If  I  faid  his 
Beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the  mind  it  was  t  This  is 
call'd  the  Retort  Courteous.  IfTftnthim  word  again,  it 
was  well  cut,  he  would  fend  me  word,  her  cut  it  to  pleafe 
himfelf.  This  is  call'd  the  Quip  Modeft.  If  again,  it  was 
not  well  cut,  he  dilabled  my  Judgment  :  Thisis  call'd  the 
Reply  Churlifli.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cur,  he  would 
aofwer,  I  fpake  not  true :  This  is  call'd  the  Reproof  Valiant. 
If  again,  it  was  not  weH  cut,  he  would  fay,  I  lie  t  This  is 
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trall'd  the  Countercheck  Quarrelfome  }  And  fo  the  Lie  Cir- 
cymftantial*  and  the  Lie  Direft. 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay  his  Beard  was  not  well 
cut/ 

Cfo.  I  durft  go  no  further  than  the  Lie^Circumftanttal; 
nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  Hie  Direft  $  and  fo  wemeafarti 
Swords,  and  parted* 

Jay.  Can  you  nominate  io  order  now  the  degrees  of  the 
Udi 

Clo.  Ot  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  Print*  by  the  Book}  as  yoa 
have  Books  for  good  Manners,  tviil name. you  the  Degrees* 
The  firft,  the  Retort  Courteous ;  the  (econd,  the  Qpip  Mo- 
deft  \  the  third,  the  Reply  Churlifh;  the  fourth,  the  Re* 
proof  Valiant;  the  fifth*  the  Countercheck  Quarrelibme; 
the  fixth,  the  Lie  with  Circumftance;  the  feventh,  the  Lie 
Dired.  All  thefe  you  tray  avoid,  but  the  Lie  direft;  and 
you  may  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If.  I  knew  when  feven 
Juftices  could  not  take  up  a  Quarrel,  but  when  the  Parties 
were  met  theffiielves*  one  of.  them  thought  but  of  an  If;  as, 
If  you  faid  fo,  then  I  faid  fo  *,  and  they  ftiook  Hands,  and 
fwore  Brothers.  Your  If  is  the  only  Peacemaker  ;  much 
yirtue  in  If. 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  Fellow,  my  Lord  i  He's  good  at 
any  thing,  and  yet  a  Fool. 

Duke  Sen.  He  ufes  his  Folly  likeaStalking-Horfe,  and  UP* 
der  the  Prefentation  of  that  he  (hoots  his  Wit. 

Enter  Hymen,  Rofalind  in  Woman's  Qotks%  and  Cdia. 
Still  Mufick. 
Hym.  Then  is  there  Mirth  in  Heav*n+ 
When  earthly  things  mad*  even 

Jitone  together.  < 

Good  Duke  receive  thy  Daughter^ 
Hymen  from  Heavn  brought  hert 

Tea,  brot^ht  her  hither, 
That  thoa  might'ftjoin  her  hand  with  hih 
Whofe  Heart  within  his  Bofim  is. 

Rof.  Toyoulgivemyfelf}  for ,1  am  yours.  \To  the  D*k*. 

To  you  I  give  my  felf;  for  I  am  yours.  [To  Orlando. 

Dnkev  Sen.  If  th^re  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  jay  Daughter. 

OrU. 
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Orla.  If  there  be  truth  iq  fight,  ydu  are  nty  RofaUnA. 
Phe.  If  CgHtand  (hapebetrucj  why  then  iny  LoVe  ftdieuj 
Rof.  Til  have  no  Father,  if  you  be  not  he  j 
I'll  have  no  Husband,  if  you  be  not  he ; 
Nor  n*eer  wed  Woman,  if  you  be  not  ftie* 

Hjm.  Peace  boa ;  I  bar  Confufion  : 
fTis  I  muft  make  conclufion 
Of  thefe  moft  ftrange  Events: 
Here's  eight  that  muft  take  Hands*  •  , 

To  join  in  Hymen's  Binds i  • 

If  Jruth  holds  true  Contents.  J  *  .   , 

You  and  you  no  Crofs  fliall  part}  .■'-■*  ;y 

You  and  you  are  Heart  in  Heart;  v>v 

You  to  bis  Love  mult  accord,    '  .    ; 

Or  have  a  Woman  to  your  Lord*  l 

You  and  you  are  Ture  rogether,  y 

As  the.  Winter  to  foul  Weather  t 

Whiles  a  Wedlock -Hymh  we  fing^ 

Feed  your  felvA  with  queftiotomg*  •    • 

That  Reafon,  Wonder  may  diminifli;  ; 

How  thus  me  met,  and  thefe  things  finifln  \ 

SONG,  ( 

.  Wedding  is  great  Juno's  prowny 
"   O  bleffed  Bond  of  Board  and  Bed!     . 
9Tis  Hymen  Peoples  ev'ry  Town, 
High  Wedlockjhen  it  honoured  t 

1  Honour i  high  Honour  and  Renown 
To  Hymen,  God  of  every  Town. 

Bukf  Sen.  O  my  dear  Neicc,  welcome  thou  art  to  me> 
liven  Daughter,  welcome,  in  no  lefs  degree. 

Phe.  I  will  not  eat  any  word,  now  thou  art  iftine. 
Thy  Faith,  pay  Fancy  to  thee  doth  combine. 

Enter  Jaques  de  Boyes„ 
,    Jaq.  de  B.  Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word  or  two  \ 
I  am  the  fecond  Son  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 
That  bring  thefe  .tidings  to  this  fair  Affembly. 
Duke  Frederick  hearing  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  Worth  reforted  to  this  Foreft, 
Addrefs'd  a  mighty  Power  which  wtre  on  foot 
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In  bis  own  Conduft,  purpofcly  to  like 
His  Brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  Sword : 
And  to  the  Skirts  of  this  wild  Wood  he  came* 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  Religious  Man, 
After  feme  queftion  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  Eoterprize^and  from  the  World  * 
His  Crown  bequeathing  to  his  banifti'd  Brqcher, 
And  all  their  Lands  reftor'd  to  them  wain 
That  were  with  him  Exil'd.    This  to  oe  true, 
1  do  engage  my  Life* 

D*kg  Sen.  Welcome,  young  Man: 
Thou  offcr'ft  fairly  to  thy  Brothers  Wedding; 
To  one  his  Lands  with-held,  and  to  the  other 
A  Land  it  felf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedom. 
Firft,  in  this  Foreft,  let  us  do  thofc  Ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot: 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  Number 
That  have  endur'd  fhrewd  Days  and  Nights  with  us 
Shall  (hare  the  good  of  our  returned/ Fortune, 
According  to  th^  meafure  of  their  States. 
Mean  time,  forget  this  new-fall*n  Dignity, 
And  fall  into  our  Ruftick  Revelry  : 
Flay  Mufick,  and  you  Brides  and  Bridegrooms  alf. 
With  Meafure  heap'd  in  Joy,  to  th'Meafurers  fall. 

Jaq.  Sir,  by  your  patience  :  If  I  heard  you  rightly, 
The  Duke  hath  put  on  a  Religious  Life, 
And  thrown  into  negled  the  pompous  Court. 

Jaq.  de  B.  He  hath. 

Jaq*  To  him  will  I :  Out  of  thefe  Convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learn'd. 
You  to  your  former  Honours  I  bequeath,        [T$  the  Dukjc 
Your  Patience,  and  your  Virtue  well  deferves  it: 
You  to  a  Love  that  your  true  Fairh  doth  merit ;     [To  Or  la. 
You  to  your  Land,  and  Love,  and  great  Allies;      [7*  Oil. 
You  to  a  long  artd  welKdeferwd  Bed;  f_7#  Syl. 

And  you  to  Wrangling ;  for  thy  loving  Voyage  \T*  the  Clew*. 
Is  but  for  two  Months  vi&iuli'd:  Soto  your  Pleafures: 
I  am  for  ottar  than  for  Dancing  Meafures. 

Duke  Sen.  Stay,  J*tj*es>  ftay. 

Jaq.  To  fee  no  Paftimr,  I:  What  you „ would  hivr, 
I'll  ftay  to  know  at  your  abandoned  Cave.  [Er/f. 
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Daks  Sen.  Proceed,  proceed*  we  will  begin  thefe*  Rites' 
As  we  do  trutt  they'll  end  in  true  Delights. 

Rof.  It  is  not  the  Fafhion  to  fee  the  Lady  the  Epilogue; 
buc  it  is  no  more  unhand fome  than  to  fee  the  Lord  the  Pro- 
logue. If  it  be  true,  that  geod  Wine  needs  no  Bmfjj,  'tis 
true,  that  a  good  Play  needs  no  Epilogue.  Yet  to  good 
Wine  they  do  ufe  good  Buftus;  and  good  Plays  prove  the 
better  by  the  help  of  good  Epilogues.  What  a  cafe  am  I 
in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  Epilogue,  nor  cannot  infi- 
nite with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a  good  Play/  I  am  not  fur- 
nifh'd  like  a  Beggar;  therefore  to  beg  will  not  become  m<% 
My  way  is  to  Conjure  you,  and  111  begin  with  the  Women. 
I  charge  you,  O  Women,  for  the  love  you  bear  to  Men, 
to  like  as  much  of  this  Play  as  pleafes  you  .•  And  I  charge 
you,  O  Men,  for  the  love  you  bear  to  Women ,  as  I  per- 
ceive by  your  Simpring,  none  of  you  hates  them,  that  be- 
tween you  and  the  Women,  the  Play  may  pleafe.  If  I  were 
a  Woman,  I  would  kifs  as  many  of  yeu  as  had  Beards  that 
pleas'd  me,  Completions  that  lik'd  me,  and  Breaths  that  I  de- 
fy*d  not:  And,  I  am  Aire,  as  many  as  have  good  Beards,  or 
good  Faces,  or  fweet  Breaths,  will  for  my  kind  Offer,  when 
I  make  Courtfie,  bi4  me  farewel.  [Exeunt. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ LC 


Digitized  by  LiOOQ IC 


v 


Digitized  b) 


focle 


THE 

T  A  M  I  N  G 

OF    THE 

SHRE  W 


COMEDY. 


I 


■■    * 


Printed  in  the  Year   1709. 


Googk 


Digitized  by  VjOOQLC 


Dramatis  FcrTonx.- 


A    LordyMfore  whom  the  Flay  isfuppos*dto  be 
t\  plaid. 

Chnftopfaero  Sly,  a  drunkent inker. 
Hoftefs. 

*Pagey   Flayers,   Hunt/men,   and  other  Servants 
attending  on  the  Lord. 

The,?er/bnf  of  the  Tlay  it  fttlf** 

Baftifta,  Father  to  Kztb&tina  and  Bunch*,  very 

rich. 
Vincentio,  an  old  Gentleman  ,0^  Pifa. 
Lucentio,  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  Love  with  Biznchx 
Petruchio,  a  Gentleman,  of  Verona,  a  Suitor   to 

Katharina. 

Gremio,      y  Pretenders  to  Biancha. 
Horteniio,    >.. 

ISlo,    ^Servants  to  Ucentio. 

Grumio,  Servant  to  Petruchio. 
Pedant,  an  old  Fellow  fet  up  to  perfonate  Vin- 
centio 
Katharina,  the  Shrew. 
Biancha,  her  Sifter. 
Widow. 

Taylort  Haberda/hers,  with  Servants  attending  on 
Baptifta  and  Petruchio. 

SCENE  in  the  latter  End  of  the  third,  and 
beginning  of  the  fourth  AB  in  Petruchio'/ 
Houfe  in  the  Country  \  for  the  reft  of  the  Play 
in  Padua. 


Digitized  by 


w'wwwwwwwwwwmwww 


m 


1 he*! awing  of  the  Shrew. 


A  GT  I    SCENEI 

Enur  Hoftefs  and  Sly. 

S  L  r. 

XL  pheeze  you,  in  Faith. 
Heft.  A  Pair  of  Stocks,  you  Rogue. 
Sly.  Y'are  a   Baggage , .  the  Sites   are  no 
Rogues,     Look  in  the  CbrtmicUs%  we  came 
with  Richard  Conqueror ;  therefore  Fattens 
pallabris,  let  the  World  Qide:  Seffa. 
Hoft.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  Glaflcs  you  have  burft{ 
Sly.  No,  not  a  Deoiere:  Goby  S.  Jcronimj>  go  to  thy 
cold  Bed,  and  wa«n»  thee. 

Hefr.  I  knowjpiy  Remedy ;  I  muft  go  fetch  the  Head- 
borough.  [Exit* 
Sly.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  Borough,  I'Uanfwer  him  by 
Law;  I'll  not  budge  an  loch.  Boy }  let  him  come,  and  kind- 
ly.                                                                 ll*U$*jU<f. 

Wind  Horns.  Enter  a  Lord  from  Hunting*  mth  s  Train. 

L§rd.  Huntfman,  I  charge  thee  tender  well  my  Hounds, 
Brach  Aterrimsx,  the  goor  Cur  is  imboft, 
And  couple  Clrwder  wkh  the  deep~mowh'd  Brach. 
Saw'ft  thou  not,  Boy,  how  Siher  made  it  good 
At  the  Hedge  Corner,  in  the  coldeft  Fault  } 
I  would  not  lofe  the  Dog  for  twenty  Pound. 

Hmn.  Why,  fielmanhis  good  as  he,  my  Lord; 
He  died  upon  it  at  the  meereft  Lofs, 

And 
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And  twice  to  Day  pick'd  out  the  dulleft  Scept ;  {J 

Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  Dog.  U 

Lord*  Thou  art  a  Fool,  if  Eccho  were  as  fleet,  ^ 

I  would  eftcem  him  worth  a  Dozen  fuch. 
But  (up  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all,  \ 

To  Morrow  t  intendto  hunt  again.    * 

H*n.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Lard.  What's  here;  one  Dead,  or  Drunk/  See,  doth  he 
breathe? 

z  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.  Were  he  not  warm'd  with 
.,  Ale,  this  were  a  Bed  but  cold  to  fleep  (b  foundly.^ 

Lord.  O  monftrous  Beaft!  hdw  like  a  S^ine  he  lyct/" 
Grim  Death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thine  Image  1 
Sirs,  I  will  prafiife  on  this  drunken  Man. 
What  think  you  if  he  wereconyey'd  to  Bed, 
Wrapt  infweet  C loath*:  Rings  put  upon  his  Finger; 
A  rooft  delicious  Banquet  by  his  Bed, 
And  brave  Attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes; 
Would  not  the  Beggar  then  forget  himfetf  ?  * 

i  Hun.  Believe  me,  Lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 

%  Hun.  It  would  feem  ftrange  unto  him  when  he  wak'ej. 

Lprd.  Even  as  a  flatt'ring  Dream,  or  worthlefs  Fancy, 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  Jeft: 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  faireft  Chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  Piftures; 
Balm  his  foul  Head  in  warm  oiftilled  Waters, 
And  burn  fweet  Wood  to  make  the  Lodging  fweet. 
Procure  me  Mufick  ready  when  he  wakes, 
Tp  make  a  Dulcet  and  a  Heav'nly  Sound; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight, 
And  with  a  low  fubmiffive  Reverence, 
Say,  what  is  it  your  Honour  will  command  j 
.  Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  Bafon 
Full  of  Rofe-water,  and  beftrew'd  with  Flowers* 
Another  bear  the  Ewer;  a  third  a  Diaper, 
And  fay,  will  pleafe  your  Lord  (hip  cool  your  Hands!  ) 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coftiy  Suit, 
And  ask  him  what  Apparel  he  will  wear; 
Another  tell  him  of  his  Hounds  and  Horfe, 
And  that  his  Lady  mourns  at  his  Difeafe; 
•  Perfuade  him  th»t  he  hath  teen  Lunatick, 

And 
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And  when  he  fays  he  is  poor,  fay  that  he  dreams,; 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  Lord  : 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  Sirs;. 
It  will  be  Paftime  paffing  excellent, 
If  it  be  husbanded  with  Modefty. 

i  Hun.  My  Lord,  I  warrant  you  we  will  pity  our  Parr, 
As  he  fliall  think  by  our  true  Diligence,  . 

He  is  no  left  than  what  we  fty  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him ; 
And  each  one  to  his  Office  when  he  wakes.  ' 

[Sound  Trumpets. 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  Trumpet  'tis  that  founds,- 
Belike  fbme  noble  Gentleman  that  means, 
Travelling  fome  Journey,  to  repole  him  here. 

Enter  Servant, 
How  now?  Who  is  it? 

Ser.  An'tpleafe  your  Honour*  Players  *•*..' 
That  offer  Service  to  your  Lord  ft  ip.         '    t    •* 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  near:  ». 

Entir  Plajifrs. 
Now  Fellows,  you  are  welcome." 

Play.  We  thank  your  Honour. 

Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  ftay  with  me  to  Night  ? 

a  Play.  Sopfeafe  your  Lord  (hip  to  accept  our  Duty. 

Lord.  With  all  my  Heart.    This  Fellow  I  remember, 
Since  once  he  play'd  a  Farmer's  eldeft  Son  j 
TTwas  where  you  woo'd  the  Gentlewoman  fo  well:         ] 
I  have  forgot  your  Name;  but  fure  that  Part 
.Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  performed. 

Sim.  I  think  'twas  Soto  that  your  Honour  means. 

Lord.  'Tis  very  true,  thou  didft  it  excellent: 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time, 
The  rather  for  I  have  fdme  Sport  in  Hand, 
Wherein  your  Cunning  can  affift  me  much. 
There  is  a  Lord  will  hear  you  play  to  Night; 
*  But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  Modefties, 
Left  over  eying  of  his  odd  Behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  Honour  never  heard  a  Play,) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  Paffioit,     » 
And  fo  offend  him:  "For  I  tell  you,  Sirs, 
If  you  (hould  faifle,  he  grows  impatient, 
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Why.  Few  ndt.  Ay  Lord*  we  can  contain  our  fclves, 
Were  he  the  verieft  Antitk  in  the  World. 

LwrJL  Go  Sirrah,  take  thtm  to  {be  Buttery, 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  ibe  Boafe  awards. 

[fir*  *w  aw* £  ;&*  PAgw;. 

Sirrah,  gd  ydu  to  Banfohme*  my  Page, 

And  fee  him  dreft  in  all  fttifl  like  a  Lady : 

That  done,  conduft  hito  to  the  Drunkard's  Chamber, 

And  till  him  Madam*  do  him  Obeifance. 

Tell  him  from  me*  as  hi  will  win  my  Love, 

He  beat  femfelf  with  honourable  A&ioo, 

Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  Ladies 

Unto  their  Lords,  by  theol  aecomplifhed; 

Such  Duty  to  the  Dfuftkardlet  him  do, 

With  foft  low  Tongue*  and  lowly  CoufteGe; 

And  fay;  What  is't  your  Honour  will  command, 

Wherein  your  Lady,  and  your  humble  Wife, 

May  (hew  her  Duty,  add  make  known  her  Lore ; 

And  then  With  kind  Einbraf  amenta,  tempting  Kiffcj, 

And  with  declining  Head  into  his  Bofoa, 

Bid  him  (bed  Tears,  as  being  overjoy'd 
•  To  fee  her  noble  Lord  reftor'd  to  Health, 

Who  for  this  feven  Years  hath  efteem'd  himfttf 

No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  Beggar : 

Add  if  the  Boy  have  ndt  a  Woman's  Gift 

To  rain  a  Shower  of  ftoAmatided  Tears* 

An  Onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  Shift, 

Which  in  a  Napkin  being  dole  convey'd, 

Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  wltry  Eye* 

See  this  difpatch'd  with  a!)  the  hafte  thou  canft, 

Anon  Ml  give  thee  mote  lftftru&iom,  *         [Exit  Sirvut* 

I  know  the  Boy  will  well  Ufufrp  the  Grace* 

Voice,  Gate,  and  Aftion  of  a  Gentlewoifcin* 

I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  Drunkard,  Husband, 

And  how  my  Meri  will  ttty  themfelves  from  Laughter, 

When  they  do  Homag*  to  this  fimple  Pea&nt ; 

I'll  into  counfel  them:  Haply  toy  Ptefence 

May  well  abate  the  over-fnerry  Spleen, 

Which  otherwise  &6uld  grow  into  Entreims. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  67 1 

Enter  Sly  with  Attendants,  feme  with  Apparel,    Bafin  and 
Ewtry  and  other  Appurtenances. v 
Sly.  For  God's  fake  a  Pot  of  (mail  Ale. 
1  Scrv.  Willt  pleafe  yourLordthip  drink  a  Cup  of  Sack? 
t  Serv.  WiU't  pleafe  your  Honour  taftc  of  thefe  Con- 
fer ves/ 

I  Serv.  What  Raiment  will  your  Honour  wear  to  Day? 
Sly.  I  am  Chriftophcro  Slj>  call  not  me  Honour,  nor  Lord- 
Ihip:  I  ne'er  drank  Sack  in  my  Life?  and  if  you  give  me 
any  Conferves,  give  me  Conferves  of  Beef:  Ne'er  ask  me 
what  Raiment  111  wear,  for  I  have  no  more  Doublets  thai 
Backs,  no  more  Stockings  than  Legs,  nor  no  more  ShoOes 
than  Feet;  nay  fometimes  more  Feet  than  Shoots,  or  fuch 
Shooes  as  my  Toes  look  through  the  over-leather. 

Lord.  Heav'n  ceafe  this  idle  Humour  in  your  Honour* 
Oh  that  a  mighty  Man  of  fuch  Dcfccnt, 
Of  fuch  Poffeffion?,  and  fo  high  Efteem,  ' 

Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  Spirit. 

Sly.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad  ?  Am  not  I  Gtr/- 
ftephero  Slj,  old  SI fs  Son  of  B*tton*htatb>  by  Birth  a  Pol- 
ler* by  Education  a  Card-maker,  by  Tranfmutation  a  Bear- 
herd,  and  now  by  prefent  Profeflion  a  Tinker.  Ask  Mar* 
rian  Hacker,  the  fat  Ale-wife  of  Wincet%  if  (he know  me  pot  -7 
if  (he  fay  I  am  not  fourteen  Pence  on  the  Score  for  Sheer 
Ale,  fcore  me  up  for  the  lyinglt  Knave  in  .Chrifteudom. 
What  I  am  not  beftraught:  here's  .   . ».   . 

1  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Lady  mourn. 
%  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Servants  droop. 
Lord.  Hence  comes  it  that  your  Kindred  (hun  your  Houff, 
As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  Lunacy. 
Oh  noble  Lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  Birth,    x 
Call  home  thy  ancient  Thoughts  from  Baniihmcfit, 
And  bani(h  hence  thefe  abjeft  lowly  Dreams : 
Look  how  thy  Servants  do  attend  on  thee, 
Each  in  his  Office  ready  at  thy  Beck. 
Wilt  thou  have  Mufick?  Hark,  Appollo  plays,        [Mttfifk: 
And  twenty  caged  Nightingales  do  fing. 
Or  wilt  thou  fleepl  Well  have  thee  to  a  Couch, 
S  )fcer  and  fweeter  than  the  luftfiil  Bed 
On  purpofe  tritnm'd  up  for  Semiramis. 
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Say  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beftrow  the  Ground: 
Or  wilt  thou  ride?  Thy  Horfes  (hall  be  trapp'd, 
Their  Harnefi  ftuddeJ  all  with  Gold  and  Pearl. 
Doft  thou  love  Hawking  ?  Thou  haft  Hawks  Ml  foir 
Above  the  Morning  Ltik. '  Or  wilt  thou  hunt, 
Thy  Hounds  Bull  make  the  Welkin  arifwer  them, 
And  fetch  ftirill  Eccocs  from  the  hollow  Earth* 

1  Man.  Say  thqu  wilt  courfe,  thy,  Grayhounds  are  as  fwift 
As  breathed  Stags;  ay,  fleeter  than  the  Roe. 

2  Man.  Doft  thou  love  Pi&ures/  We  willfetch  theeltraight 
jidonit  panted  by  a  running  Brook,  ' 

And  Citherea  all  in  Sedges  hid, 

Which'  fcem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  Breath, 

Even  as  the  waving  Sedges  play  with  Wind. 

Lord.  Well- (hew  thee  lo,  as  (he  was  a  Maid, 
And  how  (he  was' beguile  J  and  furpris'd, 
As  lively  painted  as  he  Detd  was  done. 

j  Man.  Or  Daphne  roming  through  a  thorny  Wood,        ) 
*r.>:chint:  her  Legs,  that  one  fliall  fwearfiie  bleeds; 
And  at  the  Sight  (hall  fad  Apollo  weep; 
So  workman  )y  the  Blood  and  Tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  Lord,  and  nothing  but. a  Lord: 
Thou  h-ft  a  Lady  far  more  beautiful, 
[Than  any  Woman  in  this  waining  Age. 

i  Man.  And  'till  the  Tears  that  (he  hath  (hed  for  thee, 
Like  enyious  Floods,  o'er-run  her  lovely  Face, 
She  was  the  faireft  Creature  in  the  World, 
And  yet  (he  is  inferior  to  none.  .  .. 

Slj.  Am  I  a  Lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  Or  have  I  dream'd  'till  now  ? 
I  do  not  deep;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak; 
I  fmell  fweet  Savours,  and  I  feel  foft  Things; 
Upon  my  Ltfe  I  am  a  Lord  indeed, 
And  not  a  Tinker,  nor  Chrijlophero  Slj. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  Sight,-.. 
And  once  again  a  Pot  o'th*  fmalleft  Ale. 

a  Ma*.  Wil't  plea fe  your  M ightinefs  to  wafti  your  Hancjs? 
Oh  how  we  joy  tp  fee  your  Wits  reftor'd, 
Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are? 
Thefe  fifteen  Years  you  have  been  in  a  Dream, 

Or 
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Or  when  you  wak'd,  you  wak'd  as  if  you  flepr. 

Sly.  Tfacfe  fifteen  Years  I  by  my  Fay,  a  goodly  Nap  : 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  tine  ? 

1  Man.  Qh  yes,  my  Lord,  but  very  idle  Words. 
For  tho'  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  Chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  Door, 
And  raird  upon  the  Hoftcftf  of  the  Houfe, 
And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  Leer, 
Becaufe  fhe  bought  Stone  Jugs,  and  no  feal'd  Quarts: 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hackee. 

Sly.'  Ay,  the  Woman's  Maid  of  the  Houfe, 

3  Man.  Why  Sir,  you  k  iow  no  Houfe,  nor  no  fuch  Maid, 
Nor  no  fueh  Men  as  .you  nave  reckon'd  up, 
As  Stephen  Sly,  and  old  Jehn  Naps  of  Greece. 
And  Peter  Ttyph>  and  Henry  Pimpernett, 
And  twenty  more  fuch  Names  and  Men  as  thefe. 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  Man  ever  fa w. 
•  Sly.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends. 

All,  Amen. 

Enter  Lady  with  Attendants. 

Sly.  I  thank  thee,  thou  (halt  not  lofe  by  it. 

Lady.  How  fares  my  noble  Lord? 

Sly.  Marry  I  fare  well,  for  here  is  Cheer  enough. 
Where  is  my  Wife  ? 

Lady.  Here  noble  Lord,  what  is  thy  Will  with  her  / 

Sly.  Are  you  my  Wife,  and  will  not  call  me  Husband  ? 
My  Men  (hould  call  we  Lord,  I. am  your  good  Man* 

Lady.  My  Husband  and  thy  Lord,  my  Lord  and  Husband,' 
I  am  your  Wife  in  all  Obedience. 

Sly.  I  know  it  well,  what  muft  I  call  her? 

Lerd.  Madam. 

Sly.  Alee  Madam,  or  Jean  Madam  I 

JLerd.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe,  fo  Lords  call  Ladies* 

Sly.  Madam  Wife,  they  fay  that  I  have  dream'd, 
And  flept  above  fome  fifteen  Years  and  more. 

Lady.  Ay,  and  the  Time  feems  thirty  unto  me, 
Being  all  this  Time  abandoned  from  your  Bed. 

Sly.  'Tis  much.  Servants  leave  me  and  her  alone : 
Madam,  undrefs  you,  an4  come  noW  to  B«di 

P$  Lady. 
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Lady.  Thrice  noble  Lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you; 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  Night  or  two: 
Or  if  not  fe,  until  the  Sun  be  fet; 
For  your  Phyficians  have  exprefly  charg'd, 
In  Peril  to  incur  your  former  Malady, 
That  I  (hould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  JJedj 
I  hope  this  Keafon  (lands  for  my  Excufe. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  ftands  lb  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo  long; 
But  I  would  be  loath  to'fal!  into  my  Dream  again :  I  will 
therefore  tarry  in  defpight  of  the  Flefti  and  the  Blood* 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  Your  Honor's  Players,  hearing  your  Amendment, 
Are  come  to  play  a  plcafant  Comedy  ; , 
For  fo  your  Do&ors  hold  it  very  meet, 
Seeing  fo  much  Sadnefs  hath  congeaTd  your  Blood, 
And  Melancholly  is  the  Nurfe  of  Frenzy, 
Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  Play, 
And  fralhe  your  Mind  to  Mirth  and  Merriment, 
Which  bars  a  thoufand  Harms,  and  lengthens  Life.    • 

Sly.  Marry  I  will,  let  them  play,  it  is  not  a  Comonty, 
zChrifimas  Gambold,  oir  a  tumbling  Trick?* 

Lady.  No9  my  good  Lord,  it  is  more  pleating  Stuff. 

Slj.  What,  Houftiold  Stuff? 

Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  Hiftory. 

Sly,  Well,  we,llfee*t: 
Come,  Madam  Wife,  fit  by  my  Side* 
And  let  the  World  flip,  we  ft  all  ne'er  be  Younger* 
flonrijb.    Enter  Lucemio  and  Tranio*- 

Luc.  Tranio,  fince  for  the  great  Defire  I  had 
To  fee  fair  Padua^  Nurfery  of  Arts, 
I  am  arrived  for  fruitful  L*mh*rdyr 
The  pleasant  Garden  of  great  Italy. 
And  by  ray  Father's  Love  and  Leave  am  arnTd 
With  his  good  WilL  and  thy  good  Company. 
Moft  trufty  Servant  well  approved  in  all, 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happly  inftitutc 
A  Courfe  of  Learning,  and  ingenious  Studies; 
Pifc  renowned  for  grave  Citizens, 
Gave  me  my  Being,  jind  my  Father  firft 
A  Merchant  of  great  Traffick  through  the  Wotld: 
tfneentfr's  come  of  the  Bentivolii^ 
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VtnctntWt  Son,  brought  up  in  Florence, 
It  fhall  become  to  ferve  all  Hopes  conceiv'd 
To  deck  kit  Fortune  with  his  virtuous  Deeds  # 
And  therefore,  ThsniV,  for  the  time  I  ftudy, 
Virtue  and  that  part  ojfPMlofophy 
Will  I  apply  to,  that  treats  of  Happjocfs. 
By  Virtue  fpecially  to  be  atchifv'd. 
Tell  me  thy  Mind,  for  I  have  hfr  left, 
And  am  to  Pddma  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  (hallow  Plafti  to  plunge  him  in  the  Deep, 
And  with  Satiety  leeks  to  cuench  his  Thirft. 

Tra.  AU  Pardonato>  gentle  Matter  mine, 
I  am  in  all  afFc&ed  as  your  (df; 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  tU&bre, 
To  fuck  the  Sweets  of  fwetf  Philofopfcy : 
Only,  nod  Mailer,  while  wt  do  admire 
This  Virtue,  and  this  moral  Dtfcipluie, 
l/tf§  be  no  &0i<ki>  nor  no  Stocks,  I  pray; 
Or  fo  devote  to  Arijl#lt%  Checks, 
As  Ovid  be  an  Outcaft  quite  abjured. 
Talk  Logick  with  Acquaintance  that  you  have, 
And  praAice  Rhetorick  in  your  common  Talk; 
Mufick  aod  Paefic  nft  to  quicken  you, 
The  Mathematical,  and  the  Metaphyficfcs, 
Fall  to  them  as  you  find  yeur  Stomach  ierves  you : 
No  Profit  grows,  whet*  k  09  Pleasure  ta'en : 
In  brief,  Sir,  ftudy  what  you  moft  affeft. 

L*,  Gr«mrcief,  TrA*h$  well  doft  thop|odvife; 
If,  Biendello,  thou  wert  come  afitore, 
We  could  at  puce  put  us  in  readinefs, 
And  take  a  Lodging  fit  to  entertain . 
Such  Friends  if  tune  in  Psdm  Auli  beget. 
But  ftay  a  while,  what  Company  is  this/ 

7ry*  Malta*  fome  Shew  to  welcome  us  to]  Town; 

Enter  Baptifta   with  Katharina  snd  Bianca,  Gremip,  dxd 
Hortenfio*  Lucentio  W  Traniojfam/jfy. 

Bap.  Gentlemen^importune  flic  not  ftrriberf 
For  how  I  firgijv  up  refolv'd  ym  kjipw  > 
Tlut  is,  not  to  bellow  my  youngeft  Daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  Husband  for  the  Elder: 
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If  either  of  you  both  love  Kattteri*4f 
Becaufe  I  know  y 6a  well,  and  love  you  well, 
Leave  ftiall  you  have  to  court,  her.  at  your  Pleafure. 
Gre.  To  cart  her  rather.  She's  too  rough  for  me^ 
There,  there,  HortenJio%  will  you  any  Wife? 

Katb.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  is  it  your  Will 
To  make  a  Stale  of  me  am6ngft  thofe  Mates  f 
j    H*r.  Mates  Maid,  how  mean  you  thatf 
No  Mates,  for  you; 
Unlefs  you  were  of  gentler  milder  Mould. 

Kath.  Ffaith,  Sir,  you  (hall  never  need  to  fear* 
I  wis  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  Heart : 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  Care  (hall  be, 
To  comb  your  Noddle  *rith  a  threc-legg'd  Stool, 
And  paint  your  Face,  and  ufe  you  like  *  Fool. 
Hor.  From  all  fuch  Devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  us,' 
Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hufti'd,  Matter,  here's  fome  good  Paftime  toward, 
That  Wench  is  ftark  mad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Luc.  But  in  the  other's  Silence  I  do  fee* 
Maid's  mild  Behaviour  and  Sobriety. 
Peace,  Tranio. 

Ira.  Well  faid,  Matter*  mum,  *nd  gaze  your  fill.  \ 

Map.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  I  have  faid,  Bianca  get  you  in, 
And  let  it  not  di(pleafe  thee,  %ao&Bianca> 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs,  my  Girl.   ' 

Kath.  A  pretty  Peat,  it  is  bed  put  Finger  in  the  Eye, 
And  (he  knew  why, 

Bian.  Sifter,  content  you  hi  my  Difcontent. 
Sir,  to  your  Pleafure  humbly  I  fubfcribe  i 
My  Books  and  Inftruments  ihaHbe  my  Company, 
On  them  to  look,  and  pra&ife  sy  my  felf. 

//^•..Heark,  Tranii,  thou  matft  heir  Minerva  fp:ak. 
Hor.  Signior  Baptifta,  will  you  be  fo  ftrange; 
{Sorry  am  I  that  our  good  Will  effeds 
Bianca  s  Griefs 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptijkk,  for  this  Fiend  of  Hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  Penance  of  her  Tongue  ? 
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Bap,  gentlemen,  content  ye ;  1  am  rcfolv'd  ••• 
Go  in,  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know  (he  taketh  moft  delight 
In  Mufick,  Inftruments,  and  Poetry, 
School-malt crs  will  I  keep  within  my  Houfe,  V 

Fit  to  mftruft  her  Youth.  If  you,  Hortenfh% 
Or  Signior  Gremioy  you  know  any  fuch, 
Prefer  them  hither,  for  to  cunning  Men 
I  will  be  very  kind  and  liberal. 
To  mine  own  Children,  in  good  bringing  up* 
And  fo  farewel.    Kathefina^  you  may  ftay, 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  [Exit* 

Kdth.  Why,  I  truft  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not  ? 
What  (hall  I  be  appointed  Hours,  as  tbo', 
Belike,  I  knew  not  what  to  take, 
And  what  to  leave  2  Ha  i  [Rxit. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  Devil's  Dam :  Your  Gifcs  are  fo 
good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Our  Love  is  not  fo  great,: 
Hortenjloy  but  we  may  blow  bur  Nails  together,  and  faft  it 
fairly  out.  Our  Cake's  Dow  on  both  (ides.  Farewel;  yet 
for  the  Love  I  bear  my  fweet  Bia*ca>  if  I  can  by  any  mems 
light  on  a  fit  Man  to  teach  her  that  wherein  (he  delights,  I 
will  wifli  him  to  her  Father. 

Hor.  So  will  I,  Signior  Gremio:  But  a  word,  I  pray; 
tho'  the  nature  of  our  Quarrel  yet  never  brook'd  Parlee, 
know  now  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  both,  that  we  may. 
yet  again  have  acceis  to  our  fair  Miftrefs,  and  be  happy 
Rivals  in  Bianca's  Love,  to  labour  and  effed  one  thing 'fpe- 
cially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray? 

Hor.  Marry  Sir,  to  get  a  Husband  for  her  Sifter. 

Gre.  A  Husband  I  a  Devil. 

Hor.  I  fay  a  Husband* 

Gre.  I  fay  a  Devil.  Think'ft  thou,  Hortenfio,  tho'  her 
Father  be  very  rich,  any  Man  is  fo  very  a  Fool  to  be  married 
to  Hell  / 

Hor.  Tufli,  Gremio ;  tho'  it  pafs  your  Patience  and  mine 
to  endure  her  lewd  Alarms,  why,  Man,  there  be  good  Fel- 
lows in  the  World,  and  a  Man  could  light  on  them,  would 
take  her  with  all  her  Faults,  and  Mony  enough. 

Gre. 
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Gre.  I  cannot  tell  {  but  I  Mis  Kef  take  her  Dowry 
with  this  Condition,  to  be  whip'd  at  the  High*crof*every 
Morning. 

Her.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  fmett  choice  in  rotten 
Apples:  Come,  fine*  this  bar  in  Lew  fmkes  ue  Friettd«,1t 
Hull  be  fo  forch  friendly  m*$ntain'd,  'till  by  helping  **- 
r^seldeft  Daughter  to  a  Husband,  weferhk  younjeftfrec 
for  a  Husband,  and  than  have  toft  afrefti.  Sweet  Biiuest 
happy  Man  be  his  dole*  he  that  mas  fffteft  get*  the  Ring; 
how  fay  you,  {Hgaior  Gremio. 

Gre.  1  am  agreed,  and  would  I  had  given  him  die  heft 
Horfe  in  Pad**  to  begin  the  wooing  chic  would  throughly 
woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the  Houfe  of  her. 
Come  on.      [Excmu  ©re.  4*dHor.  MsmtTr*.  andtMce* 

Trd.  I  pray,  Sir,  tell  me,  is  it  poffible 
That  Love  rtiould  on  a  fuddtn  take  fuck  holdf 

Luc.  Oh  Tranid%  9tUt  I  found  it  to  be  tree, 
I  never  thought  it  poffible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  ftood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effed  of  Love  ki  Idlenefi. 
And  now  in  plainnefs  to  conftfs  to  th*e, 
That  art  to  me  as  fecret  and  as  dear 
As  Anna,  to  the  Queen  of  Ctrthtg*  was, 
Trtmo,  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  pertfh,  Throe, 
If  I  atcbieve  not  this  young  modeft  Girl: 
Co(ifel  me,  Tr*ni$9  for  I  know  thou  canft ; 
Aflift  me,  Tram;  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 

7r*»  Mafter,  it  ts  no  time  to  chide  you  now* 
Affe&ion  is  not  rated  from  the  Heart; 
If  Love  hath  touch'd  you,  nought  remains  but  fo 
Redime  tecaftnm  qeuim  tjueas  minim*. 

Luc.  Gramercy,  Lad  %  go  forward,  this  contents, 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  Cotjftfcl's  {bund. 

Trs.  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  MaSd, 
Perhaps  you  raark'd  npt  wfeet'e  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  Beauty,  in  her  Face, 
Such  as  the  Daughter  of  Agtmr  had, 
That  m$de  great  *?ov*  to  humble  him  to  her  Hand, 
When  wkh  his  Knees  he  kifs'd  the  Cretm  Strand, 

Tr*.  Saw  you  no  more?  MarkM  you  not  how  h:r  Sifter 
Began  to  Scold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  Storm, 

t     That 
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Tint  mortal  Ears  might  hardly  endure  the  Dtiw 

Luc.  Tram;  I  law  her  Coral  Lips  to  move; 
And  with  her  Breath  (he  did  perfume  the  Air, 
Sacred  and  fweet  was  all  I  faw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay.  then  'tis  time  to  Air  him  from  his  Trance : 
I  pray  awake.  Sir;  if  you  love  the  Maid, 
Bend  Thoughts  and  Wits  to  atchievc  her.  Thus  it  Hands: 
Her  eldeft  Sifter  is  fo  curft  and  (hrew'd, 
That  'till  the  Father  rids  his  Hands  of  her, 
Mafter,  your  Love  muft  live  a  Maid  at  home. 
And  therefore  has  he  dofely  mew'd  her  up, 
Becaufe  (he  (hall  not  be  annoy*d  with  Suitors. 

L*c.  Ah,  Tronic  what  a  cruel  Father's  he  1 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  School-mailers  to  inftruft  her? 

Tra.  Ay  marry  am  I,  Sir,  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

Lmc.  I  have  it,  Tronic. 

Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  Hand, 
Both  our  Inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

tnc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Tra.  You  will  be  School-matter, 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  Maid: 
That's  your  Device. 

L$$c.  It  is  :  May  it  be  done  / 

Tra.  Not  poffible :  For  who  ftull  bear  your  part, 
And  be  in  Pad**:  here  Vmtenttfi  Son, 
Keep  Houfe,  and  ply  his  Book,  welcome  his  Friends, 
Vifit  his  his  Countrymen,  and  banquet  them  J 

Lmc.  Hafts,  content  thee,  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  *ny  Houfe, 
Kor  can  we  be  diftingui/h'd  by  our  Faces, 
For  Man  or  Mafter:  Then  it  follows  thus. 
Thou  (halt  be  Mafter,  Trawo,  in  my  ftead ; 
Keep  Houfe,  and  Port,  and  Servants,  as  I  (hpuld, 
1  will  fome  other  be,  fome  FUrentine, 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  meaner  Man  of  Pifi. 
rTis  hatch'd,  and  (hall  be  fo  ;  Tranioi  at  once 
Uncafe  thee :  Take  my  coloured  Hat  and  Cloak, 
When  BiondtlU  comes,  he  waits  on  thee,, 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his  Tongue. 

Tiro.  So  had  you  nce<|* 
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In  brief,  Sir,  fith  it  your  pleafure  is, 

And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient, 

For  fo  your  Father  charg'4  ipe  at  our  parting; 

Be  fervicaable  to  my  Son,  quoth  he> 

AlthoV  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fenfe, 

I  am  content  to  be  Luccntio9 

Becaufe  fo  well  I  love  Luccntlo. 

Luc.  7ranio>  be  fo,  becaufe  Luccntio  loves ; 
And  let  me  be  a  Slave  t'atchieve  that  Maid, 
Whofe  fudden  fight  hath  thral'd  my  wounded  Eye. 

Enter  BiOndello, 
Here  comes  the  Rogue*  Sirra,  where  have  you  been  f 

Bi*n.  Where  have  I  been  ?  Nay,  how  now,  where  arc 
you  i  Mafter,  has  my  Fellow  Trsnie  ftoll'n  your  Cloaths, 
or  you  ftoli'n  his,  or  both?  Pray  what's  the  News? 

Luc.  Sirra,  come  hither,  'tis  no  time  to  jeft, 
And  therefore  frame  your  Manners  to  the  time. 
Your  Fellow  Trtnio  here,  to  fave  my  Life, 
Puts  my  Apparel  and  myCount'nance  on, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his: 
For  in  a  Quarrel,  fince  I  came  aftiore* 
I  kiird  a  Man,  and  fear  I  am  defcry  *d : 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes ; 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  Life. 
You  underftand  me  ? 

Bion.  Ay,  Sir,    ne'er  a  whit. 

Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tramo  in  your  Mouth, 
Tranio  is  chang'd  into  Luccntio. 

Bion.  The  better  for  him,  would  I  were  fo  too^ 

Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith  Boy,  to  have  the  next  Wi(h  at 
ter,  that  Luccntlo  indeed  had  Baptiftas  youngeft  Daughter.. 
But,  Sirra,  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  Matter's,  I  advife  you 
ufe  your  Manners  difcreetly  in  all  kind  of  Companies  : 
When  I  am  ajone,  why  then  I  am  Tranio;  but  in  all  Place* 
eJfe,  your  Mafter  Luccntio 

Luc.  Tranhf  let's  go : 
One  thing  more  refts,  that  thy  felf  execute, 
To  make  one  'mong  thefe  Wooers;  if  thou  ask  me  why, 
Sufficeth  my  Reafons  are  both  good  and  weighty,  [Exeunt. 

tkt 
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The  Pre/inters  above  fpe*k* 

i  Man.  My  Lord,  you  nod,  you  do  not  mind  the  Play. 

Sly.  Yes,  bySiint  Anne^  do  Ij  a  good  matter  finely. 
Come's  there  any  more  of  it? 

Lady.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  begun.     ) 

Sly.  'Tis  a^rerjr  excellent  piece  of  Work,  Madam  Lady, 
would  'twere  done.  \Theyfit  and  marj^ 


ACT    \\.     S-CEN  E   I. 

Enter  Fetruchio,  dhdGnxmxo. 

Pet.  'XJErona  for  a  while  I.take  my  leave,         t 

V    To  fee  my  Friends  in  Padua >  but  of  all 
My  beft  beloved  and  approved  Friend,  v 
Horunjio;  and  I  trow  this  is  the  Houfe: 
Here  Sirra,  Grumie,  knock  I  fay. 

Gr*.  Knock,  Sir?  Whom  fhould  I  knock?   Is  there  any 
Man  has  rebus'd  your  Wcrfliip?" 
-  Pet.  Villujn,  I  fay,  knock  me  hexefoundly.* 

Gru.  Knock  you  here,  Sir?  Why,  Sir,  what  am  I,  Sir, 
That  I  (hould  knock  you  here  Sir? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  at  this  Gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  111  knock  your  Knave's  Pkte.  , 

Gru.  My  Matter  is  grown  quarrelfome  .• 
I  fliould  knock  you  firft, 
And  then  I  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  worft.4 

Pet.  Will  it  not  be?  ; 

'Faith,  Sirra,  and  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  ring  ir, 
I'll  try  how  you  can  Sol,  Fa%  and  fing  it. 

[He  rings  him  by  the  Ears. 

Gr$$.  Help.  Miftrefs,  help,  my  Matter  is  mad. 

Pet.  Now  knock  when  I  bid  you:  Sirra,  Vilfai©, 
Enter  Hortenfio. 

Her.  How  now,  what's  the  matter?  My  old  Friend 
Grumio,  and  my  good  Friend  Petruchio  I  How  do  you  all 
at  Verona  \ 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfo,  come  you  to  pare  th$  Fray  t 
Cont unite  core  bene  trevatof  may  I  fay. 

Hop, 
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far.  AlU  nejfrd  eafs  Un   ******  m*ho  hon&rato  Signhr 
mi*  Pecrochto. 
Riff,  Qrmmio%  we  will  compound  this  QuarrcL  i 

Gru.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  what  he  lege*  in  Latin*  If 
this  be  not  a  lawful  Caufe  forme  to  leave  his  Service,  look  j 
you,  Sir :  He  bid  me  knock  bin,  and  rap  him  foandly,  Sir.  j 
Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  Servant  to  ufe  his  Matter  fo,  being 
perhaps,  for  ought  I  fee,  two  and  thirty,  a  peep  out? 
whom  would  to  God  I  had  well  knock'd  it  firft,  then  had 
not  Grnmio  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  A  fcnfelefs  Villain.    QooAHmenfi** 
I  bad  the  Rafcal  knock  upon  your  pare, 
And  could  not  get.  him  for  my  Heart  to  do  it* 

Gr*.  Knock  at  the  Gate?  O  Heiv'nsf  Spake  you  not 
thefe  words  plain}  Sirra,  Knock  me  here,  tap  toe  here, 
knock  me  well,  and  knock. me  foundly  ?  And  come  you  now 
with  knocking  at  the  Gate  ? 

Pet.  Sirra,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  t  advift  yotr. 

ff$r.  Pctruchio,  patience,  I  am  Gntmio**  Pledge: 
Why  this  is  a  heavy  Chance  'twiit  him  and  you, 
Your  ancient  trufty  plealant  Servant  Grumh;  J 

And  tell  me  now,  fweet  Friend,  what  happy  Gate 
Blows  you  to  P*dtM  here,  from  bid  Vtrana  ? 

Ptt.  Such  Wind  as  fcatters  young  Men  through  the  WorWf 
To  feek  their  Fortunes  farther  than  at  hoitoe,     > 
Where  fmall  Experience  grows  but  in  a  few. 
Signior  Hirtenfiq$  thus  it  (lands  with  me, 
Antonio  toy  Father  is  deceas'd, 
And  I  mult  thruft  myfelf  into  this  maze, 
Happily  to  Wive  aiHlTImyr,  as  beft  I  may; 
Crowns  in  my  Pqf  ft  I  have,  and  Goods  at  home, 
%n&  fo  am  conje  abroad  tof^e  the  World.  j 

'    Hoy.  fttruch\ot  (hall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee. 
And  wtfti  thee  to  a  (hrew'df  ill-fayour'd  Wire  I 
iTh^u'dft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  Counfel, 
£nd  yet  111  promifc  thee  (he  (hall  be  rich, 
fthd  very  rich:  But  thou*rt  too  much  my  Friend, 
And  I'll  not  with  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenjie^  'fcwixt  fuch  Friends  as  we  •      ! 

Few  words  fufficej  and  therefore,  if  thou  kno^r 

Qne        ! 
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Cue  rich  enriugh  to  be  PttrmchiSt  Wife: 
A*  Wealth  id  bttrthea  of  my  wooing  Dene*} 
Be  flic  as  Foul  as  was  fkrtntim  Love* 
At  Old  as  J)fa(  as  Curft  add  Shrew'd 
As  Stcrsttis  ZAntifpe,  or  a  worfe, 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes,  at  lu&t 
^Afft&iom  edge  iit  time.    Were  me  as  rough 
At  are  the  dwelling  Mrintie\  Seas. 
I  come  to  Wive  it  wealthily  in  P*dn*i 
If  wealthily,  tluto  happily  in  Pad**. 

Qru.  Nay,  look  you,  Sir,  he  tells  you  &tly  wbat  his 
Mind  is:  Why  give  hint  Gold  enough,  and  roarr*  him  to 
a  Puppet,  or  an  Aglet  Baby,  or  an  old  Trot  with  ne'er  a 
Tooth  in  her  Head*  tho'  Jhe  have  as  many  Difeafcj  is  two 
and  fifty  Horfes ;  why  nothing  cornea  «mus,  fo  Mony  comes 
withal. 

Her.  Petruchioi  fince  we  arc  flept  thus  fir  in, 
I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  left,  v 

I  can,  Petrnchio,  help  thee  to  a  Wife 
With  Wealth  enough,  and  Young  and  Beauteour, 
Brought  up  as  he(t  becomes  a  Gentlewoman, 
Her  only  faulr,  and  that  is  fault  enough, 
Js,  that  (he  is  intolerable  CUrs'd, 
And  (brew'd,  and  froward,  fo  beyond  all  meafor*, 
That  were  my  State  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  Mine  of  Gold. 

Pet.  Hmtnfio,  peace;  thou  Jtnew'ft  not  Gold's  Effect; 
Tell  me  her  Father's  N«me,  and  'tis  enough:  ' 

For  I  will  board  her,  too'  we  chide  as  loud 
As  Thunder,  when  the  Clouds  in  Autumn  crack. 

ffor.  Her. Father  is  B*ftiftm  MinoU, 
An  affable  and  courteous  Gentleman, 
Her  Name  is  Katberina  Minol*, 
Renown'd  in  Podia  for  her  fcolding  Tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  her  Father,  tho'  I  know  her  not, 
And  he  knew  my  deceafed  Father  well:  * 

I  will  not  ilecp,  Hmenfa  till  I  fee  her, 
And  therefore  let  roe  be  thus  bold  with  you, 
To  give  you  over  at  this  firft  Encounter,      ' 
IJnlefi  you  will  accompany  me  thither.' 
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QrH.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  let  him  go  while  the  Humour  lafts* 
A  my  word,  and  (he  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  (he  would 
think  Scolding  would  do  little  good  upon  him.  She  may  ^ 
perhaps  call  him  half  a  fcore  Knaves,  or  fot  Why  that's" 
nothing  >  and  he  begin  once,  he'll  rail  in  his  rope  Tricks. 
I'll  tell  you  what,  Sir,. and  (he  ftand  but  a  little,  he  will 
throw  a  Figure  in  her  Face,  and  fo  disfigure  her  with  it^ 
that  (he  (halt  have  no  more  Eyes  to  fee  withal  than  a  Cat: 
You  know  him  nor,  Sin 

Hot.  Tarry,  Pctruchio,  I  muft  go  with  thee, 
For  in  Baptifla'%  Houfe  my  Treafure  is : 

*  He  hath  the  Jewel  of  my  Life  in  hold, 

'  His  youngeft  Daughter,  beautiful  Butncay 
And  her  with-holds  he  from  me.     Other  more 
Sutors  to  her,  and  Rivals  in  my  Love : 
Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoflible, 
For  thole  Defefts  I  have  before  rehears'd, 
That  ever  Katharin*  will  be  woo'd ; 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptifta  ta'en,  »* 

That  nose  (hall  have  accefs  unto  Bianca, 
'Till  Katherine  the  Curs'd  have  got  Husband. 

Gvu.  Katherine  the  Curs'd,. 
A  Title  for  a  Maid,  of  all  Titles  the  worft. 

Hor*  Now  (hall  my  Friend  Pattucbio  do  me  grace, 
And  offer  me  difguisct  in  fober  Robe?, 
To  old  Baptifla  as  a  School-mafter. 
Well  feen  in  Mufick  to  inftruft  Bianca^ 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  Device,  at  leaft, 

•  Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  Love  to  her, 
And  unfufpe&ed  Court  her  by  her  felfw  / 

Enter  Gremio  and  Lucentio  difgmfed. 
Gru*  Here's  no  Knavery  1  See,  to  beguile  the  old  Folks, 
Matter, 
How  the  young  Folks  lay  their  Heads  together. 
,KJUfter,  lpok  about  you :  Who  comes  there?  ha, 

Hor.  Peace,  Grttmso,  it  is  the  Rival  of  my  Love, 
Petruchio,  ftand  by  a  while. 

Gym.  A  prqper  Stripling,  and  an  amorous. 
Gre.  G  very  well,  I  have  perusM  the  Note. 
Hark  yo j,  Sir,  I'll  hive  them  v?ry  fairly  bound, 
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All  Books  of  Love,  fee  that  at  any  hand,  tJ 

And  fee  you  read  no  other  Le&ures  to  hers 
You  underftand  me*  over  and  be  fide 
Senior  Baptifta's  Liberality, 

Til  mend  it  with  a  Largefs.    Take  your  Paper  too,   : 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  per fum'd, 
F$r  Ae  is  fweeter  than  Perfume  it  felf  « 

'  To  whom  they  go:  What  will, you  read  to  her? 

Luc.  Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  I'll  plead  for  you* 
As  for  any  Patron,  ftand  youfoaffured* 
As  firmly  as  your  felf  were  ftill  in  places 
Yea  and  perhaps  with  more  fuccefbf  ..1  words 
Than  you, ,  unlets  you  were  a  Scholar,  Sir.  **  - 

Gre.  Oh  this  Learning,  what  a  thing  it  is. 

Gru.  Oh  this  Woodcock,  what  an  Aft  it  is* 

Pet.  Peace,  Sirra. 

Hor.GrHmh)  mum/  Godfaveyou,  Signior  Gremhi 

Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  Signior  Hortenfio. 
Trow  you  whither  I  am  going?  To  Baptijia  Minel*\  . 
I  promised  to  enquire  carefully 
About  a  School-mafter  for  the  fair  Bianco 
And  by  good  Fortune  I  have  lighted  well 
On  this  young  Man :  For  Learning  and  Behaviour 
Fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  Poetry, 
And  other  Books,  good  ones,  I  warrant  ye. 

Her.  'lis  wells  and  I  have  met  a  Gentleman 
Hath  promis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  Mufician  to  inftrud  our  Miftrefs, 
So  flirtl  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  Duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov'd  of  me*  1 

Grc.  Belov'd  of  me,  and  that  my  Deeds  ihallpfovei 

Gru.  And  that  hfc  Bags  /hall  prove* 

Hot.  Grmfof  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  Love* 
Liften  to  me,  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
Til  tell  you  News  indifferent  good  for  either,  ,  % ; 

Here  is  a  Gendcman  whom  by  chance  I  met         * 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  Liking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curs'd  Kathtrmi, 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  Dowry  pleafe* 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done*  is  well* 
Hwttnfi*%  have  you  told  him  all  her  Faults  t 
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Pet.  I  know  (he  is  an  irkftroe  brawling  Scold} 
If  that  be  all,  Matter**  I  bear  no  harm. 

Gre.  No,  foyeftmeA,  Friend?  What  Countryman? 

Pet.  Born  in  Verona,  old  Antonio  %  Son; 
My  Father's  dead*  my  Fortune  lives  for  met 
And  I  do  hope  good  Days,  and  Itog,  to  fee, 

Gre.  Oh  Sir,  fuch  a  Life  with  fuch  a  Wife  were  Araogc; 
But  if  you  have  a  Stomach,  to't  a  God's  Name, 
You  (hail  have  me  affifting  you  in  ail. 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild  Cat  / 

Pet.  Will  I  live* 

Gru.  Will  .he  woo  her!  ay,  or  I'll  haag  her. 

Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  inttfit? 
Think  you  a  little  Din  can  daunt  my  Ears? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  beard  Lioos  roar? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  Sea,  pufPd  up  with  Winds, 
Rage  like  an  angry  Boar,  chafed  with  Sweat ; 
Have  I  not  heard  great  Ordnance  in  the  Field? 
And  Heay'ns  Artillery  thunder  in  the  Skies? 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  Battel  heard 
Loud  Larums,  nesting  Steeds,  and  Trumpets  Ciarguei 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  Woman's  Toagn* 
That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  hear, 
As  will  a  Chefout  in  a  Farmer's  Fire? 
Tuft),  ruQi,  fear  Boys  with  Bugs. 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none. 

Gre.  HartznfiO)  bark: 
This  Gentleman  is  happily  arrtv'd, 
My  Mind  prefumes  for  his  own  good,  and  yours, 

Hor.  I  promis'd  we  would  be  Contributors, 
Arid  bear  his  Gharge  of  wooing  whatfoever. 

Gre.  And  fo  we  wtil,  provided  chat  he  win  her. 

Gru.  I  "would  I  were  at  fare  of  a  good  Dinner. 
Enter  Tratiio  brm#9  smd  Bioadello. 

Tta.  Gentlemen,  God  feve  you*     If  I  may  be  bold, 
Tell  me,  I  befeech  yoq,  which  is  the  readieft  way 
To  the  Houfc  of  Sigftior  Btptift*  Mind*  t 

Bhn.  He  that  has  the  two  fair  Daughters;  is't  he    yaw 
mean? 

Tr*.  Even  he,  BionieHo. 

Gre.  Hark  you,  Sr,  you  mean  not  her  to  ■■     ■■ 
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Tra.  Perhaps  him  and  her,  what  faye  you  to  do? 

fct.  Nor  her  that  chides,  Sir*  ft  any  hand*  I  pray* 

Tr*.  I  love  no  Chiders,  Sin  fywdclb,  let's  *way* 

«£**•  Well  begun,  Trtwo. 

Her*  Sir,  a  word  e'er  you  go : 
Are  you  a  Sutqr  tp  the  Mafd  you  talk  of,  ye*  or  a>? 
**  *>*.  And  if  I  he,  Sir,  is  If  any  Otfejjce* 
*  .  *?r*.  No  j  if  without  more  Words  ypu  #U1  get  you  hejice* 

7r*  Why,  Sir,  I  pray,  ire  no*  the  Street*  is  fr$e 
Form*,  as  for  yon? 

Gre.  But  b  is  aot  jh*, 

7>4.  For  what  reafon,  I  beftech  you. 

Gr*.  JPbr  this  ReafoQ*  if  you'll  know, .  •  i 

That  (he's  the  choice  Love  of  Signior  Grim*. 

Her.  Th*t  (he's  the  Chofen  of  Signior  Hertenfie* 

Tra.  Softly,  my  Mailers :  If  you  be  Geottemek " 
Do  me  this  Right  j  hear  me  with  Patience. 
Btftift*  is  a  noble  Gentleman, 
To  whom  my  Father  is  not  all  unknown, 
And  were  his  Daughter  fairer  than  (he  is, 
She  may  more  Sutors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  1*4(14*  Daughter  had  athoufand  Wooer?, 
Then  well  may  one  more  fair>  Bianca  have, 
And  fo  (he  (hall.    Lueemie  (ball  make  on?, 
^bq>  Ptrij  came,  in  hope  to  (peed  alone. 

Gre.  What,  this  Gentleman  will  out-talk  useih 

Lmc.  Sir,  give  him  head,  I  know  he'll  prove  a  fade.  1     ] 

Pet.  Hortemfie,  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words? 

Her.  Sir,  let  me  be  (b  bold  as  to  ask  you, 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptifi**  Daughter? 

Trs.  No,  Sir;  but  hear  T  do  that  he  hath  two:  j  j 

The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  Tongue, 
As  is  the  other  for  beauteous  Majefty. 

fee*  Sir,  Sir,  the  firfi's  for  roe,  let  her  go  by/ 

Gre.  Yta,  leave  that  Labour  to  great  HcrcnUt, 
And  let  k  be  more  than  jilcides  twelve. 

Ptt.  Sir,  understand  you  this  of  me,  infooth, 
The  youngeft  Daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for* 
Her  Father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  Sutors 
Aad  will  not  promift  her  to  any  Man,    w 
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Until  the  cldeft  Sifter  firft  be  Wed : 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  fo*  Sir,  that  you  are  the  Man 
Muft  fteed  us  all,  and  me  amongft  the  reft  : 
And  if  you  break  the  Ice,  and  do  this  feat, 
Atchieve  the  Elder,  fet  the  Younger  free, 
For  our  accefs,  whofe  hap  (hall  be  to  have' her;  *£ 

'  Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hot.  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive: 
And  fince  you -do  profefs  to  be  a  Sutor, 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  Gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholden, 
.     Tra.  Sir,  I  (hall  not  be  flack,  in  fign  whereof, 
Pleafe  ye,  we  may  contrive  this  Afternoon, 
And  quaff  Caroufes  to  our  Miftrefs's  Health, 
And  do  as  Adrerifaries  do  in  Law, 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  Friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  Motion  *  Fellows,  let's  be  gone, 
Hor.  The  Motions  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 
Petrvchh9  I  (hall  be  your  Benvenuto.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Katharina  and  Bianca. 
Bian.  Good  Sifter,  wrong  me  nor,  nor  wrong  your  felf, 
To  make  a  Bondmaid  and  a  Slave  of  me; 
That  I  difclain:  But  for  thefe  other  Goods, 
Unbind  my  Hands,  I'll  pull  them  off  my  felf, 
Yea,  all  my  Raiment,  to  my  Petticoat, 
Or  what  you  will  command  me  will  I  do  j 
So  well  I  know  my  Duty  to  my  Elders.    ■ . 

Kath.  Of  all  thy  Sutors  here  I  charge  thee  tell 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  beft:  See  thou  diflemWe  not, 
Bian.  Believe  me  Sifter,  of  all  the  Men  alive 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  Face, 
Which  1  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

K>*th.  Minior,  thou  Heft  \  is  it  not  Hortinfio? 
Bian.  i£ you  affeft  him,  Sifter,  herelfwear 
I'll  plead  for  you  my  felf,  but  you  (hall  have  him. 

Kath,  Oh  then  belike  you  fancy  Riches  more, 
You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  £>r  him  you  do  envy  me  fo  i 
N-y  then  voflt ft,  an'd  now  I  well  perceive 
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You  have  but  jefted  with  me  all  this  while; 
I  prethee.  Sifter  gate*  untie    my  Hands>    . 

Kath.  If  that  be  Jeft,  then  all  tlje  reft  is  fo.  [Strikes  her. 

Enter  Baptifta. 
Bap.  Why  how  now  Dame,  whence  grows  this  Infolencc,? 
Bia*cay  ftand  afide}  poor  Girl,  fhe  weeps; 
<So  ply  thy  Needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
*  For  (ha me,  thou  Hilding  of  a  devilifli  Spirit, 
Whyjdtfft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee? 
WKcn  did  fhe  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word? 
Kath.  Her  Silence  flouts  me,  and  Til  be  reveng'd, 

■  /  {Flies  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What  in  my  fight  ?  Bianca9  get  thee  in.   [Exit  Bian. 
Kath.  Whit,  will  you  not  fuffer  me/  Nay,  I  fee 
She  if  your  Trcafure,  fhe  muft  have  a  Husband, 
I  piuft  Dance  bare-foot  on  her  Wedding-day, 
And  for  your  Love  to  her  lead  Apes  in  Hell : 
Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 
*Till  I  can  fbdoccafion  of  Revenge,  {Exit  Kath. 

Bap.  Was  ever  Gentleman  thus  griev'd  as  I? 
But  who  comes  here  i 

Enter  Gremio,  Lucentio  in  the  Habit  of  a  mean  Alan,  Petru- 
chio  with  Hortenfio  like  aMuJician,  Txvnio  and  Biondello 
tearing  a  Lute  and  Books* 
Gre.  Good  morrow,  Neighbour  Baptifta. 
Bap.  Good  iqorrow,  Neighbour  Gremio :  God  fave  you 
Gentlemen. 

Vet.  And  you,  good  Sir  j  Pray  have  you  not  a  Daughter 
call'd  Katharma,  fair  and  virtuous? 
Bap*  I  have  a  Daughter,  Sir,  call'd  Katharina. 
Gre.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 
Pet.  You  wrong  me,  Signior  Gremio y  give  me  leave, 
I  am  a  Gentleman  of  Verona,  Sir, 
TKat  hearing  of  her  Beauty  and  her  Wif. 
Her  Affability  and  balhful  Modefty, 
Her  woitderous  Qualities,  and  mild  Behaviour, 
Am  bold  to  ftiew  my  firlf  a  forward  Gueft 
Within  your  Holife,  to  make  mine  Eye  the  Witnefs 
Of  that  Report,  which  I  fooft  have  heard. 
And  for  an  entrance  to  my  Entertainment,'  [Preferring  Hor. 
I  do  prefent  you  with  a  Man  of  iphe, 
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Canning  in  Mufick,  and  the  Mathematics, 

To  infttud  her  fully  in  thofe  Sciences, 

Whereof  I  know  the  is  not  ignorant  : 

Accept  of  him*  or  elfe  yoii  do  me  wrong, 

His  Name  is  Licit,  born  in  AiAntu*.  \ 

Bap.  Y'are  welcome,  Sir,  and  he  for  yOU*  godd  fit* 
But  for  my  Daughter  Katharine,  this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more*s  my  Grtek 
.  Pit.  I  fee  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  hef» 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  Company,  \ 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  what  t  find. 
tVheijce  are  you,  Sir?  What  may  I  call  your  Name? 

Pet.  Petrtcbto  is  my  Name,  Antonio's  Son, 
A  Man  well  known  throughout  all  Italj. 

B4p.  I  know  him  welli  You  are  welcome  for  hlk  fake. 

Gre.  Saving  your  Tale,  Petrucbio,  I  pray  let  ii$  that  arc 
poor  Petitioners  fpeak  too. '  Baccare,  you  are  Aarveltotts 
forward* 

Pet.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremio>  I  would  faih  be 
doing. 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not,'  Sir,  but  you  will  curft^ 
Your  wooing,  Neighbours.     This  is  a  Gift 
Very  grateful,  I  am  furt  of  it:  To  exprefs 
The  like  kindnefs  my  feMJ  that  have  been 
More  kindly  beholding  to  you  than  any: 
Free  leave  give  unto  this  young  Scholar,  that  hath 
Peen  long  ftudying  at  Rhtmes,  as  cunning    [PrcfentingljK* 
In  Greek,  Latin,  and  other  Languages,  - 
As  the  other  in  Mufick  and  Mithematicks; 
His  Name  is  Cambh;  pray  accept  his  Service. 

Bap.  A  choufand  thanks,  Signior  Gremio : 
Wtlcome,  good  Cambio.    Bur,  gentle  Sir, 
Methinks  vou  walk  like  a  Stranger,  \T$  Tranio^ 

May  1  be  fo  bold,  to  know  tl^c  Caufe  of  your  coming! 
%    Tra.  Pardon  aj?,  Sir,  the  Boldnefs  is  mine  own,         % 
1  That  being  a  Stranger  in  this  City  here, 
Do  make  my  ftlf  a  Sutor  to  your  Daughter, 
Unto  Biatjca%  Fair  and  Vrtuous; 
&or  is  your  firm  Refoke  unknown  to  (tye^ 
Jn  the  Preferment  of  <he  eldeft  Sifter. 
This  Liberty  is  all  that  I  reque$, 


Digitized  by  > 


The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  69$ 

That  upon  knowledge  of  my  Parentage, 

I  may  have  welcome  'mongtt  the  reft  chat  woo, 

And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 

And  toward  the  Education  of  your  Daughters, 

I  here  beftow  a  fimple  Inftrument, 

And  this  fmali  Packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  Books. 

If  you  accept  them,  then  their  Worth  is  great. 

Bap.  Luctntio  is  your  Name?  ot  whence, I  pray? 

Tra.  Of  Pifd,  Sir,  Son  to  Vincentio. 

Bap.  A  imghfy  Man  of  ?#/*•;  by  Report 
I  know  him  well;  Yoii  are  very  welcome,  Sir. 
Take  you  the  Lute,  and  you  the  fet  of  Books, 
You  fliail  go  fee  your  Pupils  prefently. 
Holla,  within*  • 

Enter  4  Servant. 
Sirra,  lead  thefe  Gentlemen 
To  my  two  Daughters,  and  then  tell  them  both 
Thefe  are  their  Tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well. 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  Orchard, 
And  then  to  Dinner.    You  are  palling  Welcome, 
And  fo  I  pray  you  all  to  think  ^our  felves. 

Pet.  Signior  B/tptifid,  my  Bufinefs  asketh  hafte, 
And  every  day  I  cannot  come  to  woo. 
You  know  my  Father  well,  and  in  him  me, 
Left  loiely  Heir  to  all  his  Lands  and  Goods, 
Which  I  have  bettered  rather  than  decreased, 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  Daughter's  Love, 
Whit  Dowry  (hall  I  hate  with  her  to  Wife. 

B*p.  After  my  Death,  |he  one  half  of  my  Lands, 
And  in  pofleffion  twenty  thoufand  Crowns. 

Pet.  A^d  for  that  Dowry,  I'll  affure  her  of 
Her  Widowhood,  be  it  that  flie  furvive  me, 
In  all  my  Lands  and  Leafes  whatfoever, 
Let  Specialities  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  Covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thing  is  well  ohtain'd. 
That  is,  her  Love :  for  that  is  all  in  all# 

Pet.  Why  that  is  nothing  :  For  I  tell  you,  Father, 
I  am  peremptory  as  (he  proud-minded. 
And  where  two  raging  Fires  meet  together 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  Fury. 
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Thof  little  Fire  grows  great  with  little  Wind* 
Yet  extreatn  Gufts  will  blow  out  Fire  and  all  J 
So  1  to  her,  and  fo  fee  yields  to  me,  .     % 

For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  Babe. 

Bap.  Well  may'ft  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy  fpeed  5 
But  be  thou  arm'd  for  forae  unhappy  Words, 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof,  as  Mountains  are  for  Winds, 
That  fhake  not,  tho*  they  blow  perpetually.    , 

Enter  Hortenfio  #///£  A#V  Head  broke. 
Bap.  How  now  my  Friend,  why  d(  ft  thou  look  fo  pale  I 
ffor.  For  fear,  J  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 
Sap.  What,  will  my  Daughter  prove  a  good  Muficiafl  ? 
Hor.  I  think  (he'll  fooqer  prove  a  Soldier, 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  hut  never  Lutes.    • 

Bap.  Why  then  rhou  can  ft  not  break  her  to  the  Lute  \ 
Her.  Why  no,  for  (he  hath  broke  the  Lute  to  me; 
I  did  but  t$U  her  ftie  miftqpt  her  Frets, 
And  bow'd  her  Hand  to  teach  h$r  Fingering, 
When,  With  a  moft  impatient  deviliih  Spirit, 
Frets  caU  you  them?  quoth,  flje,  1*11  Fume  with  them:. 
And  with  that  word  /he  ftruck  me  on  the  Head, 
And  through  my  Inftrument  my  Pate  made  way, 
And  there  I    ftood  amazed  for  a  while, 
As  on  a  Pillory,  looking  through  the  Lute; 
While  ihe  did  call  me  Rafcal,  Fidler, 
And  twangJing  )ack,  with  twenty  fuch  vile  Term*, 
As  ihe   had  ftudied  to  mifufe  me  (o. 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  World,  it  is  a  lufty  Wench, 
I  love  her-  ten  times  more  than  e'e*  I  did; 
Oh  how  I  long  to  have  feme  Chat  with  her. 

Bap.  Well  go  with  me,  and  be  not  f>  difepmfited. 
Proceed  in  pra&ife  with  my  younger  Daughter, 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns; 
S'gnior  Pctrucbio,  will  you  go  with  us, 
Or  fhall  I  fend  my  Daughter  Kate  to  you. 
Per.  I,  pray  you  do.  I  will  attend  her  here, 

,    [Exit,  Bap.  ManH  Petrucbio* 
And  woo  ^er  with  fome  fpirit  wh  n  (he  corae*. 
Say  that  ftie  Rail,  when  then  111  tell  her  plain 
She  S-ngs  as  fweetly  as  a  Nightingale : 
S*y  that  ftie  Fjown,  VU  /ay  ihe  looks  a$  cle^f 
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As  Morning  Rofes  newly  walh'd  with  Dew; 
Say  flie  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  Word, 

1  hen  PU  commend  her  X°'ub*lily> 

And  fay  (heuttereth  piercing  Eloquence: 

If  /he  do  bid  ipe  pack*  I'll  give  her  thanks* 

As  tho*  (he  bid  me  flay  by  her  a  Week; 

If  (he  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  Day 

When  I  (hall  ask  the  Banes,  and  when  be  married. 

But  here  (he  comes,  and  now  Petrucbio  fpeak. 

Enter  Katharina. 
Good  Morrow  Kate,  for  that's  your  Name.  I  hear. 

Kath.  Well  have  yeu  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of  hear- 
ing. 
They  call  me  Katherine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet*  You  lye  infaith,  for  you  are  call'd  plain  Kate, 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  fometimes  Katt  the  Curft : 
But  Kate,  the  p/ettieft  Kate  in  Chriftendom, 

Kate  of  Kate-hall,  tny  Supper dainty  Kate, 

For  Dainties  are  all  Kates,  and  therefore  Kate 
Take  th  s  of  me,  Kate  of  my  CQnfolation,  ! 

Hearing  thy  Mildnefs  prais'd  ipeveiy  Town, 
Thy  Virtues  fpoke  of,  and  Thy  Beauty  founded. 
Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs, 
My  ff  If  am  mov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  Wife, 

Kath.  Mov'd !  in  good  tirce  j  let  him  that  mov'd  you  hither* 
Remove  you  hence;  I  knew  you  at  the  (lift 
You  were  a  Moveable. 

tet.  Why,  what's  a  Moveable? 

Kath.  A  join'd  StooL 

Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it;4£ome,  fit  on  me. 

Kath  .Affes  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  yop. 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Kath,  No  fuch  Jade,  Sir,  as  you,  if  me  you  pi:an^ 

Pet.  AV,  good  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee. 
For  kr  owing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light— — 

Kath.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  Swain  as  you  to  catch. 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  fhjuld  be. 

Pet.  Should  be  J  ftiould  /  buz. 

Kath.  Will  ta'en,  and  like  a  Bizzard. 

Pet.  Oh  fbw.wing'd  Turtle,  fhalla  Buzzard  take  thee  ? 

K*tb.  Ay,  for  a  Turtle,  as  he  takes  a  Buzzard. 
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Pet.  Come,  come  you  Wafp,  Vhkh  you  arc  tpo  an* 

Rath.  If  I  be  wafpifti,  *beft  beware  my  Sting. 

Pet.  My  Remedy  is  then  to  pluck  it  out/ 

K*th.  Ay,  if  the  Fool  could  find  it  where  it  lye  J. 

Per.  Who  knows  not  where  a  Wafp  doth  wear  his  Sting? 
In  his  Tail. 

Kath.  In  his  Tongue* 

Fet.  Whofe  Tongue? 

Kath.  Yours  if  you  ulk  of  Tales,  and  fo  far^we?. 

JV/.  What  with  my  Tongue  in  your  Tail. 
Nay*  come  again,  good  Kate$  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Kath.  That  Ml  try.  [She  (trills  kirn. 

Pet.  I  fwear  Til  cufFyou,  if  you  ftrike  again. 

Kath.  So  may  you  lofe  your  Arms. 
If  you  ftrike  me  you  are  no  Gentleman, 
And  if  no  Gentteihan,  why  then  no  Arms. 

Pet.  A  Herald,  Kate  \  Ofe  put  me  in  thy  Boob. 

Kath.  What  is  your  Creft,  a  Coxcomb  ? 

Pet.  A  comblefs  Cock,  to  Kate  will  be  my  Hen. 

Kath,  No  Qock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  Craven. 

Pet.  Nay,  come  Kate ;  come,  you  muft  not  look  fo  lower. 

Kdrh.  It  is  my  Fa(hk>n  when  I  fee  a  Crab, 

Pet.  Why  here's  no  Crab,  and  therefore  look  not  fbw  er, 

Kath.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet.  Then  ihew  it  me. 

Kath.  Had  I  a  Glafs  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  mean  my  Face. 

'Kath.  Well  aira'd  of  fuch  a  young  one. 

Pet.  Now,  by  St.  George  I  am  fco  young  for  you. 

Kath.  Yet  you  are  wither'd. 

'Pet.  'Tis  with  Cares. . 

Kath.  I  care  not. 

'Pet.  Nay,  hear  you  Kate.  Infooth  you  'fcape  not  fo, 

fcath.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tat ry }  let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a  whit,  I  find  you  palling  gentle : 
?Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fallen, 
Ancl  now  I 'find  Report  a  very  Liar, 
For  thou  art  pleafanr,  gamefome,  palling  courteous* 
But  flow  in  Speech,  yet  fweet  as  fpting-time  Flowers. 
3Thou  caa'ft  pot  frown,  thoq  can'ft  not  look  a  fcance^ 
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Nor  bitfe  the  Lip,  at  angry  Wenches  will, , 
Nor  haft  thou  Pleafure  to  be  oofs  in  Tdk: 
But  thou  with  Mildncfs  cnteitain'ft  thy  Wooers^ 
With  gentle  Conference*  loft,  and  affable. 
Why  doth  the  World  report  that  Kate  doth  limp  t 
Oh  Oancfrou*  World:  Kme$  like  the  Ha2le  twig. 
Is  ftraighc,  and  (lender,  and  as  brown  in  hue 
As  Hazle  Nuts,  and  fweeter  than  the  Kernels* 
Oh  let  me  fee  thet  walk  1  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Kath.  Go  Fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  comnrtnd. 

Pet.  Did  ever  Dhnn  fo  become  a  Groves 
As  Kate  this  Chamber  with  her  princely  Gate: 

0  be  thou  Did*,  and  let  her  be  Jfe* 

And  then  let  Kate  be  ehaft,  and  Dian  tyortful. 

Katb.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  Speech* 

Pet.  It  is  extmpvre,  from  my  Mother*wit. 

Katb.  A  witty  Mother,  witlcfs  elfe  her  Son. 

Pit.  Ato  t  not  wife? 

K**h.  Yes,  keep  you  warm. 

Pet.  Marry  fo  I  mean,  fweet  Katharine,  in  thy  Bed: 
And  therefore  fetting  all  this  Chat  afide, 
Thus  in  plain  Terms.*  Your  Father  hath  cohfentcd 
That  you  (hall  be  toy  Wife}  yotir  t>owty  *greed  ott, 
And  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now,  Kate%  I  am  a  Husbind  for  your  turrt, 
For  by  thi*  Light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  Beauty, 
Thy  Beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  welf, 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  Man  but  me. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio  and  Tranio* 
.For  I  am  he  am  Jrtrn  to  taine  you  Kate, 
And  bring  you  from  a  Wild  Cat  to  a  Kate, 
Conformable  as  other  Houlhold  Kates; 
Hew  comes  your  Father,  flever-make  Denial, 

1  touft  and  will  have  Katharine  to  my  Wifel 

Bap.  Now,  Signior  Petruchio,  how  (J>eed  you  with  ffy 
*     Efaughter?    ,  "    • 

Pet.  How  buj  well,  Sir?  How  but  well? 
It  were  iropoffible  I  fliould  Tpeed  amifs. 

fap.   Why  how   now    Daughter  Katharine^   in    you^ 
Dumps? 

'"*    ,4  jCdtA* 
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Kath.  Call  you  me  Daughter/  Now  I  promife  you 
You  have  ihew'd'a  tender  fatherly  Regard* 
To  wifli  me  wed  to  one  half  Lunatick, 
A  madcap  Ruffian,  and  a  fwearing  Jack 
tThat  thinks  with  Oaths  to  face  the  Matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus;  your  felf  and  all  the  World 
That  talk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her; 
If  (he  be  curft,  it  is  for  Policy, 
For  (he's  Jiot  forward,  but  modeft  as  the  Dove: 
She  is  not  hot^  but  temperate  as  the  Morn; 
For  Patience  (he  will  prove  a  fecond  Qrijfe^ 
And  Roman  Lucrcce  for  her  Chaftity. 
And  to  conclude,  we  have  'greed  fo  well  together, 
kThat  upon  Sundtj  is  the  wedding  Day. 

Kath.  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  firft. 

Gre.  Hark:  Petruchio,  (he  fays  (he'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

7r* .  Is  this  your  Speeding  J  Nay,  then  good  nightxmr  part. 

Pet.  Be  patient.  Gentlemen,  I  chufe  her  for  my  fe^ 
If  (he  and  I  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
'Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  twain  being  alone,    . 
That  (he  (hall  (till  be  curd  in  Company, 
I  tell  you 'tis  incredible  to  believe 
Ho  w  much  (he  loves  me;  oh  the  kind  eft  Kate 
She  hung  about  my  Neck,  and  kifs  and  kifs 
She  vi'd  fo  faft,  protcfting  Oath  on  Oath, 
That  in  a  Twink  (he  won  me  to  her  Love.  * 

Oh  you  are  Novices,  "tis  a  World  to  fee 
How  tame  when  Men  and  Women  are  alone, 
A  n^acock  Wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  Shrew ; 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  Kate*  I  will  unto  Venice^ 
To  buy  Apparel  'gainft  the  Wedding  Day; 
Provide  the  Feaft,  Father,  and  bid  the  Guefts. 
I  will  be  fure  my  Katharine  (hall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  give  me  your  Hands, 
Gjp»d  (end  you  Joy,  Petruchio>  'tis  a  Match, 
'    Gre.  Tra.  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  Witneffes. 

Pet.  Fathc,  and  Wif$,  and  Gentlemen,  adieu, 
I  will  to  Venice*  Sunday  comts  apace, 
Vye  \ull  have  Ring*  and  Things,  and  fine  Array  ? 
And  kifi  me  Kate,  we  will  be  married  a  Sunday. 

[Exi(  Pttruchio  and  Katharina. 
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Gre.  Was  ever  Match  dipt  up  fo  fuddenly  t 

Bap.  Faith,  <§enth?ma*>>  now  I  play  a  Merchants  Partj 
And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  Mart. 

Tra.  *Twas  a  Commodity  lay  fretting  by  you; 
!Twill  bring  you  Gain,  or  perilh  on  the  Seas. 

Bap.  The  Gain  I  (eek,  is  quiet  me  the  Match. 

Gre.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  Catch: 
But  now  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  Daughter, 
Now  is  the  Day  we  have  long  looked  for: 
I  airf  your  Neighbour,  and  was  Suitor  firft;  '      '         \ 

Tra.  And  I  am  one  that  love  Bianco,  more 
Than  Words  can  witnef$,  or  your  Thoughts  can  guefir. 

Gre.  Youngling,  thou  canft  not  love  fb  Dear  as  I. 

Tra.  Grey- beard,  thy  Love  doth  freeze. 

Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry,  ' 

Skipper,  ftjind  back;  *Tis  Age  that  nouriflieth. 

Tra.  But  Youth  in  Ladies  Eyes  that  flourifheth. 

Bap.    Content  you  Gentlemen,   I  will  compound  this 
Strife; 
*Tis  Deeds  muft  win  the  Prize,  and  he  of  both 
That  can  allure  my  Daughter  greateft  Dower, 
Shall  have  Bianco* $  Love. 
Say,  Signior  Gremfo,  what  can  you  afTure  her  ? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  Houf*e  Within  the  Cify 
Is  richly  furnifhed  with  Plate  and  Gold, 
Bafons  and  Ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  Hands: 
My  Hangings  all  of  Tirian  Tapeftry  ; 
In  Ivory  Coffers  f  have  ftuft  my  Crowns, 
In  Cyprefs  Chefts  my  Arras  Counterpoints; 
Coftly  Apparel,  Tents  and  Canopies, 
Fine  Linnen,  Turkey  Cushions  boft  with  Pear!, 
Vallensof  Venice  Gold,  in  Needle* work; 
Pewter  and  Brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  Houfe,  or  Houfekeeping :  Then  at  my  Farm 
I  have  a  hundred  Milch-kineto  the  Pail, 
Sixfcorefat  Oxen  ftanding  in  my  Stalls; 
At)d  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  Portion. 
My  felf  am  ftuck  in  Years,  I  muft  confeft, 
And  if  I  die  to  Morrow,  this  is  hers, 
If  whilft  I  live  ihe  will  be  only  mine. 

"  Tra, 
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7hi.  That  only  came  well  jn:  Sir^  Mft  to  me  $   v 
^tsq  my  Father's  Heir,  and  only  Son; 
If  I  may  have  your  Daughter  to  my  Wife 
I'll  leave  her  Houfcs  three  or  four  is  good* 
Within  rich  Ptfk  Walls^  a*  any  one 
Old  Signior  Gremk  has  in  Padpa\ 
Befides  two  thpufand  Ducats  by  the  year 
Of  fruitful  Land;  aU  which  (hill  b?  her  Jointure. 
What,  have  Ipinch'd  you^igoior  <jw*w? 

<Jr*.  Two  tboufand  Ducats  by  the  Y$ar  of  Land  J 
My  Land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  *U : 
TJiat  (be  ftull  have,  befides  an  -rfrg<y& 
That  pow  is  lying  in  AUrfiliies  Road* 
What,  have  I  choakt  you  with  an  Ar^oRc^ 

Tr*.  Gremio,  *cis  known  my  Father  natb  no 'lrfi 
Than  three  great  jrgtf**,  bdidcstwoCulIiaifo, 
And  twelve  tight  (Sallies  j  chefe  I  will  aflTurc  her, 
And  twice  as  much,  what  e'er  thou  offer'ft  next. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  have  ofFer'd  all;  I  have  no  more; 
And  (he  can  have  no  more  than  ail  I  have; 
If  you  like  me,  (he  ftull  have  me  and  mine. 

Tr*.  Why  then  the  Maid  is  mine  from  all  the  World 
By  your  firm  Pronrife;  Gremio  is  QUt-vied* 

$4p,  I  muft  confefs  your  Offer  is  the  beft? 
And  let  your  Father  make  her  the  fame  Afliirance, 
She  is  your  own,  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me; 
If  you  (hould  die  before  him,  where'*  her  Dower? 

Tr*.  That's  but  a  Cavil;  he  is  old,  I  young* 

Grc.  And  pay  not  young  Men  die  as  weH  as  old! 

B*f.  Well,  Gentlemenj  I  am  thus  refol/d, 
On  Sunday, MX*,  you  know, 
My  Daughter  Kvbarine  is  to  be  married : 
Now  on  the  Sunday  following  (hail  Wane* 
Be  Bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  A  durance  j 
Ifndr,  to.Sigoior6rvJ*y*: 
AmHb  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both*  {Exit. 

Gro.  Adieu,  good  Neighbour.     Now  I  fear  thee  not : 
Sirah,  young  Gamefter,  your  Father  were  a  Fool 
To  give  thee  all,  and  in  his  waining  Age 
Set  Foot  under  thy  Table  s  tut,  a  Toy  j 
An  old  Italian  Fox  is  not  fj  kind,  my  Boy* '  [Exiti 

Tr*. 
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*     Yf*.  A  Vengeance  on  your  crffty  withered  Hide  * 
Yet  I  have  fac*d  it  with  a  Card  often : 
*Tis  in  my  Head  to  do  my  Mafter  good ; 
I  fee  no  Reafon,  but  fuppos'd  LncentU 
May  get  a  Father,  call'd  fupposM  Phamiii 
And  that's  a  Wonder:  Fathers  commonly 
Dp  get  their  Children  $  but  in  this  Cafe  of  wooing, 
A  Child  (hall  get  a  Sire*  if  I  fail  not  of  my  Cunning. 


ACT    1U.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Lucentio,  Hortenfio,  and  Bianca, 


Luc. 


e.  T71dler,  forbear;  you  grow  too  forward.  Sir: 
X    Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  Entertainment 
H  r  Sifter  Katharine  welcom'd  you  withal/ 

Hot.  But  wrangling  Pedant,  this  is 
The  Patronefs  of  HeaVnly  Harmony ; 
Then  give  me  l<ave  to  have  Prerogative  ; 
And  when  in  Mufick  we  have  fpent  an  Hour,  . 
'Your  Le&ure  fhall  have  Leifure  fo<as  much. 

Cue.  Prepofteious  Afs,  that  never  read  fo  far, 
To  know  the  Caufe  why  Mufick  was  ordaw'd  .• 
Was  it  not  to  refrefti  the  Mind  of  Man 
After  his  Studies,  or  his  ufual  Pain* 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  PhHofophy, 
And  while  I  paufr,  fcrve  in  your  Harmony. 

Her.  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  Braves  of  thine. 

Bi*u.  Why,  Gentlemen,  you  do  m«  double  Wrong, 
To  ftrive  for  that  which  refteth  in  my  Choice : 
I  am  no  breeching  Scholar  in  the  Schools; 
I'll  not  be  tied  {p  Hour,  nor  pointed  Times, 
But  learn  my  Leflqps  as  I  pleafe  my  ielf; 
And  to ,  cut  off  all  Scriff.  here  fit  we  down. 
Take  you  your  Inftrumeot,  play  you  the  whdes, 
His  Lefture  will  be  done  e'er  you  have  tun'd. 

Her.  You'll  leave  this  Leftune  wh;n  I  am  in  Tune? 

Lm.  That  will  be  never t  Tune  your  luftrumcot. 
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JHap*  Where  left  w*  Uft  / 

hue.  Here,  Madam:  Hie  that  Simois^  hiCefi  Sigeia  ttUm% 
hie  fteterat  Priami  regia  celfajtnis. 

Biatt.  Gonftrue  them. 

Luc.  Hie  that,  as  I  cold  you  before,  Simois,  I  am  Lucch~ 
tioy  hie  efii  Son  unto  Vtncentio  of  Pifa  Sigtia  tellus,  dif- 
guifed  thus  to  get  your  Love,  hie  fitter^  and  that  Lucem- 
tio  that  comes  a  wooing,  Priami^  is  my  Man  Tramo,  rcgia, 
.beaming  my  Port,  celfafimsy  that  we  might  beguile  the  old 
Pantaloon*    / 

Hon  Madame  my  Inftrufpent's  in  tufne, 

Ma**  Let's  hear.     O  fie,  the  Treble  jars. 

I+uc.  Spit  in  the  Hole,  Man,  and  tune  again. 

Bian.  Now  let  me  fee  iflcanconftrueit:  Hie  that,  Simo- 
if,  I  know  you  not,  hie  eft  figeU tillus,  I  truft  you  not,  hie 
fitter  at  Priam,  take  heed  he  hear  us  nor,  regia,  prefume  not, 
cclftfcnisy  derpair  not 

Hen  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc.  All  but  the  Baft. 

Hen  The  Bafe  is  right;  'tis  the  bafe  Knave  that  jxrs. 

Luc.  How  fiery  and  froward  our  Pedant  is  I 
Now  for  my  Life  that  Knave  doch  court  my  Love; 
Pedafcule*  111  watch  you  better  yet: 
In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft* 

Bian*  Miftruft  it  not,  for  fure  is£acides 
Was  j4jax>  calFd  fo  from  his  Grandfather. 
I  muft  believe  my  Matter,  elfe  I  prorriife  you,        , 
Ifhould  be  arguing  ftifl  upon  that  Doubt; 
But  let  it  reft.  Now  Licio  to  you: 
Gcod  Maftcr,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both.  » 

Hon  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while; 
My  Leflbns  make  not  Mufick  in  three  Parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal*  Sir?  well,  I  muft  wair, 
And  watch  withal;  for,  but  I  be  deceiv'd, 
Our  fine  Mufician  groweth  amorous. 

Hon  Madam,  before  you  toucjj  the  Inftrumenr, 
To  learn  the  Ord?r  of  my  Fingering, 
I  muft  begin  with  Rudiments  of  Art, 
To  teach  you  Gamut  in  a  briefer  fort*  • 
More  plafant,  pithy,  and  effectual, 

Than 
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Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  Trade J 
And  there  it  is  in  Writing  fairly  drawn. 

Bian.  Why,  I  am  pad  my  Gamut  long  ago. 

Hon  Yet  read  the  Gamut  of  Horttnfio. 
1     Bian.  Gamut  I  am,  the  Ground  of  all  Accord, 
Are%  to  plead  Hortcnftis  Paffion, 
Bcemcy  Biancat  take  him  for  thy  Lord, 
Cfaut,  that  loves  thee  with  all  Affe&ion, 
Dfol  re,  one  Cliff,  two  Notes  have  I, 
Elami,  (how  Pity,  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this  Gamut?  Tut,  I  like  it  not} 
Old  Faftiions  pleafe  rrc  beft;  I  am  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  Rules  for  old  Inventions. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv.  Miftrefs,  your  Father  prays  you  leave  your  Books, 
And  help  to  drefs  your  Sifter's  Chamber  up; 
You  know  to  Morrow  is  the  Wedding-Day, 

Bian.  Farewel,  fweet  Mafters  both;  I  muft  be  gone.[£*. 

Luc.  Faith  Miftrefs,  then  I  havenoCaufr-  ro  ftay .  [£at#>. 

Hot.  But  I  have  Caufe  to  pry  into  this  Pedant; 
Methinks  he  looks  as  thb'  he  Avere  in  love  : 
Yet  if  thy  Thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble 
To  caft  thy  wandring  Eyes  on  every  Stale; 
Seize  thee  that  lift  j  if  once  I  find  thee  ranging, 
Hortenfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.  [Exit. 

£*/frBaptifta,Gremio,Tranio,  Katharina,  Lucentio,  Bianca, 
and  Attendants.  * 

Bap.  Sigftior  Lucentio,  this  is  the  pointed  DayN 
That  Katharine  and  Petruchio  fliould  be  married; 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  Son-in-law. 
What  will  be  faid?  what  Mockery  will  it  be, 
To  want  the  Bridegroom  when  the  Prieft  attends 
^To  {peak  the  ceremonial  Rites  of  Marriage  ? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  Shame  of  ours? 

Kath.  No  Shame  but  mine}  I  muft,  forfooth,  be  forc'4 
To  give  my  Hand  opposed  againft  my  Heart, 
Unto  a  mad-brain  Kudesby,  full  of  Spleen, 
Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure. 
I  told  you  I,  he  was  a  frantick  Fool, 
Hiding  his  bitter  Jefb  in  blunt  Behaviour* 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  Man, 

Vor.lI.     m     '  K  Hell 
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He'll  woo  a  thoufand,  point  the  Day  of  Marriage,  J 

Make  Friends,  invite  yea,  and  proclaim  the  Banes  j 

Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  wood. 

Now  muft  the  World  point  at  poor  KathartnH 

And  fay,  lo  there  is  mad  PttrmM*  Wife. 

If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her. 

7m.  Patience,  good  KatfMrm,  and  Btptift*  too* 
Upon  my  Life  Pttrttfhto  means  but  well. 
Whatever  Fortune  ftays  him  from  his  Wora. 
Tho'  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  paffing  Wife; 
Tho'  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honett. 

Kath.  Would  Ksthtrmehxi  never  Teen  him  tho 
„  \_Extt  vtttfuq. 

Bap.  Go,  Girl;  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep^ 
For  fuch  an  Injury  would  vex  a  Saint, 
Much  more  a  Shrew  of  thy  impatient  Humour. 
Enter  Biondello. 
Bh»,  Mafter,  Matter;  old  News,  and  foch  News  aayou 
never  ne»*d  ofc  ,      ,  - 

£*/>.  Is  it  new  and  old  too?  Bow  may  that  be? 
BiU  Why,  is  it  not  Ncwi  I*  tear  of  PHr*chi*  t  coming. 
Bap.  Is  he  come/ 

Bio».  Why,  no  Sir.  .    « 

Jkp.  What  then. 
Bien.  He  is  coming. 
Baps  When  will  he  be  here? 

£/»*.  When  be  ftands  where  I  am,  aodfeesyott  th«f. 
Tra.  But  fav,  what  to  thy  old  NtWS?        .  '  ' 

Bion.  Why' Petrttcbu  is  coming  in  a  new  Hat  and  anoM 
Terkeni  a  Pair  of  old  Breeches  thrice  turn'd;  t  Pair  ot 
Boots  that  have  been  Candle-Cafe*,  one  buckled,'  another 
lac'd;  an  old  rufty  Sword  ta'en  out  of  the  Town- Armory, 
with  a  broken  H.lr,  and  Chapelefs,  with  two  broken  Points; 
hisHorfe  hhVd  with  an  old  mothy  Saddle,  the  Stftrops.  ot 
no  Kindred,  bpfides  poffeft  with  the  Glanders,  and  like  to 
mofe  in  the  Chine,  troubled  with  the  Lampaffe,  wfeSed 
with  the  Fa(hions,full  ofWindgal^fpedwith  Spavins,rai^ 
with  the  Yellows,  paft  Cure  of  the  Fives,  ftark  fowled  wi* 
the  Staggar*,  begnawn  with  the  Bots,  waid  in  the  Back,  and 
Shoulder-fliottcn,  near  leg'd  before,  and  with  a  half  chettt 
Bit,  and  a  Headftall  o£  Sheep's  Leather,  which  htftatj 
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ftriin'4  to  keep  htm  from  (tumbling,  hath  been  often  burft, 
and  now  repaired  with  Knots  *  one  Girth  fix  times  piee'd, 
and  a  Woman's  Crupper  of  Velure,  which  hath  two  Let- 
ters for  her  Nam?,  fairly  fet  down  in  Studs,  and  here  ind 
there  piee'd  with  Pickthred.  v 
Bap.  Who  comes  wftk  him  ? 

Bion.  Oh  Sir,  his  Lackey,  for  all  the  World  corftpari- 
fon'd  like  the  Horfe,  with  a  linnen  Stock  on  one  leg,  and  a 
kerfey  Boot-hole  6ir  th*  othtr,  gaitdt'd  wkh  *  rfd  and  blue 
Lift,  an  oM  Hbf,  arid  the  Humour  of  forty  FitfCies  prick t 
up  in'tfora  Feather:  A  Monfter,  a  v4ty  Monfter  in  Appar 
rel,  and  not  like  aChriftian  Foot-boy,  or  Geixlemari's  Lackey. 
Tra.  3Tis  Tome  odd  Humour  pricks  him  to  this  Fafttion; 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  Apparelfd. 
.    Bap.  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfcever  he  codies. 
Bitn.  Why  Sir,  he  comes  not. 
Bap.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  comes  i 
Bion.  Who  ?  that  Petrmchia  tfane  / 
Bap.  Ay,  that  Pctrncbio  cane. 
Bfon.  No,  Sir;  1  fay  his  Horfe  comes  with  him  on  his 
Back. 

Bap.  Why  that's  all  one. 

Bit*.  Nay,  by  St.  Jarny,  I  hold  you  a  Penny,  a  Hotfe 
.and  a  Man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  (Sntroio  fantaftically  habited. 
Pet.  Come,  where  be  thefe  ©alknts?  who's  at  Hortie? 
Bap.  You  are  welcome,  Sir. 
Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 
Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 
Tra.  Not  fo  well  Apparelf  d  at  I  wife  you  were, 
Pet.  Were  jj  better  I  fliould  rufli  in  thus. 
But  where  is  Kate\  where  is  my  lovely  Bride? 
How  does  my  Father?  Gentles,  methink*  you  frown," 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  Company, 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  Monument, 
-  Some  Comet,  or  unufusd  Prodigy  t 

Bap.  Why,  Sir,  yott  know  this  is  your  Wedding-day: 
Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come  \ 
Now  fadder,  that  you  come  fb  unprovided. 
Fie,  doff  this;  Habit*  rtiamc  to  your  Eftate. 
An  Eye-fore  lb  our  folemn  Feftival. 
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Tra.  And  tell  us  what  Occafion  of  Import 
JHith  all  fo  long  detained  you  from  your  Wife* 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  your  felf? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harlhtohtar: 
Sufficeth  I  am  come  to  keep  my  Word, 
Tho'  in  fome  Part  enforced  to  digrefs, 
Which  at  more  Leifure  I  will  fo  excufe, 
As  you  ftiall  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 
But  where  is  Katei.  I  ftay  too  long  from  her ,, 
The  Morning  wears  i  'tis  time  we  were  at  Church. 

Tra.  See  not  your  Bride  in  thefe  unreverent  Robes ; 
Go  to  my  Chamber,  put  on  Cloaths  of  mine. 
Pet.  Not  I;  believe  me,  thus  Fll  vifit  her* 
Bap.  But  thus,  1  truft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 
Pa.  Gpod  footh,   even  thus}    therefore  ha'  done  with 
Words; 
To  me  (he's  married,  not  unto  my  Clothes : 
Could  I  repair  what  (he  will  wear  in  me, 
As  I  could  change  thefe  poor  Accoutrements, 
*Twere  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  my  felf. 
But  what  a  Fool  am  I  to  chat  with  you, 
When  I  (hould  bid  good  Morrow  to  my  Bride, 
.And  feal  the  Title  with  a  lovely  Kifs?  ,      [Exit. 

Tra.  He  hath  fome  Meaning  in  his  mad  Attire: 
We  will  perfuade  him,,  be  it  pofliblf, 
To  put  on  better  t'er  he  go  to  Church. 

Bap.  I'll  after  him,  and  fee  the  Event  of  this.        [Exit. 
Tra.  But,  Sir,  Love  concerneth  us  to  add 
Her  Father's  liking;  which  to  bring  to  pafs, 
As  before  I  imparted  to  your  Worfhip, 
I  am  to  get  a  Man ;  what  e'er  he  be 
It  skills  not  much ;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  Turn, 
And  .he  (hall  be  Vincentio  of  Pi  fa , 
And  make  Affurance  here  in  Padua, 
Of  greater  Suftsthan  I  have  promifed: 
S  >  fliall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  Hope, 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  Confenr, 

Luc.  Were  it  not  thatmy  fellow  Schol-mafter 
Doth  watch  Bianca**  Steps  fo  narrowly, 
'Twere  good  methinks  t«  fteal  our  Marriage  •, 
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Which  once  perfofm'd,  let  all  the  World  fay  m, 
111  keep  mine  own,  defpight  of  all  the  World. 

Tra.  That  by  Degrees  we  mean  to  look  into, 
And  watch  our  Vantage  in  this  Bufinefs: 
We'll  over-reach  the  Gray-beard  Gremio. 
The  narrow  prying  Father  MtnoU, 
The  quaint  Mufician  amorous  Licio; 
All  for  my  Matter's  fake  Lucentio. 

Enter  Gremio. 
Signior  Gremio,  came  you  from  the  Church? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  School. 

Tra.  And;is  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  coming  home? 

Gre.  A  Bridegroom  fay  you  ?  *Tis  a  Groom  indeed, 
A  grumbling  Groom,  and  that  the  Girl  /hall  find.         , 
%    Tra.  Curfter  than  (he?  why  'tis  impoffible. 

Gre.  Why  he's  a  Devil,  a  Devil,  a  very  Fiend* 

Tra.  Why  (he's  a  Devil,  a  Devil,  the  Devil's  Dam. 

Gra.  Tut,  (he's  a  Lamb,  a  Dove,  a  Fool  to  himr 
111  tell  you,  Sir  Lucentio,  when  the  Prieft 
Should  ask  if  Katharine  fhould  be  his  Wif$? 
Ay,  by  Gogs-woons,  quoth  he;  and  fwore  (o  loud, 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  Prieft  let  fall  the  Book; 
And  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
This  mad-brain'd  Bridegroom  took  him  fuch  a  Cuff,, 
That  down  fell  Prieft  and  Book,  and  Book  and  Prieft. 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  lift. 

Tra*  What  faid  the  Wench,  when  he  rofe  up  again  ? 

Gre.  Trembled  and  (hook ;  for  why,  he  ftamp'd  and  fwore, 
As  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  Cozen  him. 
But  after  many  Ceremonies  done, 
He  ca'Is  for  Wine:  A  Health,  quoth  he;  as  if 
He  had  been  Aboard  carowzing  to  his  Mates 
After  a  Storm;  quafc  offth?  Mufcadel, 
And  threw  the  Sops  all  in  the  Sexton's  Face; 
Hiving  no  other  Reafon,  but  that  his  Beard 
Grew  thin  aqd  hungerly,  and  feem'd  to  ask 
His  Sops  as  he  was  drinking.     This  done,  he  took 
The  Bride1  about  the  Neck,  and  kift  her  Lips 
With  fuch  a  clamorous  Smack,  that  at  the  Parting 
AU  the  Church  did  Eccho*  am}  I  feeing  this* 
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Came  thence  for  very  ShAmcj  mi  after  me 

I  know  the  Rout  is  comwgt  Suck  a  8*4  Marriig* 

Never  was  before*  Hark,  hark,  I  hear  the  Minftr4*phy; 

Enter  Petruchio.Katfceritw,  Bi$nc*f  Hortenfio  and  Baptifta, 

P*f .  Gentlemen  and  Frieodfc  I  thank  you  for  your  Pew : 
I  know  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to  Day* 
And  have  prepaid  great  Store  of  wedding  Cheer  > 
But  To  it  is,  my  Hafte  doth  call  me  hence; 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  lake  my  Leave. 

Baf.  Is't  poffible  you  will aviy  to  Night? 

P<$,  I  fpuft  away  to  Day*  before  Night  come : 
Make  if  do  Wonder;  if  you  knew  my  Bufinef?. 
You  would  intreat  me  rather  go  riw  ft*y* 
And  honeft  Company,  I  tfejtnk  ypu  all, 
That  have  beheld  me  giv*  *wy  my  ftlf 
To  this  moft  pjutient,  fweet  and  viwaus  Wife: 
Dine  with  my  Father,  &i*k  a  Health  to  me* 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewel  fio  you  all, 

Tra.  Let  us  intrejt  y<wt  ft*y  'tiU  *ft*f  DifllWr. 

Pet.  It  may  not  be 

Gre.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pit.  it  cannot  be. 

Kath.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Peu  \  9m  content. 
-     Kath*  Are  you  content  today? 

Pen- I  am  content  you  (hall  intreat  me  ftay  j 
But  y$t  i?ot  (Jay*  intreat  me  how  you  can. 

Kath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay. 

Pef.  Grumioy  my  Horfe. 

Gr#.  A y ,Sir,  tja^y  be  ready  s  tjie  Oats  have  eaten  the  Horfti, 

Kath.  Nay  then 
Do  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  go  to  Day ; 
No,  nor  to  Morrpv*,  rtor  'till  I  pleafe  my  felf : 
The  Door  is  open,  Sir,  there  lyes  your  way, 
You  may  be  joggiqg  whiles  your  Bjow  are^rcen. 
For  me,  Til  pot  be  gone  'tjll  I  pleafe  my  felf  a 
Tis  like  you']!  prove  a  jolly  furly  Groom, 
That  take  it  {Sn  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly, 

Pet.  p  Kate9  content  thee  }  prethee  be  act  angry.    . 

Kath- 
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Kath.  I  will  be  angry;  what  haft  thou  to  do.* 
Father  be  quiet  5  he  (hall  ftay  my  Leifure. 

Gn.  Ay,  marry  Sir,  now  k  begins  to  work.    ^ 

Krth.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  Bridal-dinner,* 
I  lee  a  Woman  may  "be  made  a  fool, 
If  (he  had  not  a  Spirit  to  refift. 

ttu  They  (hall  go  forward,  Katey  at  thy  Command. 
Obey  the  Bride,  you  that  attend  on  her : 
Go  to  the  Feaft,  revel  and  domineer  i 
Carowfe  full  Meafure  to  her  Maiden-head; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  your  felves; 
But  for  my  bonny  K*te9  (he  miift  with  me. 
Nay,  look!not  big,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret, 
I  will  be  Maft'er  of  what  is  mine  own ; 
She  is  my  Goods,  my  Chattels,  flie  is  my  Houfej 
My  Heuihold  Stuff,  my  Field,  my  Barn, 
My  Horfe,  my  Ox,  my  Afs,  my  any  thing; 
And  here  ftie  Hands,  touch  her  who  ever  dare  j 
Til  bring  my  Aftion  on  the  pro'^deft  he, 
That  flops  my  way  in  Pad**:  $rHt»io> 
Draw  forth  thy  Weapon*,  we  ate  befet  with  Thieves; 
Refcue  thy  Miftrefs  if  thou  be  a  Man : 
Fear  not,  fwect  Wench,  they  (hall  not  touch  thee,  K&te; 
1% buckler  thee  againft  a  Million.      [Exeunt  pet.  WKath* 

Bap*  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 

Gre.  Went  they  ntt  quickly,  I  fliould  die  with  Laughing. 

Tra.  Of  all  mad  Matches,  never  was  the  like.*; 

Luc*  Miftrefs,  what's  your  Opinion  of  your  Sifter  / 

Bian.  'that  being  mad  her  felf,  (he's  madly  mated. 

Gre.  I  warrant  him  Petrmhio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  Friends,  tho*  Bride  and  Bridegroom 
wants  *  i 

For  to  fuipply  the  Places  at  the  Table  ;  , 

You  know  there  wants  no  Junkets  at  the  Feaft:  Lucmiiy 
You  (hall  Supply  the  Bridegroom's  Place. 
And  let  Bianca  take  her.  Sifter's  room. 

Tra.  Shall  Twe£t  Bianca  praftife  how  to  Bride  it? 

fiap.  She  (hall,  Lwentio:  Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  go, 

[Exsmu 
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Enter  Grumio. 

Gru.  Fie,  fie  on  all  tired  Jades,  on  all  mad  Matters,  and 
all  foul  ways :  Was  ever  Man  Co  beaten  ?  was  ever  Man  fo 
raided  was  ever  Man  fo  weary  ?  I  am  fent  before  to  mako 
t  Fnre,  and  they  are  coining  after  to  warm  them  :  Now  were 
I  not  a  little  Pot,  and  foon  hot,  my  very  Lips  might  freeze 
to  my  Teeth,  my  Tongue  to  the  Roof  of  my  Mouth,  my 
Heart  in  my  Bfclly,  e'er  I  (hould  come  by  a  Fire  to  thaw 
me;  but  I  with  blowing  the  Fire  (hall  warm  my  fclf;  for 
confideiing  the  Weather,  a  taller  Man  than  I  will  take  cold: 
Holla,  holla,  Curtis! 

Enter  Curtis, 

Curt.  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A  Piece  of  Ice.  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may'ft  Aide 
from  my  Shoulder  to  my  Heel,  with  no  greater  a  run  but 
my  Head  and  my  Neck.  A  Fire,  good  Curtis. 

Curt.  Is  my  Mafter  and  his  Wife  coming,  Grumiol 

Gru.  Oh  ay*  Curtis^  ay;  and  therefore  Fire,  Fire,  caftoo 
no  Water. 

Curt.  Is  lhe  fo  hot  a  Shrew  as  (he's  reported? 

Gru.  ,She  was,  good  Curtis^  before  this  F/ofU  but  thou 
Icnow'ft  Winter  tames  Ma,  Woman  and  Beaft  5,  for  it  hath 
tam'd  my  old  Mafter,  and  my  new  Miftrefs,  and  my  felfc 
fellow  Curtis.  "         * 

Curt.  Away>  you  three-inch*d  F00J }  I  am  rio  Beaft. 

Gru.  Am  I  but  three  Inches  ?  why  thy  Horn  is  a  Foot, 
and  fo  long  am  I  at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thou  make  a  Fire, 
or  (hall  Z  complain  on  thee!  to  our  Miftiefs,  whofe  Hand, 
fhe  being  now  at  Hand,  t!  ou  flialt*  foon  feel  to  thy  cold 
Comfort,  being  flow  in  thy  hot  Office, 

Curt.  I  prethee,'good  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes  the 
World? 

Gru.  A  cold  World,  Curtis,  in  every  Office  but  thine ; 
<and  thertfore  Fire :  Do  thy  Duty,  and  have  thy  Duty ;  fpr 
my  Mafter  and  Miftrefs  are  almoft  frozen  to  Death, 

Curt.  There's  Fire  ready;  and  therefore,  good  Gr*mio% 
the  News.  . 

Gru.  Why,  >#^Boy,  ho  Boy,  afcd  as  much  News  as 
thou  wilt. 

Cur*.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  Conycatching. 

Gru,  Why  therefore  Fire  j  for  I  have  caught  txtream  cold. 
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Where'*  the  Cook  ?  is  Supper  ready,  the  Houfe  trimmed, 
Ru/hes  ftrew'd,  Cobwebs  fwept,  the  Serving-men  in  their 
new  Fuftian,  their  white  Stockings,  and  every  Officer  his 
wedding  Garment  on  ?  Be  the  Jacks  fair  within,  the  Jil 
fair  without,  Carpets  laid,  and  every  thing  in  order  ? 
Cur.  All  ready  .-  And  therefore  I  pray  thee  what  News? 
G**^Firft,  Irapw  my  Horfe  is  tired,  my  Matter  and  Mi- 
ftrefs  fall'n  out. 

Cur.  How  ?  - 

Gru.  Out  of  their  Saddles  into  the  Dirt  J  and  thereby 
hangs  a  Tale, 

Cur.  Let's  ha't,  good  Grumfo. 
Gru.  Lend  thine  Ear. 
CurZ  Here. 

Gru.  There.  [Strikes  him. 

Cur.  This  'tis  to  feel  a  Tale,  not  to  hear  a  Tale. 
Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  calPd  a  fenfible  Tale  :  and  this 
Cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  Ear,  and  befeech  liftning. 
Now  I  begin  .•  Imprimis*  we  came  down  a  foul  Hill,  my 
Maftcr  riding  behind  my  Miftrcfs. 
Cur.  Both  on  one  Horfe? 
Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 
€ur.  Why  a  Horfe. 

Gru.  Tell  thou  the  Tale.  But  hadft  thou  not  croft  me, 
thou  flioulcTft  have  heard  how  her  Horfe  ftll,  and  flie  under 
he?  Horfe:  thou  (hould'ft  have  heard  in  howmierya  plac?, 
how  (he  was  bemoiPd,  how  he  left  her  with  the  Horfe  upon 
her,  how  he  beat  me  becaufe  her  Horfe  (tumbled,  how  (he 
waded  through  the  Dirt  to  pluck  him  off  me ;  how  he  (wore, 
how  (he  pray'd  that  never  pray'd  before  ;  how  I  cry'd,  how 
the  Horfes  ran  away,  how  her  Bridle  wis  burft,  how  I  loft 
my  Crupper^  with  many  things  of  worthy  Memory,  which 
now  (hall  die  in  oblivion,  and  thou  return  unexperienced  to 
the  Grave. 
1      Cur.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  Shrew  than  (he. 

Gru.  Ay,  and  that  thou  and  theDroudeft  of  you<aJl  fltj^ll 
find  when  he  comes  home.  B«  t  wmt  talk  I  of  thuf?  Gall 
forth  Ntthtnitl)  _Jofeph>  Nichqfas,  Philip,  Walter,  Sugerfvp, 
and  the  reft :  Let  their  Heads  be  flickly  comb'd,  their  blue 
Coats  bru(h"d,  and  their  Garters  of  an  indifferent  knit;  let 
them  curtfie  with  their  left  Legs,  and  not  prefutae  to  touth 
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a  hair  of  my  Mafter's  Morfe  Tail,  'til  they  kifs  their  Hands. 
Are  they  all  ready  ? 

Cur.  They  are. 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Our.  Do  you. hear*  ho?  You  muft  meet  my  Mafter  to 
Countenance  my  Miftrefs. 

Gru.  Why  (he  hath  a  Face  of  her  own.  9 

Cur.  Who  knows  not  that  f 

Gr*.  Thou  it  feems,  that  calls  for  Company  to  Counte- 
nance her. 

Cur.  I  call  them  forth  to  Credit  her. 

Enter  four  or  five  Serving-Men 

Gru.  Why  (he  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 

Nat.  Welcome  home,  Grumio. 

Phil  How  now,  Grumio  S 

Jof.  What,  Grumio  I 

Nick.  Fellow  Grumio  ! 

Nath.  How  now,  old  Lad. 

Gru.  Welcome  you;  how  now  you  j  what  you;  fellow 
you ;  and  thus  much  for  Greeting.  Now,  my  fpruce 
Companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things  neat? 

Nat.  All  things  are  ready  ;  bow  near  is  our  Mafter? 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this  j  and  therefore  be 
ngt— Cocks  Paffion,  filence,  I  hear  my  Matter. 
Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Pet.  Where  be  thefe  Knaves?  What,  no  Man  at  Door  to 
hold  my  Stirrup,  nor  to  take  my  Horfe  I  Where  is  Natha- 
niel, Gregory  %  Philip  I 

AUSer.  Here,  here,  Sir}  here,  Sir. 

Pet.  Here  Sir,  here  Sir,  here  Sir,  here  Sir, 
You  loggerheadtd  and  unpolifh'd  Grooms  : 
What?  no  Attendance?  no  Regard?  no  Duty? 
Wher^  is  the  foolifli  Knave  Ifent  before? 

Gru.  Here  Sir,  as  foolifti  as  I  was  before. 

Pet.  You  Peafant,  Swain,   you   Whorefon,    Malt-horfc 
Drudge. 
Did  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  Park, 
And  .bring  along  the  raixal  Knaves  with  thee  ? 
\      Qra.  Nathaniels  Coat,  Sir,  was  not  fully  made : 
And  Gabriel*  Pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'thv  Heel : 
.  There  was  no  Link  to  colour  Fjters  Hat, 
.       ,  And 
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Arid  Walter  %  Dagger  was  not  come  from  flicathing: 
There  were  none  tine,  but  <44£m9,  JUjpi*  tod  Gregory* 
The  reft  were  ragged, soJcLand  beggarly, 
Yet  as  they  are,  they  cowto  meet  you. 

Pet.  Go,  Rafcals,  go  and  fetch  my  Supper  in.  [Exit  Satl 
Where  is  the  Lijft  chit  late  I  led  i 
Where  are  thofe  ?  Sit  down  Kate, 
And  Welcome.  Soud»  feud,  foud,  foud. 

Enter  Servants  with  Supper* 
Why  when  I  fay  i  Nay,  good  fweet  Kate  be  merryi        "* 
Off  with  my  Boots,  you  Rogue  .•  You  Villains*  when  f 

It  was  the  Friars  of  Orders  grej>  [Sings. 

As  he  forth  walked  on  his  way. 
Out  you  Rogue,  you  pluck  my  Foot  awry. 
Tike  that,  and  mind  the  plucking  off  the  other,  [Strikes  him. 
Be  merry,  Kate  ^Some  Water  here ;  what  hoa. 

Enter  one  vtith  Water. 
Where's  my  Spaniel  TroUusl  Sirrah,  get  you  hence, 
And  bid  my  Coufin  Ferdinand  come  hither : 
One,  Kate,  that  you  rauft  kifs,  and  be  acquainted  with. 
Where  are  my  Slippers  ?  (hall  I  have  Tome  Water  ? 
Come    Katef  and  waft,  and  welcome  heartily : 
You  whorefon  Villain,  will  you  let  it  fall  i 

Kat.  Patience,  I  pray  you-,  'twas  a  fault  unwjjing. 

Pet.  A  whorefon,  beetle*headcd,  flat-ear'd  Knave: 
Come,  Katty  fit  down,  I  knew  you  have  a  Stomach, 
Will  you  give  Thanks,  fweet  Kate,  ox  cite  (ball  I  ? 
What's  this,  Mutton  ? 

1  Ser.  Yes. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it* 

Ser.  I. 

Pet.  *Tis  burnt,  and  fo  is  all  the  Meat: 
What  Dogs  are  thefe?  where  is  the  rafcal  Cctok? 
How  durft  you,  Villains,  bring  it  from  the  Dreffer^ 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  roe  that  love  it  not? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  Trenchers,  Cups  and  all : 

[Throws  the  Meaty  &c-  about  thtStagel 
You  heedlefs  Jplt-heads,  and  unmanner'd  Slaves,  ■* 

What,  do  you  grumble/  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Kat.  I  pray  you,  Husband,  be  not  fo  difquiet, 
The  Meat  was  well*  if  you  wertfo  contented, 
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Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate,  'twas  burnt  and  dry'd  away, 
And  I  exprefly  am  forbid  to  touch  it: 
For  it  engenders  Choler,  planteth  Anger, 
And  better  'twere  that  both  of  us  did  faft, 
Since  of  our  felves,  our  felves  are  Cholerick,  > 

Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-rofted  Fleih : 
Be  patient,  to  morrow't  (hall  be  mended, 
And  for  this  Night  we'll  faft  for  Company. 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  Bridal  Chamber.   [Exeunt. 
Enter  Servants  fever  ally* 

Nath.  Peter,  didft  ever  fee  the  tike? 

Petpr.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  Humour. 

Gr*.  Where  is  he? 

•   Enter  Curtis,  4  Servant. 

Cnr.  In  her  Chamber,  making  a  Sermon  of  Contiienqr 
to  her,  and  rails,  and  fwears,  and  rates,  and  (he,  poor  Soul, 
knows  not  which  Way  to  ftand,  to  look,  to  fpeak,  and  fit* 
as  one  new  rifen  from  a  Dream.  Away,  away,,  for  he  is 
coming  hither. 

Enter  Petruchio. 

Peu  Thus  have  I  politickly  begun  my  Reign, 
And  ftis  my  hope*  to  end  fuccefsfully : 
My  Faulcon  now  is  (harp,  and  pafling  empty, 
And 'till  ft&  ftoop,  (he  mail  not  be  fuH  gorg'd, 
For  then  fhe  never  looks  upon  her  Lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  Haggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  Keeper's  call: 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watchr  thefe  Kites, 
That  bait  and  bear,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no  Meat  to  day,  nor  none  (hall  eat. 
Laft  night  ihe  flept  npt,  nor  to  night  (hall  not: 
As  with  the  Mear,  fooie  uodeferved  fade 
I'll  find  about  the  making  of  the  Bed. 
And  here  I'll  fling  the  Pillow,  there  the  Bolder* 
This  way  the  Coverlet,  another  way  the  Sheets; 
Ay,  and  amid  this  hurly  I  intend, 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her, 
And  in  corclufion,  ftie  (hall  watch  all  night, 
And  if  Ae  chance  to  nod  Ml  rail  and  brawl,  < 

And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  ftill  aw^ke. 
This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  Wife  with  kiodnef, 

And 
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And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  headftrong  Humour. 
He  that  knows, better  how  to  tame  a  Shrew, 
Now  let  him  fpeak,  'tis  Charity  to  (hew.  [Exit. 

Enter  Tranio  and  Hortcnfio. 

Tra.  Is't  poffible,  Friend  Lkio%  that  Miftrefs  Bianca 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Luccntio  i 
I  cell  you,  Sir,  ihe  bears  me  fai*  in  hand. 

Hor.  Sir,  to  fatisfie  you  in  what  I  have  faid, 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 
Enter  Bianca.  and  Lucemio. 

Luc.  Now,  Miftrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read? 

Man.  What  Matter  read  you  firft,  refolve  me  that? 

Luc.  I  read  that  I  profefs,  the  Art  to  Love. 

Sian.  And  may  you  prove,  Sir,  Matter  of  your  Art. 

Lhc.  While  you,  fweetDear,  prove  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart. 

Hor.  Quick  Proceeders  marry;  row  till  me  I  pray,  you 
that  durft  fwear  that  your  Miftrefs  Bianca  lov'd  none  in  the 
World  fo  well  as  Luccntio. 

Tra.  Oh  defpightful  Love,  unconftant  Womankind;  I 
tell  thee,   Licio,  this  is  wonderful. 

Hor.  Miftake  no  more,  I  am  not  Licfo, 
Nor  a  Mufician,  as  I  feem  tp  be, 
But  ope  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  Djfgitift, 
For  futh  a  one  as  leaves  a  Gentleman, 
And  makes  a  God  of  fuch  a  Cullion; 
Know,  Sir,  that  I  am  call'd  Hortcnjk. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfo,  I  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  A  fifed  ion  to  Bianca% 
And  fince  mine  Eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  Lightnefs, 
I  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 
Forfwear  Bianca  and  her  Love  for  ever, 

Hor.  See  how  they  kifs  and  court.    Sfgnior  Luccntio, 
Here  is  my  band,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  Former  Favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flatter'd  her  withal. 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  Oath, 
Never  to  marry  with  her,  tho'  ihe  would  entreat. 
Fie  on  her,  fee  how  beaftly  (he  doth  court  him, 

Hor.  Would  all  the  World  but  he  had  quite  forfworn. 
For  me,  that  I  may  furcly  Ifeep  «ine  Oath, 
I  will  be  Married  to  a  wealthy  Widow, 
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E'er  three  days  pafc,  which  his  as  long  lovM  **i 

As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdahrful  Haggard. 

And  fo  farewel,  Signior  Lucentlo. 

Kindnefsin  Womw,  not  their  beauteous  Looks, 

Shall  win  my  Love;  and  fo  I  tike  my  leave* 

In  refolution  as  I  fWore  before.  {Exit  Htt. 

7>4.  Miftrefs  Bianco*  hlefs  you  with  fach  Grace* 
As  longeth  to  a  Lover's  bletfed  Cafe: 
Nay,  I  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  Love^ 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenfto. 

BU*.  Tronic  you  jell:  But  htveyoubotfrfcrfwdmme? 

Tra.  Miftrefs,  we  have, _ 

Lmc  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licit. 

Tra*  Vkitk  he'D  have  a  lufty  Widow  riow, 
tThat  (hall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day.. 

Bia».  God  give  him  Joy* 

Tra.  Ay,  and  hell  tame  her. 

Bian.   He  fays  fo^  Tram*. 

Tra.  'Faith  he  is  gone  unto  the  faming  Schotf. 

Bian.  The  timing  School:  What  fe  there  fttfh  %  place? 

Tra.  Av,  Miftrefs,  and  Pctruchio  is  the  Matter, 
That  teacheth  Tricks  eleven  and  twenty  foflft 
To  tame  a  Shrew  ,  and  charm  her  chattering  Tdngue* 
Enter  Biondeilo. 

Bion.  Oh  Matter,  Matter,  I  have  watch'd  fo  long, 
That  I  am  Dog-weary  $  but  at  laft  f  'fpied 
An  ancient  Angel  coming  down  the  Hil? 
Will  fervc  the.  tutu. 

Tra.  What  is  he,  Biondeilo* 

Bian.  Matter,  a  Marcantant,  or  a  Pedant?. 
I  know  not  what;  but  formal  in  Appareff 
In  Gate  and  Countenance  furly,  like  a  Father. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Traniof 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  truft  my  Tafc, 
Til  make  him  glad  to  feem  Pinccntio, 
And  give  aflurance  to  Bapifla  MinoU% 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vlnccnti&t 

Take  me  your  Love,  and  therrfetme  alone,  \Ex.  Luc.  tf'Bim. 
Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ted.  God  fa ve  you,  Sir. 

Ira.  And  you,  Sir;  you  are  welcome :  x     ' 

Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  fartheft  ?  Fed. 
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Ped.  Sir*  at  the  fartheft  for  a  Week  or  two; 
But  then  up  farther,  and  as  fir  as  Rome* 
And  fo  to  Tripolj*  if  God  lend  me  Life. 

Tra.  What  Countryman,  I  pray? 

Ped.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra*  Of  Mantua,  Sir;  many  God  forbid; 
And  come  to  Padua,  carelefs  of  your  Life/ 

Fed.  My  Life,  Sir  I  how,  I  pray/  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra.  'Tis  Death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua;  know  yQU  not  the  Caufet 
Your  Ships  are  (hid  at  Venice,  and  the  Duke, 
For  private  Quarrel  'twixt  your  Duke  and  him. 
Hath  publifh'd  and  proclaim'd  it  openly : 
Tis  marvel,  but  that  you  are  but  newly  come, 
you  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaim'd  about. 

Ped.  Alas,  Sir,  tt  i;  worfc  for  me  thap  fo; 
For  I  have  Bills,  for  Mony  by  Exchange 
From  Florence,  and  mud  here  deliver  them.  < 

Tra.  Wdlt  Sir,  to  do  you  Couitefie, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  I  will  advife  you; 
Fir  ft  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pija. 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  in  Pifa  have  I  often  been'; 
Pi/a  renowned  for  grave  Citizens. 

Tqfr  Among  them  know  you  one  Vincenuo\ 

Ped.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him; 
A  Merchant  of  incomparable  Wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  Father,  Sir ;  and  footh  to  fay, 
In  Countenance  fomewhat  doth  referable  you. 

Bhn.  As  muth  as  an  Apple  doth  an  Oyfter,   and  all  one. 

i4fid*. 

Tra.  To  five  your  Life  in  this  Extremity, 
This  Favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake; 
And  think  it  not  the  worft  of  all  your  Fortunes 
That  you  ire  like  to  Sir  Vincentio : 
His  Name  and  Credit  (hall  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  Houfe  you  (hall  be  friendly  Lodg'd^ 
Look  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  (hould. 
You  underftand  me,  Sir:  So  (ball  you  ftay 
'Till  you  have  done  your  Bufinefs  in  the  City* 
If  this  be  Court'fi*,  Sir,  accept  of  it. 

Ptd.  Oh,  Sir,  I  do,  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  Patron  of  my  Life  and  Liberty.  DigitizedbyGoogT£*- 
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Trs.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  good: 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underftand,     . 
My  Father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  pafs  aflurance  of  a  Dowry  in  Marriage 
•Twixt  me  and  one  Btftiftas  Daughter  here: 
In  all  thefe  Circumftances.  1*11  jnftruft  you  i 
Go  with  me*  Sir,  to  cloatt  you  as  becomes  you.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE     I.1 

Enter  Katharina  and  Grumio. 

Gru.  TWTO,  no,  Forfooth,  I  dare  not  for  my  Life. 

IN     Katb.  The  more  my  Wrong;  the  more  his 
Spite  appears: 
What,  did  he  marry  me  tofamifh  me? 
Beggars  that  come  unto  my  Father's  Door, 
Upon  intreaty,  have  a  prefent  Alms; 
If  not,  elfe  where  they  meet  with  prefent  Charity: 
But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat, 
Nor  never  needed,  that  I  ftiould  intreat, 
Am  ftarv'd  for  Meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  Sleep; 
With  Oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  Brawling  fed; 
Apd  that  which  fpights  me  more  than  all  thefe  Wanty 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfeft  Love : 
As  who  would  lay,  if  I  fhould  deep  or  eat 
•Twere  deadly  Sicknefs,  or  elfe  prefent  Death: 
I  prethee  go,  and  get  me  fome  Repaft} 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholfbme  Food. 

Gru.  What  fay  you  to  a  Neat's  Foot  ? 

JCath.  *Tis  palling  good;   I  prethee  let  me  have  it* 

Gru.  I  fear  it  is  too  Flegmatick  a  Meat:' 
How  fay  you  to  a  fit  Tripe  finely  broil'd? 

Katb.  I  like  it  well;  pood  Grumio,  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell,  I  fear  it  is  Cholerick : 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  Beef  and  Muftard  f 

Kath.  A  Diflh  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 

Gru.  Ay,  but  the  Muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kath*  Why  then  the  Beef,  and  let  the  Muftard  reft. 

Gru.  Nay  then  I  will  not*,  you ih all  have  the  MuftanJ, 
Or  elfe  you  get  no  Beef  of  Qrumi$.  K*tk. 
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Kath.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 
Grn.  Why  then  the  Milliard  without  the  Beef. 
Katb.  Go,  get  the*  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  Slave, 

[Bents  him* 
That  fced'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  Meat? 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  Mifery. 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Hortenfio  with  Meat. 
Pat.  How  fares  my  Kate  I  What,  Sweeting,  all  amort  { 
Hot.  Miftrefs,  what  cheer? 
Kath.  "Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 
Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  Spirits ^  look  cheerfully  upon  me  j 
Here  Love,  thou  fceft  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  drefs  thy  Meat  my  felf,  and  bring  it  thee: 
I  am  fure,  fweet  JC*/*,this  Kindnefs  merits  Thanks* 
What,  not  a  word?   Nay  then,  thou  lov'ft  it  not: 
And  all  my  Kins  is  fbrted  to  no  proof* 
Here  take  away  the  Difli. 
Kath.  I  pray  you  let  it  ftand. 
Pet.  The  pooreft  Service  is  repaid  with  Thanks 
And  fo  (hall  mine  before  you  touch  the  Meat. 
Kate.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Her.  Signior  Petrnchio,  fie,  you  are  too  blame : 
Come,  Miftrefy  Katt$  Pli  bear  you  Company. 

Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortenfio,  if  thou  lovtft  me. 
Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  Heart ; 
Kate9  eat  apace.  And  now  n  y  honey  Love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  Father's  Houfe, 
And  Revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  beft, 
With  filken  Coats,  and  Caps,  and  golden  Rings; 
With  Ruffs,  and  Cuffs,  and  Farding*ls,and  things: 
With  Scarfs,  and  Fans,  and  double  change  of  BravVy, 
With  Amber  Bracelets,  Beads  and  all  this  Knav'ry. 
What,  haft  thou  Din'd  /  The  Taylor  ft  ays  thy  leifure, 
To  deck  thy  Body  with  his  ruffling  Treafure. 

Enter  Taylor. 
Come,  Taylor,  let  us  fee  thefe  Ornaments. 

Enter  Haberdajber. 
Lay  forth  the  Gown.  What  News  with  you,  Sir  t 
Hab.  Here  is  the  Cap  your  Worfhip  did  befpeak. 
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Pet.  Why  this  was  moulded  on  a  Porrenger, 
A  Velvet  Di(h  j  Fie,  fie,  'tis  lewd  and  filthy; 
Why  'tis  a  Cockle  or  a  Wallnut-fhell, 
A  Knack,  a  Toy,  a  Trick,  a  Baby's  Cap. 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger, 

Kath.  Ill  have  no  biggerythis  doth  fit  the  time** 
And  Gentlewomen  wear  fuch  Caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  fliall  have  one  too*         , 
And  not  'till  then. 

Hot.  That  will  not  be  in  hafte, 

Kath.  Why,  Sir,  I  truft  I  may  have  leave  to  fpeal* 
And  fpeak  I  will.    I  am  no  Child,  no  Babe, 
Your  Betters  have  ebdur'd  me,  fay  my  mind  j 
And  if  you  cannot*  beft  you  flop  your  Ears. 
My  Tongue  will  tell  the  Anger  of  my  Heart, 
Or  elfe  my  Heart  concealing  it  will  break : 
And  rather  than  it  (hall,  I  wifl  be  free,  - 

Even  to  tht  uttermoft  as  I  pleafe  in  word*.  I 

Pet.  Why  thou  fiy'ft  true,  ft  is  a  paltry  Cap,  I 

A  cuftard  Coffin,  a  Bauble,  a  filken  Pie,  j 

I  love  thee  well  io  that  thou  lik'ift  it  not. 

Kath.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  Cap,  | 

And  it  I  will  have,  or  I  will  have  none.% 

Pet.  Thy  Gown,  why  ay;  come,  Taylor,  let  us  fee"fc 

0  mercy  God,  what  masking  Stuff  is  here  ?  j 
i  What?  this  a  Sleeve?  'tis  like  a  Demi-cannon ; 

Whit,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  Apple  Tart? 

Here's  fnip,  and  nip*  and  cur,andfli(h,andfla(h,  j 

Like  to  a  Cenfor  in  a  Barber's  Shop : 

y/hy  what  a  Devil's  name,  Taylor,  calfft  thou  this? 

H&r.  I  fte  (he's  like  to  have  neither  Cap  nor  Gown. 

Taj%  You  bid  me  make  It  orderly  and  well, 
According  to  the  Fa  (h  ion  of  the  Time.  ^ 

Pet.  Marry  and  did:  But  if  you  be  remeinbred, 

1  did  not  bid  you  marr  it  to  the  Time. 
Go  hop  me  over  every  Kennel  home, 

For  you  (hall  hop  without  my  Cuftoro,  Sir: 
I'll  none  of  it ;  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 

Kath.  I  never  law  a  better  fiftiion'clGown, 
More  queint,  more  pleaiing,'  nor  more  cc  mmencf able : 
Belike  you  mean  to  make  a  Puppet  of  me. 
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fet.  Why  true*  he  means  to  fl*ke  a  Puppet  of  thee. 

Taj.  She  fays  your  Worftiip  means  to  make  a  Puppet  of 
her. 

Pet.  Oh  moft  monftrous  Arrogance! 
Thou  lyeft,  thou  Thread,  thou  Thimble, 
Thou  Yard,  three  Qjwrters,  half  a  Yard,  Quarter,  Nail 
Thou  Flea,  thou  Nit,  thou  winter  Cricket  thou  1 
Brav'd  in  mine  own  Houfe  with  a  Skein  of  Thread! 
Away,  thou  Rag,  thou  Quantity,  thou  Remnant, 
Or  I  (hall  fo  be-mete  thee  with  thy  Yard, 
As  thou  (halt  think  on  prating  whiPft  thou  liv-ft : 
I  cell  thee  I,  that' thou  haft  marr'd  her  Gown. 

Taj.  Your  Wprlhip  is  deceived,  the  Gown  is  made 
Juft  as  my  Matter  had  dire&ion. 
Crumio  gave  Order  how  it  (hould  be  done. 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  Order,  I  gave  him  die  Stuff, 

Taj.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  (hould  be  made/ 

Qrm.  Marry,  Sir,  with  Needle  and  Thread. 

Taj.  But  did  you  not  retjueft  to  have  it  Cut? 

Gru.  Thou  haft  fac'd  many  things, 

Taj.  I  have. 

Gr$$.  Face  not  me :  Thou  haft  brav'd  many  Men,  brave 
not  me ;  I  will  neither  be  fac'd  nor  brav'd.  I  fay  unto  thee, 
I  bid  thy  Mafter  cut  out  the  ©own,  but  I  did  not  hid  him 
QUt  it  to  pieces.    Ergo  thou  lieft. 

Taj.  Why  here  is  the  Note  of  the  Faftiion  to  teftify.' 

Pet.  Read  it. 

Gr*.  The  Note  lies  iVs  Throat  if  he  fay  I  faid  fo; 

Taj.  Imprimis,  a  loofcbodied  Gown. 

Gr*.  Mafter,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe-bodied  Gown,  low  me 
in  the  Skirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  Death  with  a  Bottom  of 
brown  Thread:  I  faid  a  ©own. 

fet%  Proceed. 

Taj.  With  a  fmall  compaft  Ope, 

Gru.  I  confefi  the  Cape. 

Taj.  With  a  Trunk  Sleeve* 

Gru.  I  confefs  two  Sleeves.  / 

Taj.  The  Sleeves  curioufly  cut. 

fet.  Ay  there's  the  Villany. 

Gru.  Error  i'th'Bill,  Sir,  Error  i'th*  Bill:  I  commanded 
the  Sleeves  (hould  be  cue  out,  and  fow'd  up  ^gairrt.andthtt 
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I'll  prdvc  upon  thee,    tho'  thy  little  Finger  bejrined  in  a 
Thimble*  > 

Taj.  This  is  true  that  I  (ay,  and  I  had  thee  in   place 
where,  thou  (hould'ft  know  it*.    ' 

Gru.  I  am  for  thee  ftraight:  take  thou  the  Bill,  give  me 
thy  mctc  yard,  and  fpare  not  me. 
Hor*  God-a-roercy,  Gmmio,  then  he  (hall  have  no  odds* 
Peu  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  Gown  is  not  for  mt.\ 
GrH.  You  are  'th*  right,  Sir,  'tis  for  my  Miftrefs, 
Pet.  Go  take  k  up  urito  thy  Matter's  ufe. 
Gru>  Villain,  not  for  thy  Life.-    Take  up  my  Miftrefs^ 
,  Go  rit  for  thy  Matter's  ufe ! 

Pa,  Why,  Sir,  what's  your  Conceit  in  that? 
Gru.  Oh,  Sir,  the  Conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think  for  5 
Take  up  my  Miftrels's  Gown  unto  his  Matter's  ule. 
Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Pet.  Harttnfioy  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  Taylor  paid,  \Ajidel 
Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Taylor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  Gown  to  morrow, 
Take  no  unkindnefs  of  his  hafty  Words : 
Away  I  fay,  commend  me  to  thy  Matter.  [Exit  Tail. 

Pet.  Well,  come  my  Kate,  we  will  unto  your  Father's, 
Even  in' tkele  honeft  mean  habiliments: 
Our  Puffes  (hall  be  proud,  our  Garments  poor; 
For  ^is  the  Mind  that  makes  the  Body  rich. 
And  as  the  Sun  breaks  through  the  darkeft  Clouds, 
So  Honour  peereth  in  the  meaneft  Habir. 
What  is  the  Jay  more  precious  than  the  Lark, 
Becaufe  his  Feathers  are  more  beautiful? 
Or  is  the  Adder  b*t:er  than  the  Eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  Skin  contents  the  Eye? 
Oh  no,  good  Kate ;  neither  art  thou  the  wQrfe 
For  this  poor  Furniture,  and  mean  Array. 
If  thou  account'ft  it  Shame,  lay  it  on  me, 
And  therefore  Frolick;  we  will  hence  forthwith, 
To  Feaft  and  Sport  us  at  thy  Tattler's  Houfe* 
Go  call  my  Men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  Horfes  unto  Long-lane  end, 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thirher  walk  on  Foot. 
Let's  f c-  ,  I  think  'tis  now  fome  f<?ven  a  Clock, 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  Dinner  time^-    ■"  1 


Katb.  I  dire  affurc  you,  Sir,  'tis  almoft  two-,  f 
And  'twill  be  Supper-time  e'er  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  (hall  be  feven  e'er  I  go  to  Horfe: 
Look  what  I  fpeak,  or  do,  or  thi  k  to  do, 
You  are  ftill  croffingit;  Sirs,  let't  alone, 
I  will  not  go  to  day,  and  e'er  I  do, 
It  fhall  be  what  a  Clock  I  fay  it  is* 

Hpr.  Why  fo :  This  ©allant  will  command  the  Sun* 

[Exeunt  Pet.  Kath.  and  Hor. 

Enter  Tranio,****^  the. Pedant  dreft  like  Vincentio. 

Ira.  Sirs,  this  is  the  Houfe,  pleafe  it  you  that  I  call. 

Ped.  Ay  what  elfe,  and  but  I  be  deceived* 
Signior  Baptifta  may  remember  me 
Near  twenty  Years  ago  in  Genoa. 

Tra.  Where  we  were  Lodgers,  at  the,  Pegafusz 
*Tis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cafe 
With  fuch  Aufterity  as  longeth  to  a  Father. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Ptd.  \  warrant  you:  Bar,  Sir,  here  comes  your  Boy  ; 
'Twere  good  he  were  fchool'd, 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him  \  Sirrah  Biondello* 
Now  do  your  Duty  throughly  I  advife  you: 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vtncentio* 

Bion.  Tut,  fear  not  roe, 

Tra.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  Errand  to  Baptiftal 

Bion.  I  told  him  that  your  Father  was  in  Venice, 
And  that  you  look'd  for  him  in  Padua. 

Tra.  That's  a  tall  Fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drink, 
-  Here  comes  Bagtifta\  fet  your  Countenance,  Sir. 
*  Enter  Baptifta  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptifta,  you  are  happily  met ; 
Sir,  this  is  the  Gentleman  I  told  you  of ;  . 
I  pray  you  ftand,  good  Father,  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  Patrimony; 

Ped.  Soft,  Son.  Sir,  by  your  leave,  having  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fome  Debts,  my  Son  Lucentio, 
Made  me  acquairtted  with  a  weighty  Caufe 
Of  Love  between  your  Daughter  and  himfelf ; 
And  for  the  good  Report  I  hear  of  you, 
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And  for  the  Love  he  beareth  to  your  Daughter, 
And  4he  to  him ;  to  ftay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content  in  a  good  Father's  care 
Ta  have  him  match'd,  and  if  you  pleafe  to  Iikt 
No  worfe  than  I,  Sir,  upon  fi>me  Agreement, 
Me  (hall  you  find  raoft  ready  and  mod  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  bellowed : 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 
Signior  Baprifta,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay^ 
Your  plainnefs  and  your  (hortnefs  pleafe  me  well: 
Right  true  it  is,  your  Son  Ltuentio  hew 
Doth  love  my  Daughter,  and  (he  loveth  hjm. 
Or  both  diflemble  deeply  their  Affedims; 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  np  more  than  this, 
That  like  a  Father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pafs  my  Daughter  a  fuffictent  Dowry, 
The  Match  is  made,  and  all  is  done, 
Your  Son  (hall  have  my  Daughter  with  conjent. 

7>4.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  where  then  do  you  know  beft 
We  be  affied,  and  fuch  affurance  ta'en, 
As  (hall  with  either  Parts  Agreement  (land. 

Bap.  Not  in  my  Houfe,  Lucentioy  for  you  know 
Pitchers  have  Ears,  and  I  have  many  Servants ; 
Befides  old  Gnmh  is  hetrkning  ftiil, 
And  haply  we  might  be  interrupted. 

7>4.  Then  at  my  Lodging,  and  it  like  you,  Sir; 
There  doth  my  Father  lye-,  and  there  this  Night 
Well  pafs  the  fiufinefs  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  Daughter  by  your  Servant  here, 
My  Boy  (hall  fetch  the  Scrivener  prefently. 
The  worft  is  this,  that  at  fo  flendeT  warning, 
You  are  like  to  have  a  thia  and  (lender  Pittance.' 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well. 
Cambio%  hie  you  (homo,   and  bid  tianca  make  her  ready 

flraight: 
And  if  you  will,  tell  whit  hath  happen'd, 
Zvcentio's  Father  is arriv'd  in  Pad*a%     ■."< 
And  how  (he*s  like  to  be  Lucent  lot  Wift. 
Lmq.  I  pray  the  gods  (he  may  with  all  my  Heart.    \Ek$k 

-      Tr*. 
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Tra.  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Enter  Peter. 
Signior  Baptifia,  (hall  I  lead  the  way? 
Welcome,  one  Mefs  is,  like  to  be  your  Cheer, 
Come*  Sir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pi/k. 
#     Bap.  I  follow  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lucentio  and  Biondello. 

Bion*  Cambio. 

Luc.  What  fay'fl:  thou,  Biondello ? 

Bion.  You  faw  my  Matter  wink  and  laugh  upon  you. 

Lu? .  BiondelU%  what  of  that  i 

Bion.  *Faith  nothing;  but  'has  left  me  here  behind  to  ex* 
pound  the  Meaning  or  Morral  o£his  Signs  and  Tokens. 

Luc.  I  pray  thee  moralize  them. 

Bion.  Then  thus,.  Raptifta  is  fafe  talking  with  the  decei- 
ving Father  of  a  deceitful  Son. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him  I 

Bion.  His  Daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the  Sup- 
per. 

Luc.  And  then  ? 

Bion.  The  old  Pried  at  St.  Luke's  Church  is  at  your  com* 
mand  at  all  hours. 

Luc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell,  except  they  are  buGed  about  a  coun- 
terfeit Aflurance  5  take  you  Afluraocs  of  her,  Cnm  privi* 
legio  ad  Imprimendum  folum>  to  th' Church  take  the  Prieft, 
Clark,,  and  (bme  f efficient  honeft  Witneffes : 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
But  bid  Bianca  farewel  for  ever  and  a  day, 

Luc.  Hear9 ft  thou,  J}iondelU>\ 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry  ;  I  knew  a  Wench  married  in  an 
Afternoon  as  (he  went  to  the  Garden  for  Parfeley  to  fluff 
a  R'ibit,  and  fo  may  you,  Sir :  And  To  adieu,  Sir  ;  my 
Matter  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  St.  Luke's,  to  bid  the 
Prjeft  be  ready  to  come  againft  you  come  with  your  Ap- 
pendix. [Exh> 

Luc.  I  may  and  will,  if  (he  be  fo  contented : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  (hould  we  doubt  I 
Hap  what  hap  may,  Til  roundly  go  about  her; 
It  (hall  go  hard  if  Cambio  go  without  her.  [Exit. 

S  4  Emot 


Digitized  by 


Googk 


7  2  8         The  Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  *nd  Hortenfto* 
Pet.  Come  on  a  God  Vname,  once  more  towards  our  Fa* 
ther's. 
Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  Chines  the  Moon. 
JCath.  The  Moon!  the  Sun  ;  it  is  not  Moon-light  now* 
Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon  that  ftiines  bright.  « 

JCath.  I  know  it  is  the  Sun  that  (hinesfo  bright. 
Pet.  Now  by  my  Mother's  Son,  and  that's  my  felf, 
It  (hall  be  Moon,  or  Star,  or  what  I  lift,  j 

Or  e'er  I  journey  to  your  Father's  Houfe:  .   /  .  I 

Go  on,  and  fetch  Pur  Horfes  back  again.  ! 

Evermore  croft  ana  croft,  nothing  but  croft. 
Jior.  Say  as  he  fays,  or  we  (hall  never  go. 
Kath.  Forward  I  pray,  fince  we  have  come  fo  far,  I 

'And  be  it  Moon,  or  Sun,  or  what  you  pleafc-  { 

And  if  you  pfyfe  to  call  it  a  Rufti  Candle, 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  (hall  be  fo  for  me. 
Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon. 
Kath.  I  know  it  is  the  Moon. 

Pet.  Nay  then  you  lye ;  it  is  the  bletfed  Sun,  I 

Kath.  Then  God  be  bkft,  it  is  the  bkffed  §uri,  j 

But  Sun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not  •  j 

And  the  Moon  changes  even  as  your  Mind.  j 

What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  evfcn  that  it  is,  i 

And  io  it  (hell  be,  f  ,  for  Katherine. 

Hor.  PetruchiQ,  go  thy  way,  the  Field  is  won.  s 
Pet.  Well?  forward,  forward,  thus  the  Bowl  fliould  {un; 
And  not  unluckily  agaipft  the  Bias : 
But  foft,  Company  is  coming  here. 

Enter  Vincentio. 
Good  Morrow,  gentle  MiftreH,  where  away?        [7>  Vin. 
Tel  me,  fweet  Katey  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
Haft  thuu  beheld  a  frcftier  Gentlewoman: 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  Cheeks: 
.What  Stars  do  fpangl'  Heav'n  with  fuch  Beauty, 
As  theft  two  Eyes  become  th?  heay'nly  Face  f    . 
Fair  lovely  Maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee: 
Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  her  Beauties  fake. 

Hor.  He  will  ipake  the  Man  mad  to  make  a  Womjpi  of 
}iim.  % 

Katk. 
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Katb.  Young  budding  Virgin,  fair,  and  freffi,  aad  fwcct» 
Whither  away,  or  where  is  thy  Aboad  ? 
Happy  the  Parents  of  fo  fair  a  Child; 
Happier  tb^  Man  whom  favourable  Stars 
Allots  thee  for  his  lovely  Bedfellow. 

Pet.  Why  how  now,  Kate,  I  hope  thou  art  not  mad ! 
This  is  a  Man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  whithered, 
And  not  a  Maiden,  as  thou  fay'ft  he  is. 

Katb.  Pardon,  old  Father,  my  miftaken  Eycsf 
That  have  been  fo  bedazled  with  the  Sun, 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  green. 
Now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  reverend  Father : 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  Grandfir,  and  withal  make  known 
Which  way  thou  travelled;  if  along  with  us, 
We  (hall  be  joyful  of  thy  Company. 

Vini  Fak  Sir,  and  you  my  merry  Miftrefs, 
That  wim  your  ftra/ige  Encounter  much  amat'd  me; 
My  Nan^e  is  cz\YArtncentio%  by  Dwelling  P$fa% 
And  bound.1  am  to  Padua,  there  to  vifit 
A  Son  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen* 
Pet.  What  is  his  Name? 
Fin.  Luccntio,  Gentle  Sir. 
Pet.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  Son ; 
And  now  by  Law,  as  well  as  reverent  Age,  "V 

I  may  intitle  thee  my  loving  Father; 
The  Sifter  of  my  Wife,  this  Gentlewoman, 
Thy  Son  by  this  hath  married.     Wonder  not. 
Nor  be  not  griev'd,  (he  is  ->i  good  Eft  eon, 
Her  Dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  Birth; 
Be  fide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  beieem 
The.  Spoufe  of  any  noble  Gentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Fincentio9 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  hone  ft  Son3 
Who  wiil  of  thy  Arrival  be  full  Joyous. 

Fin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  eiieyour  Pleafure, 
Like  pleafant  Travellers  to  briafcajiil 
Upon  the  Company  yon  ^yr-.akf  ? 
Hor.  I  do  allure  rhee  Fathu,  f  >  it  .«>, 
Pet.  Can?,  %o  alor.g,  *ud  l<  i  ~u:  f-uth  hereof. 
For  our  fir  ft  Meirinv;rj{  hath  wijc  iIkc  jealous.     [Exetent. 

Hor. 
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Her.  Welt  Petr*chi<r%  this  hath  put  mc  ki  Ntart. 
Have  to  my  Widow,  ^ind  if  fee  be  froward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortehfio  tabe  untoward,       [Exkl 

Enter  Biondcllo,  Luce&io  *nd  Bianca,  GremoiiW^jw 

0***.  Softly  and  fwiftly,  Sir,  for  die  Prieft  is  ready* 

Live.  I  fly,  BitndeUa,  but  they  fifty  chance  to  need  thee 
tt  Home,  therefore  leave  us. 

Bit*.  Nay,  Faith,  ID  fee  the  Church  a  your  Back,  and 
then  come  back  to  my  Mi&refs  as  foon  a)  I  can.     [Extm*. 

Gre.  I  marvel  CamhiQ  comes  not  all  this  while* 

Enter  Petruchit*  Katharine  Vincentio  and  Gn^mip, 
with  4btend*n$s. 

Pet.  Siiy  here's  the  Door,  this  is  Lucentifs  Houfe, 
My  Father's  bears  more  toward  the  Market-Place, 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you*  Sir. 

Vin.  You  foall  not  chufe  but  drink  before  you  go; 
J  think  I  (hall  command  your  welcome  here  ; 
And  by  all  Likelihood  fome  Cheer  is  toward.  [£«*{• 

Gre.  They're  bufie  within,  you  were  beft  knack  louder. 

[Pedant  letiy  ***  *f*l*  Windew. 

Fed.  What's  he  that  knocks  as  he  woud  beat  down  the 
Gate! 

Vm.  Is  Signior  Luccntio  within,  Sir? 

Ted.  He's  within.  Sir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withal. 

V*u.  What  if  a  Man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  or  two 
to  make  merry  withal* 

Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  Pounds  to  your  felf,  he  ffaall 
need  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  told  you  your  Son  was  belov'd  in  Pddma;  do 
you  hear,  Sir,  to  leave  frivolous  Circumftances;  I  pray  you 
tell  Signior  Lucenth  that  his  Father  is  come  from  Pify  add 
is  here  at  the  Door  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Ped,  Thou  lieft,  his  Father  is  come  from  Padua,  and  here 
looking  out  the  Window, 

Pjn.  Art  thou  his  Father? 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  fo  his  Mother  fays,  if  I  may  believe  her. 

Pet.  Why  h^>w  now,  Gentleman  f  why  this  is  flat  Knar 
very  to  take  upon  you  another  Man's  Name. 
*-■''"  \    *    .  fed* 
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fed.  Lay  Rands  on  the  Villain,  I  believe  he  means  to 
cozen  fome  Body  in  this  City  under  my  Countenance. 
Enter   Biondellb. 

Bion.  I  hzvt  feen  them  in  the  Church  together,  God  fend 
'em  good  Shipping.*  But  who  is  here  i  Mine  old  Matter  Ft** 
centiol  Now  we  are  undone,  and  brought  to  nothing. 

Pin.  Come  hither,  Crackhemp.  [Seeing  Biondello. 

Bit*.  I  hope  Tmay  chufe,  Sir. 

Fin.  Come  hither  you  Rogue,  what  have  you  forgot  me? 

Bion.  Forget  you,  no  Sir :  I  could  not  forget  you,  for  I 
never  faw  you  before  in  all  my  Life, 

Fin.  What,  you  notorious  Villain,  did'ft  thou  never  fee 
thy  Matter's  Father  Fincentiol 

Bion.  What,  my  old  worftiipful  old  Matter  ?  Yes,  marry 
Sir,  fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  Window, 

Fin.  Is't  fo  indeed  I  [He  teats  Biondetlo. 

Bion.  Help,  help,  help,  here's  a  Mad-man  will  murther 
me. 

ted.  Help,  Son,  help  Signiar  Baftifta, 

Pet*  Preethee,  Kate,  let's  ftand  afide,  and  fee  the  End  of 

this  Controverfie* 

» 

Enter  Pedant  mtb  Servants,  fiaptifta  and  Tranio. 

Tra*  Sir,  what  arc  you  that  offer  to  beat  my  Servant  ? 

Ft*.  What  am  J,  Sir  \  nay,  what  are  you,  Sir?  Oh  Im- 
mortal Gods !  Oh  fine  Villain,  a  filken  Doublet,  a  velvet 
Hole,  a  fcarlet  Cloak  and  a  copatain  Hat:  Oh  I  am  urw 
done,  I  am  undone;  while  I  play  the  good  Husband  at 
Home,  my  Son  and  my  Servants  fpend  all  at  the  Univer* 
fity. 

Tra.  How  now,  what's  the  Matter  i 

Bap.  What,  is  this  Man  Iunaticfc? 

Tra.  Sir,  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  Gentleman  by  your  Ha- 
bit;  but  your  Words  (hew  you  a  Mad-man  j  why,  Sir,  what 
concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  Pearl  and  Gold  j  I  thank  my 
good  Father,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it.  # 

Fin.  Thy  Father  /  Oh  Villain,  he  is  a  Sail-maker  in  Ber- 
gamo. <-.* 

Bap.  Youmifhke,  Sir,  you  miftake,  Sir;  pray  what  do 
you  think  is  his  Name  ? 

Fin.  His  Name,  as  if  I  knew  not  his  Name:   I  have 
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brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  Years  old,  and  his 
Name  is  Tranio. 

Ped.  Away,  away  mad  Afs,  his  Kame  is  Lucentio%  and 
he  is  mine  only  Son,  and  Heir  to  the  Lands  of  me  Signior 
yincentio. 

Ftn.  Lucentio!  Oh  he  hath  murtfrerod  his  Matter  j  lay 
hold  on  him  I  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  Name;  oh  my 
Son,  my  Son  ;  tell  me.  thou  Villain,  where  is  my  Son  Lth 
untiol  '  ■  ; 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  Officer  j  carry  this  mad  Knave  to  the 
Goal;  Father,  Baptifta,  \  charge  you  fee  that  he  be  forth- 
coming. 

Vin.  Carry  roe  to  G02I  ? 

Grc.  Stay,  Officer,  he  ftull  not  go  to  Prifon. 

Bap.  Talk  nor,  Signior  Gremio :  I  fay  he  (hall  go  to  Pri- 

fon. 

Gre.  Take  heed,  Signior  Baptifta,  left  you  be  Cony* 
catch'd  in  this  Bufinefs  j  I  dare  (wear  this  is  the  right  Ft* 
cenfio. 

iWrSwear-if  thou  dar'ft. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  cte*e  not  fwear  it. 

Tra.  Then  thou  W^rt  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Luccnti: 

Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thH  to  be  Signior  Lucentio. 

Map,  A  way  with  the  DvXard,  to  Goat  with  him, 

'  Enter  Lueentio  and  Bianci* 

Vin.  Thus  Strangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abrus'd  j  oh  mon- 
ftrous  Villain, 

Bion.  Oh  we  are  fpoil'd ,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  him,  for- 
fwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

[Exit  Biondello,  Tranio  and  Pedant  as  f aft  as  maybe. 

Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  Father,  [Kneeling. 

Yin.  Lives  my  fweet  Sph?  .  . 

Bian.  Pardon,  dear  Father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended  ;  where  is  Luctntioi 
1   Luc.  Here's  Lueentio*  right  Son  to  the  right  Vincentio* . 
That  have  by  Marriage  made  thy  Daughter  mine: 
While  counterfeit  Suppofers  bleer'd  thine  Eyn. 

Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witnefs  to  deceive  US  all, . 

Fin.  Where  is  that  damn'd,  Vilain  Tranio, 
That  faci'd  and  brav'4  me  in  this  Matter  fo  ? 
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Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Gambit  f 

Bian.  Cambie  is  chang'd  into  Lucenth. 

Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  Miracles,    Biauca's  Love 
Made  me  exchange  my  State  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  Countenance  in  the  Town: 
And  happily  I  have  arriv'd  at  laft 
Unto  the  wiflicd  Haven  of  my  Blifs; 
What  Trahio  did,  my  felf  enforced  him  to  5 
Then  pardon  him,  fweet  Father,  for  my  Sake, 

Fin.  I'll  flit  the  Villain's  Nofe  that  would  have  feat  me 
to  the  <§oal. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear,  Sir,  have  you  roarry'd  my  Daugh- 
ter without  asking  my  good  Will? 

Fin.  Fear  not,  Bapifta,  we  will  content  you,  go  to;  but 
I  will  in,  to  be  reverig'd  on  this  Villain.  [Exit* 

Bap.  And  I  to  found  the  Depth  of  this  Knavery.  [Exit. 

Luc.  Look  not  pale.  Bianco,  thy  Father  will  not  frown. 

[Exeunt. 

Gre.  My  Cake  is  Dough,  bu$  I'll  in  among  the  reft, 
Out  of  Hope  of  all,  but  my  Share  of  the  Feaft.  [Exit. 

Kath.  Husband  lef  s  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this  ado. 

Pet.  Firft  kifs  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 

Katb.  What,  in  the  midft  of  the  Street? 

Pet*  What,  art  thou  aftiam'd  of  met 

Kath.  No.  Sir,  God  forbid,  but  afham'd  to  kifs. 

Pet.  Why  then  let's  Home  again :  Come,  Sirrah,  let's  a- 
way. 

JCath.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  Kifs;  now  pray  thee  Love, 
flay. 

Pet.  Is  not  this  well?  Come,  my  fweet  Kate; 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  V.    S  C£NE  I. 

£»/*r  Baptifta,  Vincentio,  Gremio,  Pedant,  Lucentio,  Bi- 
anca,  Tranio,  Biondello,  Petrudtio,  Kathanna,  ©rumk), 
Hortenfio  and  Widow.  Trame**  Servants  bringing  **  * 
Banquet. 

Luc.     A  T  laft,  the/  long,  our  prring  Notes  agree, 
./jk  And  time*  is  when  raging  War  is  done, 
To  (mile  at  'Scapes  and  Perils  over-Mown. 
My  fair  Bianco,  bid  fl*y  Father  welcome, 
While  I  with  felf-fame  Kindnefs  welcome  thine* 
Brother  Petruclue,  Sifter  Katharine, 
And  thou  Hortenfie  with  thy  loviqg  Widow  *, 
Yeaft  with  the  bell,  and  welcome  to  ay  Houfe, 
My  Banquet  is  to  do&  our  Stomachs  up 
After  our  great  good  Cheer:  Pray  you  fit  down, 
l?or  now  we  fit  to  chat  as  well  4$  ^afc 

Vet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  cat  and  eat* 
Bap.  Padua  iffords  this  Kindnefs^SMPetrnebU. 
Pet.  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is&ind. 
Her.  For  both  our  Sakes  I  would  thai  Word  wfefttm* 
Pet.  Now  for  my  Life  H&ttvfie  fears  his  Widow* 
Her.  Then  never  truft  qse  if  I  beaftard. 
-Pet.  You  est  very  fcnfible,  and  yrc  you  mift  my  Seofc: 
I  mean  Hortenfie  is  afeard  of  you. 

Wti.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  World  twto  round. 
Pet.  Roundly  replied. 
Rath.  Miftrefs,  how  mean  you  ahatt 
.    Jftd.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 

Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Hortenfio  that? 
Hot.  My  Widow  fays,  thus  (he  conceives  her  Tale. 
Ptt.  Very  well  mended,  kif^him  for  that,  good  Wi- 
dow. 
Kath.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  World  turns  round— 
I  pray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

JVtd.  Your  Husband  being  troubled  with  a  Shrew, 
Meafure's  my  Husband's  Sorrow  by  his  Woe; 
And  now  you  know  my  Meaning. 

toth, 
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;    fiith.  A  v*ty  Wean  Meaning. 
ffkL  Rights  t  mean  you* 
K4tb.  And  I  am  mean  indeed*  *  efpe&iflg  yon. 
Pet.  To  her,  &*/*. 
Hir.  To  her,  Widow. 

Pet.  A  hundred  Mirks,  my  fttfrdo  put  her  dow», 
H*r.  That's  my  Office. 
?*f.  Spoke  like  an  Officer*  ha,  to  thee  Ltd. 

[Dri*k$  to  HuttnQo. 
B*f.  How  likes  GropjV  thefe  qukk»witted  Fofa{ 
Or^.  Believe  me,  Sir,  they  butt  together  weft. 
Bm*.  Head,  and  but,  an  h aft y- wit  ted  Body 
Would  fay,  your  Head  *od  But  were  Head  and  Horn. 
Vin.  Ay,  Miftrefs  Bride,  hath  that  awakened  yo«< 
BUn.  Ay,   but  hot  lighted  me,   therefore   1%  fleep 

again. 
Pit.  Nay,  that  you  fitali  not  fince  you  have  begun : 
Have  at  you  for  a  better  Jeft  or  two. 

Bi*n*  Am  I  your  Bird,  I  mean  to  ftiift  my  Buffs 
And  then  purfue  me  «  you  draw  your  Bow. 
You  are  wtlcotoe  all  [Exit  Bknca,  Kith.  *>dVKdtw. 

Pit.  She  hath  prevented  me.  Here  Signior  Tranio% 
This  Bird  you  aim'd  at,  tho'  you  fck  it  not, 
Therefore  a  Health  to  all  that  foot  and  mife'd. 

Tra.  Oh,  Sir,  Lucentio  fliptme  like  his  Gray 4ieuod, 
WbKfhrufts  bimfelf,  and  catches  for  his  Matter. 
Pet.  A  good  fwift  Simile,  but  fomething  currifti. 
Tut.  -Tis  well,  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  you*  feff: 
9Tis  thought  your  Deer  does  hold  you  at  a  Bay. 
Bap.  Oh,  oh  Petrnthfo,  Ttttue hits  you  now. 
Lkc.l  thank  thee  for  that  Gird,  good  Tr*ni+. 
Hor.  Corffefc,  confefs,  hath  he  not  hit  you  there? 
Pet.  He  has  a  Jirtle  gall'd  me,  I  confefs } 
And  as  the  Jeft  did  glance  away  from  me, 
*Tis  ten  to  one  it  matm'd  you  two  outright, 

Bsp.  Now  in  good  Sadn^fe,  Son  Petrnckh* 
1  think  thou  haft  the  verieft  Shrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  fay  no;  and  therefore  for  Affarance, 
Let*s  each  one  fend  unto  his  Wife, 
And  he  whofe  Wife  is  moft  obedient, 

To 
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To  come  at  firft  when  he  doth  fend  for  her, 
Shall  win  the  Wager  which  we  will  propofc. 

Hor.  Content,  what's  the  Wager  I 

Luc.  Twenty  Crowns* 

Pet.  Twenty  Crowns  I 
I'll  venture  fo  much  on  my  Hawk  or  Hound* 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  Wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

Her.  Content. 

Pet.  A  match,  5tis  done. 

Hor.  Who  (hall  begin/ 

Luc.  That  will  I, 
Go,  Biondello,  bid  your  Miftrefs  come  to  me. 

Bio*.  I  go.  [Exit, 

B*p.  Son,  I'll  be  your  half,  Biancd  comes. 

Luc.  Ill  have  no  halves:  I'll  bear  it  all  my  felf. 
Euter  Biondello. 
How  now,  what  News? 

Bion.  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  fends  you  Word 
Thtt  (tie  is  bufie,  and  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How?  (he's  hufie,  and  cannot  come:  Is  that  an  An- 
fwer? 

Gre.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too :    • 
Pray  God,  Sir,  your  Wife  fend  yon  not  a  worfc. 

Pet.  1  hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirrah  Biondello,  go  and  intreat  my  Wife  to  cone 
to  me  forthwith.  [E**t  Biondello.    ; 

Pet.  Oh  ho!  intreat  her/  nay  then  (he  muft  needs  come. 

Hor.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  do  what  you  can, 
Enter  Biondello. 
Yours  will  not  be  entreated:  Now,  where's  my  Wife/ 

Bipn.  She  fays  you  have  forae  goodly  Jefl:  in  Hand, 
She  will  not  come:  She  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Worfe  and  woffe,  (he  will  not  come/ 
Oh  vifd,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur'd: 
Sirrah  Grumio%  go  to  your  Miftrefs, 
Say  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.  [Exit  <5ru« 

Her.  I  know  her  Anfwer. 

Pet.  What/ 

Hor.  She  will  not. 

tit. 
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Pet*  The  fouler  Fortune  mine,  and  there's  an  en«L 

Enter  Katharina. 
Bap.  Now,  by  my  Hollidam,  here  comes  Katharine.    , 
jfott/r.  What  is  your  Will,  Sir,  th«t  you  fend  for  me  ? 
Pet.  Wtiere  isyour  Sifter,  and  Hortenjio's  Wiht 
Kathf  They  fit  conferring  by  the  Parlour  Fire. 
,   Pet.  Go,  fetch  them  hither;  if  they  deny  to  come,'  , 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  f irth  unto  their  Husbandsf: 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraight.   [Exit  Katk. 
Luc.  Here  is  a  Wonder,  if  you  talk' of  a  Wonder. 
Hor.  And  fb  it  is  .•  I  wonder  what  it  boads. 
Pet.  Marry,  Peace  it  boads,  and  Love,  and  quiet  Life, 
An  awful  Rule  and  right  Supremacy : 
And  to  be  ftiort,  what  not,  that's  fweet  and  happy. 

Bap.  Now  fair  befall  thee,  good  Petruchio; 
The  Wager  thou,  haft  won,  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  LolTes  twenty  thoufand  Crowns. 
Another  Dowry  to  another  Daughter, 
,For  Ihe  is  chang'das  ihehad  never  been. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  will  win  my  Wager  better  yet,  .  ' 

And  (how  more  Sign  of  her  Obedience, 
Her  new-built  Virtue  and  Obedience. 

Enter  Katharina,  Bianca  an  ({Widow* 
See  where  &e  comes,  and  brings  your  froward  Wives 
As  Prilbners  to  her  womanly  Perfuafion: 
,  Katharine^  that  Cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not* 
Off  with  that  Bauble,  and  throw  it  underfoot. 

[She  pulls  off  her  Cap  and  throws  it  drwn. 
Wid*  Lord,  let  toe  never  have  a  Caufe  to  figh* 
'Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pals. 

Bidn.  Fie,  what  a  foolifti  Duty  call  you  this? 
Luc.  I  would  your  Duty  were  asfoolilh  too: 
The  Wifdom  of  your  Duty,  fair  Bianca, 
Hath  coft  me  an  hundred  Crowns  fince  Supper-time. 
Bian.  The  more  Fool  you  for  laying  on  my  Duty, 
Pet.  Katharine*  I  charge  thee  tell  thefe  headftrong  Women," 
what  Duty  they  owe  to  their  Lords  and  Husband?, 

Wid.  Come,    comer  you're  mocking  ^  we  will  have  no 
telling. 
Pet.  Come  oii,  I  fay,  and  firft  begin  with  fcer. 
Vol.  II.  T  Wdi 
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7  3  9  The  Taming  of  the  Shun*. 

Wd.  She  (hall  nor. 

Vet.  I  fay  flie  (hall,  and  firft  begin  with  her.' 
Kath*  Fie,  fie,  unknit  that  threatning  unkind  Brpw, 
And  dart  noc  fcornful  Glances  from  thofe  Eyes, 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy  King,  thy  Governor. 
It  blots  thy  Beauty,  as  Frofts  bite  the  Meads, 
Confounds  thy  Fame,  as  Whirlwinds  (hake  fair  BudsJ 
And  in  no  Senfe  is  meet  or  amiable. 
A  Woman  mov'd  is  like  a  Fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill  feeming,  thick,  bereft  of  Beamy  j 
And  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  dry  or  thirfty 
Will  dain  to  fip,  or  touch  one  Drop  of  it. 
:Thy  Husband  is,  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Keeper, 
,Thy  Head,  thy  Soveraignj  one  that  cares  for  thee, 
And  for  thy  Maintenance:  Commits  his  Body 
To  painful  Labour,  both  by  Sea  and  Land; 
To  watch  the  Night  in  Scorms,    the  Day  in  Cold, 
Whifft  thou  ly'ft  warm  at  home,  fecure  and  fafe, 
And  craves  no  other  Tribute  at  thy  Hands, 
But  Love,  fair  Looks,  and  true  Obedience; 
Too  little  Payment  for  fb  great  a  Debt. 
Such  Duty  as  the  Subjeft  owes  the  Prince, 
Even  fuch  a  Wotqan  oweth  to  her  Husband  i 
And  when  fhe  isfroward,  peevffb,  fullen,  fower, 
And  not  obedient  to  his  hotreft  Will : 
What  is  fiie  but  a  foul  contending  Rebel, 
And  gracclef^Traitor  to  het  loving  Lordt? 
lam  afiiam'd  that  Worrten  ?re  fo  fimple, 
To  offer  War  where  they  Ihould  kneel  for  Peace; 
Or  feek  for  Rule,  Supremacy,  and  Sway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  ferve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  Bodies  fbfr,  and  weak,  and  fmooth^ 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  World, 
But  that  our  foft  Conditions,  and  our  He^rts> 
Should  well  agree  wfth  our  external  Parts? 
Come,  come,  you'ar  froward  and  unable  Worms,' 
My  Mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours, 
My  Heart  is  great,  my  Reafbn  haply  more, 
To  bandy  Word  for  Word,  and  Frown  for  Frown  j 
But  now  i  fee  our  Launces-are  but  Straws, 
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bur  Strength  is  weak*  our  Weaknefs  paft  compare^      '* 

That  Teeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  indeed  leaft  are: 

Then  vale  your  Stomachs*  for  it  is  no  Boot* 

And  place  your  Hands  below  your  Husband's  Foot: 

In  token  of  which  Duty,  if  he  pleafe, 

My  Hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  Bale. 

Pet.  Why,   there's  a  Wench:    Come  on,   and  kifs  me 
Kate. 

Luc.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  oI4  Lad,  for  thou  (halt  ha't* 

Vm.  'Tts  a  goojl  Hearing  when  Children  are  toward. 

Luc.  But  a  harlh  Hearing  when  Women  are  fro  ward* 

Pet.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to  bed* 
We  two  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
Twas  I  won  the  Wager,  tho'you  hit  the  White, 
And  being  a  Winner,  God  give  you  good  Night, 

[Exit  Petruchio  a*d Knlu 

Her.  Now  go  thy  Ways,  thou   haft    cam'd    a    curft 
Shrew. 

L*t.  9Ti$  a  Wonder,  by  your  leave,  ftie  wiU  be  tam'd  fo. 

[Exeunt^ 
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KINGofJrancc. 
Duke  of  Florence. 
Bertram,  Count  */"  Roffiuott. . 
Lafcu,  an  old  Lord. 

Parollcs*  a  Tarajitical  Follower  of  Bertram,  a 
Coward,  bnt  Fain,  and  a  great  Protend*  u 

Valour. 
Several  Toung  French  Lords,  that  ferve  with  Ber- 
tram in  the  Florentine  War.    ' 

*™ar  i(>  Servants  to  the  Count efs  of  ^.offilion. 

Ce*ntefsofVL*BiJk>n,  Mather  f*  Bertram. 

Helena,'  Daughter  to  Gerrard  de  Narbon,  a  fc 
mous  Thyfician,  fome  time  fince  dead. 

An  old  Widow  of  Florence. 

Diana,  Daughter  to  tjoe  Widow. 

Violenta,  I  Neighbours  and  ftimds  to  the  Widow. 
Mariana,  j 

Lords  attending  on  theKing*  Officers,  Soldiers,  &c.  ' 

the  S  C  E  N  E  lyes  partly  in  France,  and  part- 
ly in  Tufcany. 
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A  CT1    SCENEl 

Enter  Bertram*  th$  Connttft  */Roffilion,  Helena,  and  Lafeu 
in  Mourning. 

CO  V  NT  ESS. 

N  delivering  my  Son  from  me,  I  bury  a  fe# 
cond  Husband. 

Ber.  And  in  going,  Madam,  I  weep  o'er 
my  Father's  Death  tftewj  but  I  muft  attend 
his  Majefty's  Command,  to  whom  I  a*p  pow 
ih  Ward,  evermore  in  Strbje&ion. 
Laf.  You  (hall  find  of  the  King  a  Husband*  Madam;  yot* 
Sir,  i  Father.     He  that  fo  generally  is  at  all  time*  good, 
nraft  of  neceffity  kold  his  Vttwt  to  you,  whofe  worthinef* 
would,  ft  rr  it  up  were  it  wanted,  rather  than  lack  it  where 
there  is  fuch  abundance. 
Count.  What  hope  is  there  of  hfe  Ma  jefty'i  amendment? 
Laf.  He  hath  abandoned  his  Phyficians,  Madam,  nude* 
whofe  Pra&ices  he  hath  perfecuted  Time  WicK  Hope,  am} 
finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  Procefo,  but  on}y  thelofing 
of  Hope  by  Time, 

.  Qum.  This  young  Gentlewoman  had  a  Father,  O  that 
had  I  How  f*d  a  Paffage  'tis !  whofe  Skill  was  almoft  as  great 
?s  his  Honefty ;  had  it  ftretch'd  fo  far,  it  would  have  made 
Nature  immortal,  and  Death  (hould  have  play  for  lack  of 
work.  Would,  for  the  King's  fake,  he  were  living,  I  thinlf 
it  would  be  the  Death  of  the  King's  Bifeafe, 

Laf.  How  callkl  you  the  Man  you  fpeak  of,  Madam? 
Count.  He  was  famous,  Sir,  in  his  Wofeflfan,  $nd  it  wai 
Us  great  Right  to  he  fgs  Gerard  4*  tfwfah 
^  •■-•"**■  T  * 
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Laf.  He  was  Excellent  indeed,  Madam;  the  King  very 
lately  fpoke  of  him  admiringly  and  moumingly :  He  was 
skiff u!  enough  to  haveliv'd  ftill,  if  Knowledge  could  be  let 
up  againft  Mortality. 

Ber.  What  is  it,  my  good  Lord,  the  King  languishes  of? 

Laf.  A  Fiftula,  my  Lord. 

Ber*  I  heard  not  of  it  before* 

Laf.  I  would  it  were  not  notorious.  Was  this  Gentle- 
woman the  Daughter  of  Gerard  de  Narbon  t 

Count.  His  fole  Child,  my  Lord,  and  bequeathed  to  my 
overlooking.  I  hav£  thofe  hopes  of  her  good,  that  her  Edu- 
cation promifes  her  Difpofition  (he  inherit!,  which  makes 
fair  Gifts  fairer;  for  where  an  unclean  Mind  carries  virtuous 
Qualitier,  there  Commendations  go  with  Pity,  they  are 
Virtues  and  Traytors  too:  In  her  they  are  the  better  for 
their  Simplenefs,  fhe  derives  her  Honefty,  and  atchieves  her 
Goodnefs. 

Laf  Your  Commendations,  Madam,  get  from  her  Tears. 

Count.  Tis  the  beft  Brine  a  Maiden  can  feafon  her  Praifa 
in.  The  remembrance  of  her  Father  never  approaches  her 
Heart,  but  the  Tyranny  of  her  Sorrows  rakes  alllivelihood 
from  her  Cheek.  No  more  of  this,  Helena,,  go  to,  no 
more,  left  it  be  rather  thought  you  affeft  a  Sorrows  than  to  ■ 
have 

Hel.  I  do  affed;  a  Sorrow  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too. 

Laf  Moderate  Lamentations  is  the  Right  of  the  Dead,  ex- 
ceffivc  Grief  the  Enemy  to  the  Living. 

Count.  If  the  Living  be  Enemy  to  the  ©rief,  the  excels 
makes  it  loon  mortal. 

Bcr.  Madam,  I  deOre  your  holy  Wiflies. 

Laf.  How  underftand  we  that? 

Count.  Be  thou  bleft,  Bertram^  and  fucceed  thy  Father 
In  Manners  as  in  Shape :  Thy  Blood  and  Virtue 
Contend  for  Empire  in  thee,  and  thy  Goodnefs 
Share  with  thy  Birth- right.     Love  all,  truft  a  few. 
Do  wrong  to  none:  Be  able  for  thine  Enemy 
Rather  in  Power  than  Ufe;  and  keep  thy  Friend  | 

Under  thy  own  Life's  Key:  Be  checkM  for  Silence,  ! 

But  never  tax'd  for  Speech.     What  Heav'n  more  will,  j 

That  thee  may  furnifli,  and  my  Prayers  pluck  down,  J 

Fail  on  thy  Head*    FareweJ,  my  Lojd, 

'Tis     J 
1 
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*Tis  an  unfeafon'd  Courtier,  good  my  Lord, 
Advife  him. 

Laf.  He  cannot  want  the  beft 
That  fhall  attend  his  Love. 

Count.  Heav'n  blefs  Kim.  ¥zxtwd>Bertrdm.     [Exit Count. 

Ber. [to  ffel.  j  The  beft  Willies  that  can  be  forg'din  your 
Thoughts,  be  Servants  to  you :  J$e  comfortable  to  my  Mo- 
ther, your  Miftrefs,  and  make  much  of  her. 

Laf.  Farewel,  pretty  Lady,  you  muft  hold  the  Credit  of 
your  Father,  [gxennt  Ber.  and  Laf. 

HeL  Oh  were  that  all 1  think  not  on  my  Father, 

And  thefe  great  Tears  grace  his  Remembrance  more 

Than  thofe  1  fhed  for  him.    What  was  he  like  / 

I  have  forgot  him.  My  Imagination 

Carries  no  Favour  in't,  but  Bertram**. 

I  am  undone,  there  is  no  Living,  none, 

If  Bertram  be  away.    'Twere  all  one 

That  I  fliould  love  a  bright  particular  Star, 

And  think  to  wed  it ;  he  is  fa  Above  me  : 

In  his  bright  Radiance  and  Collateral  Light 

Muft  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  Sphere. 

Th'  Ambition  in  my  Love  thus  plagues  it  felf ; 

The  Hind,  that  would  be  mated  by  the  Lion, 

Muft  dye  for  Love.     'Twas  pretty,  tW  a  Plague, 

To  fee  him  ev'ry  Hour  to  fit  and  draw 

His  arched  Brows,  his  hawking  Eye,  his  Curls 

In  our  Heart's  Table  :  Heart  too  capable 

Of  every  Line  and  Trick  of  his  fweet  Favour* 

But  now  he  is  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  Fancy 

Muft  fao&ifie  his  Relick.    Who  comes  here  I 

Mnter  Parolle?. 
One  that  goes  with  him :  I  love  him  for  his  fake, 
And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  Liar,  1 

Think  him  a  great  way  Fool,  folely  a  Coward  ; 
Yet  thefe  fix'd  Evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him, 
That  they  take  place,  when  Virtues  fteely  Bones 
Look  bleak  i'th'  cold  Wind;  withal,  fufl  oft  we  fee 
Celd  Wifdom  waiting  on  fupeifluous  Folly. 

Par.  Save  you,  fair  Queen. 

HeL  And  you,  Monarch. 

Par.  No. 

M. 
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HeU  AikNo. 

Par.  Are  you  meditating  on  Virginity  ? 

HeU  Ay:  You  have  fome  ftain  of  Soldier  in  you ;  let  me 
ask  you  a  Qaeftion.  Man  is  Enemy  to  Virginity,  how  may 
we  barricado  it  agjinft  him  ?~ 

Par.  Keep  him  out 

Hel.  But  he  affatls,  and  our  Virginity,  though  valiant, 
in  the  defence  yet  Is  weak:  Unfold  us  fome  warlike  Refi- 
nance. 

Par.  There  is  none:  Man  fetting  down  before  you,  will 
undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

HcL  Blefs  our  poor  Virginity  from  Underminers,  and 
Blowers  up.  Is  there  no  military  Policy  how  Virgins  mig  ht 
blow  up  Men? 

Par.  Virginity  being  blown  down,  Man  will  quicklier 
be  blown  up:  Marry  in  blowing  him  down  again,  with 
the  Breach  your  felves  made,  you  lofe  your  City.  It  is 
not  Politick,  in  the  Commonwealth  of  Nature,  to  preferve 
Virginity,  Lofs  of  Virginity,  is  rational  Encreafe,  and 
there  was  never  Virgin  gor,  'till  Virginity  was  firft  loft. 
That  you  were  made  of,  is  Metal  to  make  Virgins.  Vir- 
ginity, by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times  found:  By 
being  ever  kept,  it  is  evef  loft;  'tis  too  cold  a  Companion  j 
away  with'r. 

HiL  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die  ». 
Virgin. 

Par.  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't  \  'tis  againft  the  Rule 
of  Nature.  Ta  fpeak  on  the  part  of  Virginity,  is  to  ac~ 
cufe  your  Mother  \  which  is  moft  infallibly  Difobedience^ 
He  that  hangs  himfelf  is  a  Virgin:  Virginity  murthers  ft 
felf,  and  (hould  be  buried  in  High-Ways  out  of  all  fanfti- 
|ied  Limit,  as  a  defperate  Offendrtfs  againft  Nature,  Vir- 
ginity breeds  Mites,  much  like  a  Cheefe,  conforms  it  §Al 
|o  the  very  Paring,  and  fo  dies  with  feeding  its  own  Sto» 
mach.  Befides,  Virginity  is  peeviih,  proud,  idle,  mad§ 
of  felf- love,  which  is  the  moft  inhabited  Sin  in  the  CanorC 
Keep  it  not,  you  cannot  chufe  but  loofe  by'r.  Out  witht;' 
within  ten  Years  it  will  make  it  felf  two,  which  is  a  goodly 
increafe,  and  the  Principal  it  felf  not  much  the  worfe.  A- 
way  with  it.  "  f  ''  "  '  " 
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Hel.  How  might  one  do,  Sir*  co  lofe  it  to  her  owq 

}iking  ? 

/Vp\  Let  me  fee.  Marry  ill,  to  like  htm  that  ne'er  it 
likes.  'Tis  a  Commodity  will  lofe  the  Glofs  with  lying* 
The  logger  kept,  the  lefs  worth:  Off  with't  while  'tis  ven- 
dible. Anfwer  the  time  of  requeft.  Virginity,  like  an  old 
(Courtier,  wears  her  Cap  out  of  Fafti ion,  richly  fated,  but 
unfutable,  juft  like  the  Brooch  and  the  Toothpkk,  which 
we  wear  not  now:  Your  Date  is  better  in  your  Pyeand  your 
Porredge,  than  in  your  Cheek;  and  your  Virginity,  your 
old  Virginity,  is  Me  one  of  ottr  French  whither'd  Pears  ;  it 
looks  ill,  it  eats  drily,  marry  'tis  a  witherd  Pear;  It  wa$ 
formerly  better,  marry  yet  'tis  a  wither'd  Pear.  Willyoi} 
any  thing  with  it? 

Hel.  Not  my  Virginity  yet* 
There  ft  all  your  Matter  have  a  thoufend  Love?, 
Jfr.  Mother,  and  a  Miftrefs,  and  a  Friend^ 
A  Phoenix,  Captain,  and  an  Enemy, 
A  Guide,  a  Goddefs,  and  a  Sovereign, 
A  Counfeller,  a  Traiti  cfs,  and  a  Dear ; 
Hit  humbled  Ambition,  proud  Humility,' 
His  jarring  Concord,  an<£  his  difcord  Dulcet^ 
H19  Faith,  his  fweet  Difafter;  in  a  world 
Of  pretty  fond  adoptious  Chriftendoms 
That  blinking  GyiWgoffips.  Now  fhalthe- 

I  know  not  what  he  (hall God  fend  him  well— 

The  Court's  a  learning  Place — —and  he  is  one         ■ 
'  Par.  What  one,  i'faith? 

Hel.  That  I  wiih  well 'tis  pity ~    . 

far.  What's  pity?  • 

Hel.  That  wifting  weft  had  not  a  Body  10% 
Vl^hkh  might  be  felt,  that  we  poorer  born, 
Whofe  Wer  Stars  do  ftut  them  up  in  Wifhes, 
Might  with  effeds  of  them  follow  our  Friends, 
And  fliew  what  we  alone  muft  think,  which  ncvej 
Returns  us  Thanks. 

Enter  Pagf. 

Page*  Monficur  Parolles, 
My  Lord  calls  for  yob/ 

Par.  Little  Helen  farewel,  if  I  can  remember  thee,  I  wiU 
tbibkof  tliee  at*C9ur^  *1'~* 
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HcL  MonGeur  Parolks,  you  were  bora  under  a  chari- 
table Scar. 

Pan  Under  Mars,  L, 

HcL  I  efpecially  think  under  Mars. 

Par.  Why  under  Mar  si 

HcL  The  Waters  have  fo  kept  you  under,  that  youmuft 
needs  be  born  under  Mars.  < 

Tar.  When  he  was  Predominant. 

HcL  When  he  was  Retrogarde,  I  chink  rather. 

Par.  Why  think  you  fo? 

HcL  You  go  fo  much  backward  when  you  Fight. 

Par.  That's  for  Advantage. 

HcL  So  is  Running  away, 
When  Fear  propofes  Safety : 

But  the  Cpmpofition  that  your  Valour  and  Fear  makes  in 
you,  is  a  Virtue  of  a  good  Wing,  and  I  like  the  wear  well. 

Par.  I  am  fo  full  of  Bufinefs,  I  catfnot  anfwer  thee  acute- 
ly: I  will  return  perfeft  Courtier,  in  the  which  my  Inftru- 
&ion  (hall  ferve  to  Naturalize  thee,  fo  thou  wilt  be  capable 
of  the  Courtiers  Counfel,  and  underftand  what  Advice  (hall 
thruft  upon  thee ;  elfe  thou  dieft  in  thine  Un thankful nefs,  and 
thine  Ignorance  makes  thee  away;  farewel.  When  thou  haft 
leifure,  fay  thy  Prayers;  when  thou  haft  none,  remember 
thy  Friends;  get  thee  a  good  Husband*  and  ufe  him  as  he 
uies  thee :  Sp  farewel..  [Exit* 

HcL  Our  Remedies  oft  in  our  felves  do  lye, 
Which  we  afcribevto  Heav'n:  The  fated  Sky 
Gives  us  iiree  Scope,  o* ly  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flow  Defigns,  when  we  our  felves  are  dull.    . 
What  Power  is  it,  which  mou^ray  Love  fo  high, 
That  makes  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  mine  Eye? 
The  mightieft  Space  in  Fortune,  Nature  brings 
To  join  like  Likes,  arid  kifs  like  native  Things. 
Impoffible  be  ftrange  Attempts  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  Pains  in  Senfe,  and  do  fuppofe 
What  hath  heen,  cannot  be.     Who  ever  ftrove 
To  (hew  her  Merit,  that  did  mifs  her  Love/ 

The  King's  Difeafe My  Project  may  deceive  me3 

But  my  Intents  are  fix'd,  .and  will  not  leave  me.        [Exi$. 

Flewifh 
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Flour  ijh  Cornets*     Enter  the  King  of  France  with  Letters, 
V  and  divers  Attendants. 

King.  The  Florentines  and  Senojs  are  by  th'  Ears, 
Have  iought  with  equal  Fortune,  and  continue 
A  braving  War. 

1  Lord.  $0  'tis  reported.  Sir. 

King.  Nay,  'tismbft  credible;  we  here  receive  it. 
A  Certainty  vouch'd  from  our  Goufin  Auftria, 
With  Caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
For  fpeedy  Aid;  wherein  our  detreft  Friend 
Prejudicates  the  Bufinefs,  and  would  feem 
To  have  us  mike  Denial. 

1  Lord.  His  Love  and  Wifdoro, 
Approv'd  fo  to  your  Majefty,  may  plead 
For  ampleft  Credence. 

King.  He  hath  arm'd  our  Anfwer, 
And  Florence  is  deny'd  before  he  comes:  / 

Yet  for  our  Gentlemen  that  mean  to  fee 
The  Tufian  Service,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  ftand  on  either  p^rt. 

2  Lord.  It  may  well  ferve 

A  Nurfery  to  our  Gentry,  who  are  fick 
For  Breathing  and  Exploit. 
King.  What's  he  comes  here/  . 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu  and  Parolles* 

1  Lord.  It  is  the  Count  RoffUlion,  my  good  Lord,  young 
Bertram. 

King.  Youth,  thou  bear'ft  thy  Father's  Face, 
Frank  Nature  rather  curious  than  in  hafte, 
Hath  well  compos'd  thee :  Thy  Father's  moral  Parts 
Maift  thou  inherit  too*     Welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber.  My.  Thanks  and  Duty  are  your  Majefty's. 

King.  I  would  I  had  that  corporal  Soundness  now, 
As  when  thy  Father  and  my  felf  in  Friend  (hip, 
Firft  try'd  our  Soldiership :  He  did  look  far 
Into  the  Service  of  the  Time,  and  was 
Difcipled  of  the  braveft.  Helafted  long, 
But  on  us  both  did  haggilh  Age  ileal  on, 
And  wore  us  out  of  Ad.    It  much  repairs  me 
To  talk  of  your  good  Father;  in  his  Youth 
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He  had  the  Wit;  which  I  ctn  well  obferve 

To  Day  in  our  young  Lords;  but  they  may  jcft 

Till  their  own  Scorn  return  to  them  unnoted » 

E'er  they  can  hide  their  .Levity  in  Honour : 

So  like  a  Courtier,  no  Contempt  nor  Bitterneit 

Were  in  his  Pride,  or  Sharpncfs;  if  they  were. 

His  Equal  had  awak'd  them,  and  .his  Honour 

Clock  to  it  (elf,  knew  the  true  Minute  when 

Exception  hid  him  (peak;  and  at  that  time 

His  Tongue  obeyed  his  Hand.  Who  were  below  hitfi, 

He  ns'd  as  Creatures  of  another  Place* 

And  bow*d  his  eminent  Top  to  their  low  Ranks* 

Making  them  proud  of  Jus  Humility, 

In  their  poor  Praife he  humbled:  Such  a  Mtn 

Blight  be  a  Copy  to  thefe  younger  Tifees; 

Which  followed  well,  would  demonftrate  thefti  noWi 

But  Gores  backward. 

ter.  His  good  Remembrance,  Sir, 
Lya  richer  in  your  Thoughts,  than  on  hi*  Tombs 
So  in  Appioof  fives  not  his  Epitaph, 
As  in  your  Royal  Speech. 

Kmg.  Would  I  were  with  him}  he  would  always  ffy* 
f  Methinks  I  hear  him  now)  his  fhufive  Words 
He  fcattertl  not  in  Ears*  but  grafted  them 
To  grow  there  and  to  bear;  let  me  not  live, 
(This  his  good  Melancholy  oft  began 
On  theCataftropheaod  Heel  of  Paftime 
When  it  was  out)  Let  me  not  live,  quoth  he. 
After  my  FUme  lacks  OH,  eo  he  the  Snuff 
Of  younger  Spirits,  whole  apprehenfive  Scales 
All  but  new  Things  difchin ;  whole  judgments  are 
Meer  Fathers  of  tbeirGments;  whofe  Conftaaciel 
Expire  before  their  Fafhiom:  This  he  wiftTd. 
I  after  him,  do  after  him  wifli  too, 
Since  I,  nor  Wax,  norHwey  can  brtnghome; 
I  quickly  were  diflTohred  fiom  my  Hive, 
To  give  fame  Laborers  room. 

2  Ltd.  YoaYe  loved,  Sir, 
They  that  leaft  lend  it  yon,  fluH  Ifckyoof  firfrj 

King.  I  611  a  Place  EfamWe;  bdw  loog  irt,  Counts 
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Since  the  Phyfician  at  your  Father's  died? 
He  was  much  fam'd.  . 

Ber.  Some  fix  months  fince,  my  Lord. 

King.  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet. 
Lend  me  an  Arm ;  the  reft  have  worn  me  out 
With  feveral  Applications:  Nature  and  Sicknefs 
Debate  it  at  their  Leifure.    Welcome,  Count, 
My  Son's  no  dearer. 

Mcu  Thanks  to  yoijr  Majefty.  \Extnn$. 

Enter  Count  efs%  Steward  And  Clown. 

Count.  I  will  now  h&r,  what  fay  you  of  this  Gentle- 
woman / 

Stew,  Madam,  the  Care  I  have  had  to  even  your  Co©- 
tent,  I  wifli  might  be  found  in  die  Calender  of  my  paft 
Endeavours,  for  then  we  wound  our  Modefty,  and  make 
foul  the  Clearoefs  of  our  Defervings,  when  of  our  feJves  we 
publitih  them. 

Coxnt.  What  do's  this  Knave  here  /Get  you  goaer  Sirrah  1 
the  Complaints  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  do  not  all  believe;  'tis 
my  Slownefs  that  I  do  not,  for  I  know  you  lack  not  Folly 
to  commit  them,  and  have  Ability  enough  to  make  fudh 
Knaveries  yours. 

CU.  Tis  not  unknowo  to  you,  Madam,  I  am  a  poor  Fel- 
low. 

Count.  Vtfell,  Sir. 

Go.  No,  Madam,  *  ,  ,       - 

•Tis  not  fo  well  that  I  am  poor,  though  many  of  the  Rich 
ar^  damn'd;  but  if  I  had  your  Ladyihtp's  good  Will  to  go 
to  the  World,  Jsiel  the  Woman  and  I  will  do  as  we  m^ju 

Count.  Wiit  thou  needs  be  a  Beggar  ? 

Go.  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  Cafe. 

Count.  What  Cafe/- 

Clo.  In  hbeV*  Cafe  and  mine  own;  Service  is  no  Heri- 
tage, and  I  think  I  (hall  never  have  the  Blcfling  of  God, 
'till  I  have  Iffue  a  my  Body,  for  they  fay  Barns  are  Blef~ 
fings. 

Count.  Tell  me  the  Reafon  why  thou  wilt  marry/ 

Go.  My  poor  Body,  Madam,  requires  it,  I  am  driven 
on  by  the  Fleih,  and  he  amft  needs  go  that  the  Devil 
drives* 
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Count.  Is  this  all  your  Worship's  Reafon  ? 

Clo.  Faith,  Madam,  I  have  other  holy  Reafbns,  fuch  as 
they  are. 

Count.  May  the  World  know  them  ?  s 

Qo.  I  have  been,  Madam,  a  wicked  Creature,  as  you  and 
all  Flefli  and  Blood  are,  and  indeed  I  do  marry  that  I  may 
icpent. 

Gouut.  Thy  Marriage  fooner  than  thy  Wickednefs. 

Clo.  I  am  out  of  Friends  Madam,  and  I  hope  to  have 
Friends  for  my  Wife's  Sake. 

Count.  Suth  Friends  are  tkine  Enemies,  Knave. 

Clo.  Y'are  (hallow,  Madam,  in  great  Friends,  for  the 
Knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me  which  I  am  weary  of;  he 
that  ears  my  Land,  fpares  my  Team,  and  gives  me  leave  to 
in  the  Crop;  if  I  be  his  Cuckold,  h6's  my  Drudge;  herhst 
comforts  my  Wife,  istheCheriftierofmy  Fleih  and  Blood  5 
he  that  cheriftieth  my  Flefti  and  Blood,  lovts  my  Flefti  and 
Blood;  he  that  loves  my  Flefti  and  Blood  is  my  Friend: 
Ergo*  he  that  kiffes  my  Wife  is  my  Friend.  If  Men  could 
be  content  to  be  what  they  are,  there  were  no  fear  in  Mar- 
riage, for  young  Charbon  the  Puritan,  and  old  Pojjam  the 
Papift,  howfome'er  their  Hearts  arefever'd  in  Religion,  their 
Heads  are  both  one,  they  may  joul  Horns  together  like  any 
Deer  i'th*  Herd.  \ 

Count.  Thou  wilt  ever  be  a  fcml-raouth'd  and  calumnious 
Knave, 

Go.  A  Prophet,  I  Madam,  and  I  fpeak  the  Truth  the  next 
way,  for  I  the  Ballad  will  repeat,  which  Men  fulJ  true  ftiall 
find,  your  Marriage  comes  by  Deftiny,  your  Cuckow  fings 
by  kind. 

Count.  Get  you  gone,  Sir,  III  talk  with  you  more  anon. 

Stew.  Miy  it  pleafe  you,  Madam,  that  he  bid  Hdlen  come 
o  you,  of  her  I  sm  to  fpeak. 

Count.  Sirrah,  tell  my  Gentlewoman  I  would  fpeak  with 
her,  Hellen  I  mean. 

Clo.  Was  this  fair  Face  the  Caufe,  quoth  ftie. 
Why  the  Grecians  fa  eked  Trojl 
Fond  done,  do.ie  fond,  was  this  King  Priants  Joy  J 
With  that  ftie  fighed  as  flie  flood,  bis, 
And  gave  this  Sentence  then;  among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good, 
among  nine  bad  if  one  be  goad,  there's  yet  one  good  in  ten. 

s-*     ,   1       Count, 
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Count.  Whit,  ont  go#d  in  ten?  You  corrupt  the  Song, 
Sirrah. 

CU.  One  good  Woman  in  ten,  Madam,  which  is  the  pu« 
rifytng  a  th' Song:  Would  God  would  ferve  the  World  fo 
all  the  Year,  we'd  find  no  Fault  with  the  Tithe  Woman  if 
I  were  the  Parfbn;  one  in  ten,  quoth  a'!  and  we  might  have 
a  good  Woman  born  but  o'er  every  blazing  Star,  or  at  an 
Earthquake,  'twould  mend  the  Lottery  well;  a  Man  may 
pray  his  Heart  out  e*er  a  pluck  one* 

Count.  You'll  he  gone,  Sir  Knave,  and  do  ?$  I  command 
you? 

Cfr.  That  Man  that  fhould  be  at  a  Woman's  command,' 
tnd  yet  no  hurt  done!  tho'  Honefty  be  no  Puritan,  yet  it 
will  do  no  hurt;  it  will  wear  the  Surplis  of  Humility  over 
the  black-Gown  of  a  big  Heat:  I  am  going,  Foriboth,  the 
Bufincfs  is  for  Helton  to  come  hither.  [Exit. 

Copkt.  Well,  now. 

Stew.  I  know,  Madam,  you  love  your  Gentlewoman  in* 
tircly. 

Count*  Faith  I  do  \  her  Father  bequeathed  her  to  met  and 
1ht  her  felf,  without  other  Advantages,  may  lawfully  make 
Title  to  as  much  Love  as  (he  finds;  there  is  more  owing 
her  than  is  paid*  and  more  ft  all  be  paid  her  than  ihe'11 
demand. 

Stow.  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her  than  I  think 
(be  wiih'd  me;  alone  (he  was,  and  did  communicate  to  her 
felf,  her  own  Words  to  her  own  Ears ;  (he  thought,  I  dare  vow 
for  her,  they  touch'd  not  any  Stranger  Senfe*  Her  Matter 
was,  (helov'd  your  Son;  Fortune,  (he  faid,  was  no  Goddefe, 
that  had  put  fuch  Difference  betwixt  their  two  Eftates; 
Love  no  God,  that  would  not  extend  his  Might,  only  where 
Qualities  were  level :  Complain'd  againft  the  Queen  of  Vir- 
gins, that  would  fuffer  her  poor  Knight  to  be  furpris'd  with- 
out Refcue  in  the  firft  Affault  or  Ranfom  afterward.  This 
flic  delivered  in  the  moft  bitter  Touch  of  Sorrow  that  e'er 
1  heard  Virgin  exclaim  in,  which  I  held  it  my  Duty  fpee* 
dily  to  acquaint  you  withal}  fithence  in  the  Lofs  that  may 
happen,  it  concerns  you  fomething  to  know  it. 

Count.  You  have  difcharg'd  this  Honefty,  keep  it  to  your 

feif;    many  Likelihoods  inform'd  me  of  this  before,  which 

hung  fo  tottering  in  the  Ballance,  that  I  could  never  believe 
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nor  imfdoubt :  Pray  yoa  leave  me,  (tali  tfcis  ir>  J#ur;  B#fc>rrj, 
and  I  th^nk  you  for  your  1  oneft  Care ;  I  will  fpeak  witfcyou 
£uf  tfaer  anon*  [£*<*  Stpn&rd. 

Enter  Helena* 

Count.  Even  fo  it  was  with  me  when  I  w&  yQUQg ; 
If  ever  we  ate  Nature's,  thefe  are  ours;  thi^  Thora 
Doih  to  our  Rofe  of  Youth  rightly  btfang, 
Our  Blood  to  us,  this  to  our  Blood  ii  bori>i 
It  is  the  Show  and  Seal  of  Nature's  Truth, 
Where  Love?  ftaong  Paflbnis  ixnpreft  in  Youth;   . 
By  our  Remembrances  of  Days  forgone, 
.Suck  were  our  Faults,  or  then  we  thought  them  gone  V 
Her  Eye  is  fick  on't,  I  obferve  her  now* 

>Hcl.  What  is  your  Pteafure,  Madam.* 
-     Count.  You  know,  Hellen\  I  am  a  Mother  to  you. 

Hel.  Mine  honourable  Mi  fir efs. 

Count.  Nay,  a  Mother,  why  not  a  Mother?  when  1  faid 
Mother, 
Methought  you  faw  a  Serpent;  what's  in  Mother, 
That  you  ftart  at  it/  I  Cy,  I  am  yoqr  Mother, 
And  put  you  in  the  Catalogue  of  thofe 
That  were  enwombed  mine  \  'tis  often  feen     < 
Adoption,  ftrives  with  Nature,  and  Choi c^breeds 
A  native  Slip  to  us  from  foreign  Seeds. 
You  ne'elr  oppreft  me  with  a  Mother's  Groan* 
Yet  I  exprefs  to  you  a  Mother's  Care; 
God's  Mercy,  Maider,  do's  it  curd  thy  Blood, 
To  fay  T  am  thy  Mother  t  what's  the  Mattel:, 
That  this  diftemper'd  Meffenger  of  Wet, 
The.  many  colour'd  Iris  rounds  thine  Eye  J 
Why  that  you  are  my  Daughter  1 

Hkl.  That  I  am  not. 

Count.  I  fay  I  am  your  Mother* 

BeU  Pardon,  Madam. 
The  Count  Rejfillion  cannot  be  my  Brother; 
I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honoured  Name; 
No  Note  upon  my  Parents,  his  all  Nobte» 
My  Matter,  my  dear  Lord  he  is,  and  I 
His  Servant  live,  and  will  his  Vaflal  cie; 
He  mutt  not  be  my  Brother. 

Count.  Nor  I  your  Mother* 
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HeL  Y011  are  my  Mother,  Madam,  would  you  were. 
So  that  my  Lord  your  Son  were  not  my  Brother; 
Indeed  my  Mother*-        or  were  you  both  our  Mother^ 
I  care  no  more  for,  than  I  do  for  Heav'n, 
So  I  were  not  his  Sifter  ^  can't  no  other, 
But  I  your  Daughter,  he  muft  be  my  Brother. 

Count.  Yes,  Hellen,  you  might  be  my  Daughter-in-law, 
God  fhield  you  mean  it  nor,  Daughter  and  Mother, 
So  ftrive  upon  your«Pulfej  what  pale  agen? 
My  Fear  hath  carch'd  yourFondncfi/  Now  I  fee 
The  Mift'ry  of  your  Lovelincfo  and  find 
Your  fait  Tears  Head;  now  to  all  Senfe 'tis  grofs, 
You  love  my  Son  ;  Invention  is  afliam'd 
Againft  thp  Proclamation  of  thy  Paflion, 
To  fay  thou  doft  not ;  therefore  tell  rae  true, 
But  tell  me  then  'tis  fo.    For  look,  thy  Cheeks 
Confels  it  one  to  thother,  and  thine  Eyes 
See  it  (b  grofly  ftiown  in  thy  Behaviour, 
That  in.their  Kind  they  fpeak  it:  only  Sin 
And  hellifh  Obftiriacy  tie  thy  Tongue, 
That  Truth  ftiould  be  fufpe&ed  }  fpeak,  is*t  fof 
If  it  be  fo,  you  have  wound  a  goodly  Clew: 
If  it  be  nor,   forfwear't;    howe'er  I  charge  thee. 
As  Heav'n  (hall  work  in  me  for  thine  avail, 
To  tell  me  truly. 

HeL  Good  Madam,  pardon  me. 
Count.  Do  you  love  my  Son? 
HeL  Your  Pardon,  noble  Miftrefs* 
Count.  Love  you  my  Son  ? 

HeL  Do  not  you  love  him,  Madam?         «  # 

Count*  Go  not  about ;  my  Love  hath  in't  a  Bond, 
Whereof  the  World  takes  note:  Come,  come,  difclofe 
The  State  of  your  AfFe&ion,  for  your  Paffions 
Have  to  the  full  appeach'd. 

MM.  Then  I  sonfefs 
Here  on  my  Knet,  before  high  Heavens  and  you. 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  Heav'n,  I  love  your  Son \\ 
My  Friends  were  poor,  but  honeftj  fo's  my  tove; 
5  s  not  offended,  for  it  hurts  not  him  : 

That  he  is  lov'd  of  me }  I  follow  him  not 
By  any  Tojten  of  prefumptuous  Suir, 
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Nor  would  l  have  him,  'till  I  do  deferve  him, 

Yet  never  know  how  that  Defett  rtiould  be: 

I  know  I  love  in  vain,  ftrive  again  ft  Hope; 

Yet  in  this  captious  and  ktenible  Sive, 

I  ft  ill  pour  io  the  Water  of  my  Love, 

And  lack  rot  to  lofe  ftill  j  thus  Indian  like, 

Religious  in  mine  Error,  I  adore 

The  Sun  that  looks  upon  the  Worfliipper, 

Bat  knows  of  h'm  no  more.   My  deareft  Madam, 

Let  not  your  Hate  incourter  with  my  Love, 

For  loving  where  you  do;  but  if  your  felf, 

Whole  aged  Honour  writes  a  virtuous  Youth* 

Did  ever  in  fo  true  a  Flame  of  Loving, 

Wifli  chaflly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Diam 

Was  both  her  felf  and  Love}  O  then  give  pity 

To  her  whofe  Scare  is  fuch,  that  cannot  chufe 

But  lend  and  give  where  fhe  is  fure  to  lofe; 

That  fecks  not  to  find  that,  which  Search  implies, 

But  Riddle  like,  lives  fweetly  where  (he  dies. 

Count.  ,Hcd  you  not  lately  an  Intent,  fpeak  truly, 
To  go  to  Parish 

HeU  Madam,   I  had. 

Cnunt.  Wherefore  ?  Tell  true. 

Htl.  I  will  tell  true,  by  Grace  it  felf  I  fwear  ; 
You  know  my  Father  itft  me  fome  Prefcriptions 
Of  rare  and  proved  Effc&s,  fuch  as  his  Reading 
And  maniftft  Experience  had  collefted 
For  general  Soveraignty;  and  that  he  wilPd  me 
In  heedfuirft  Refervation  to  beftow  them, 
As^Iotes,  wfcofe  Faculties  inclufive  were, 
More  than  they  were  in  ncte  :  Amongft  the  reft, 
There  is  a  Remedy,  approv'd,  fet  down, 
To  cure  the  defperate  Langtiflvings  whereof 
The  King  is  render'd  loft. 

Count.  This  was  your  Motive  for  Paris,  was  it,  fpeak  ? 

Htl.  My  Lord,  your  Son  made  me  to  think  of  this; 
Elfe  Parity  and  the  Medicine,  and  the  King, 
Had  from  th^  Conversion  of  my  Thoughts, 
Happily  been  abfent  then. 

Count.   But  think  you,  HtlUn, 
If  y*u  (hould  tender  your  fuppofed  Aid, 
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He  would  receive  it?  He  and  "his  Phyfichns 
Are  of  one  Mindj  he,  that  they  cannot  help  him: 
Theyy  that  they  cannot  help.  How  (hall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  Virgin,  when  the  Schools 
Embowell'd  of  their  Do&rine,  have  left  off 
The  Danger  to  it  felf  / 

HeL  There'i  fomething  in't 
More  than  my  Father's  Skill,  which  was  the  great'ft 
Of  his  Prafeffion,  that  his  good  Receipt 
Shall  for  my  Legacy  be  fandified 

By  th5  luckieft  Stars  in  Heav'n  ;  and  would  your  Honour 
But  give  me  leave,  for  the  fuccefs  I'd  venture 
The  well  loft  Life  of  mine,  on  his  Grace's  Cure, 
By  fuch  a  Day  and  Hour. 

Count.  Do'ft  thou  believed  ? 

Hel.  Ay,  Midam,  knowingly. 

Count.  Why,  Hellen%  thou  (halt  have  my  Leave  and  Love 
Means  and  Attendants,  and  my  loving  Greetings 
To  ihofe  of  mine  in  Court.  1*11  (by  at  home, 
And  pray  God's  Bleffing  unto  thy  Attempt  : 
Be  gone  to  Morrow,  and  be  fure  of  this, 
What  I  can  help  thee  to,  thou  (hale  not  mifs.        [Exeunt. 


A  C  T   II.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  the  King  with  divers  joung  Lords,  taking  leave  for  the 
Florentine   War.  Bertram  and  Parolles.  Flourijh  Cornets. 

King,  p  Arewel,  young  Lords :  Thefe  warlike  Principles 
A   Do  not  throw  from  you  ,-  and  you,  my  Lords, 
farewel ;  * 

Share  the  Advice  betwixt  you.  If  both  gain,  a'l 
The  Gift  doth  ftrach  it  felf  as  'tis  receiv'd, 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

x  Lord*  Tisour  Hope,  Sir, 
After  well  entered  Soldiers,  to  return. 
And  find  your  Grace  in  Health. 

King.  No,  no,  it  cannot  be  ^  and  yet  my  Heart 
Will  not  copfefsN  he  owes  the  Malady 

u  i  That 
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That  doth  my  Life  befiege;  farewel,  young  Lords, 

Whether  I  live  ox  die,  be  you  the  Sons 

Of  worthy  French  Men-,  let  higher  Italj^ 

Thofe  bated  that  inherit  but  the  Fall 

Of  the  laft  Monarchy,  fee  that  you  come. 

Not  to  woo  Honour,  but  to  wed  jr,  when 

The  braveft  Queftion  ftirioksj  find  what  youfeek, 

4That  Fame  may  cry  you  loud  :  I  fay,  farewell 

1  Lord.  Health  at  your  bidding  ferve  your  Majefty. 

King.  Thofe  Girls  of  Italy,  take  heed  of  them:, 
They  fay  our  French  lack  Language  to  deny 
If  they  demand :  Beware  of  being  Captives, 
Before  you  fcrve. 

Both.  Our  Hearts  receive  your  Warnings. 

King.  Farewel.     Come  hither  to  me. 

iI<ord*  Oh,  my  fweet  Lord,that  you  will  fhy  behind  us* 

Par.  *Tis  not  his  Fault,  the  Spark — «• 

a  Lord.  Oh  'tis  brave  Wars. 

Par.  Moft  admirable  1  I  have  feen  thofe  Wars. 

Bcr.  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  Coil  witbj 
Too  young,  and  the  next  Year^  and  'tis  too  early* 

Par.  And  thy  Mind  ftand  to  it,  Boy; 
Steal  away  hravdy. 

Ber.  I  ftay  here  the  Forehorfe  to  a  Smock, 
Creeking  my  Shooes  on  the  plain  Mafonry, 
'Till  Honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  Sword  worn 
But  one  to  dance  with:  By  Heav'n  I'll  fteal  away. 

1  Lord.  There's  Honour  in  the  Theft. 
Par.  Commit  it,  Count. 

z  Lord.  I  am  acceffary,  and  fo  farewel. 
Ber.  I  grow  to  you,   and  our  parting  is  a  tortur'd  Body* 
.    1  Lord.  Farewel,  Captain. 

2  Lord.  Sweet  Monueur  Parollch 

Par.  Noble  Heroes,  my  Sword  and  yours  are  kin ;  good 
Sparks  and  luftrous;  a  Word,  good  Metals.  You  {hall  find  ift 
fhe  Regiment  of  Spimf)  one  Captain  Sfurio  his  Cicatrice, 
with  an  Emblem  of  War  here  on  his  fihifter  Cheek}  it  was 
this  very  Sword  entrench'd  it  5  fay  to  him,  I  live,  and  ob- 
serve Wis  Rf  ports  of  rte. 

1  Lordr  We  ft  all,  noble  Capt;  I  x. 

#0.  A^r^doatonyouforhis  Novices;  what  will  ye  do? 

Be?* 
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Bcr\  Stay;  the  King.    ' 

Par.  Ule  a  more  fpacious  Ceremony  to  t^e  noble  Lords, 
you  have  reftrain'd  your  lelf  within  the  Lift  erf  too  cold  an 
Adieu ;  be  more  expreffive  to  them,  for  they  wear  thtm- 
felves  in  the  Cap  of  the  Time,  there  do  mnfter  true  Gate, 
cat,  (peak,  and  move  under  the  Influence  of  the  moft  re- 
ceiv'd  Star,  and  tho*  the  Devil  lead  tl\e  Meafure,  fuch  are 
so  be  follow'd:  After  them,  and  take  a  more  dilated  fa  e- 
wd. 

Ber.  An4  I  -will  do  fo. 

Par.  Worthy  Fellows,  and  like  to  prove  moft  fine'wy 
Sword-men.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lafeu 

Laf.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  iFor  me  and  for  my  'tidings. 

King.  I'll  fee  thee  to  ftahd  up.  ('Pardon, 

Laf.  Then  here's  a  Man  (lands  that  hath  brought  his 
I  would  you  had  kneel'd,  my  Lord,  to  ask  me  Mercy, 
And  that  at  my  bidding  you  could  fb  ft  and  up. 

King.  I  would  I  had,  fo  I  had  broke  thy  Pate, 
And  ask'd  thee  Mercy  fort. 

Laf.  Goodf aith  a  Crofs,  but,  my  good  Lord,  'tis  thus  j 
Will  yoiH>ecur\i  of  your  Infirmity/ 

King.  No. 

Laf.  O  will  you  eat  no  Grapes,  my  Royal  Fox  ? 
Yes,  but  you  Will,  my  noble  Grapes,  and  if 
My  Royal  Fox  could  reach  them :  I  have  feen  a  Medicine 
That's  able  to  break  Life  into  a  Stone, 
Quicken  a  Rock,  *nd  make  you  dance  Canary 
With  fprightly  Fire  and  Motion,  whofe  fimple  Touch  .  * 
Is  powerful  to  arail^  King  Pippen,  nay, 
To  give  great  Chartemain  a  Pen  in's  Hand, 
Aqd  write  to  her  a  Love-line. 

King.  What  her  is  this  ? 

Laf.  Why  Do&oi!  She  :  My  Lord,  there's  one  arrivM* 
If  you  will  fee  her  :  Now,  by  my  Faiith  and  Honour, 
If  ferioufly  I  may  convey  my  Thoughts 
In  this  my  light  Deliverance,  I  have  fpoke 
With  one,  thit  in  her  Sex,  her  Years,  Profeffion, 
.Wifd6m  andCohftancy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Than  I  dare  blame  my  Weaknefs:  Will  you  fee  her  ? 
For  that  is  her  Demand,  and  know  her  Bufinefs  f 
That  done,  laugh,  well  »t  me.  U  ^igitizedbyGoo^ 


yoo         AUs  well  that  Ends  <wtll.  1 

King.  Now,  good  Lafcut  I 

Bring  in  the  Admiration,  that  we  with  thee 
May  fpend  our  Wonder  too,  or  take  off  thin*, 
,By  wondfing  how  thou  took'ft  it. 

Laf.  Nay,  Pll  fit  you, 
And  not  be  all  Day  neither. 

King.  Thus  he  his  fpccial  nothing  ever  Prologue*. 
Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways.  § 

(Bringing  in  Helena 
King.  This  hafte  hath  Wings  indeed. 
Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways, 
This  is  his  Majefty,  fay  your  Mind  to  him; 
A  Traitor  you  do  look  like,  but  fuch  Traitors 
His  Majefty  fcldom  fears  -,  I  am  Crefeds  Uncle,  ■ 
That  dare  leave  two  together;  fare  yoxx  welU  [Epiu 

King.  Now,  fair  one,  do's  your  Bufinefs  follow  us? 
Hcl. Ay>  my  good  Lord* 
Gerard  dc  Nation  was  my  Father, 
In  what  he  did  profefs,  well  found* 
King.  I  knew  him. 

Hcl.  The  rather  will  I  {pare  my  Eraifes  towards  him, 
Knowing  him  is  enough :  On's  Bed  of  Death 
Many  Receipts  he  gave  me,  namely  one, 
Which  as  the  deareft  Iffue  of  his  Pra&ice, 
And  of  Kis  old  Experience,  th'  only  Darling, 
He  bad  me  ftore  up,  as  a  Triple-Eye, 
Safer  than  mine  own  two :  Moye  dear  I  have  fo$ 
And  hearing  your  high  Majefty  is  touch'd 
With  that,  malignant  Caofe,  wherein  the  Honour 
Of  my  dear  Father's  Gift  ftands  chief  in  Power, 
I  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  Appliance, 
With  all  bound  Humblenefs. 

King.  We  thank  you,  Maiden ; 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  pf  Curei 
When  dur  moft  learned  poftors  leave  us,  and 
The  congregated  Colledge  have  concluded, 
That  labouring  Ait  can  never  ranfome  Nature 
From  her  unaidable  Eftate :  I  fay^  we  rouft  not 
So  ftain  our  Judgmeut,  or  corrupt  our  Hope, 
To  proftkute  our  paftTCure  Malady   " 
To  Emperick?,  or  to  di&ver  fo 
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Our  great  felf  and  our  Credit,  to  efteeoi 

A  fenfelefs  help,  when  help  paft  fenfe  we  deem. 

HcL  My  Duty  then  fhall  pay  me  for  my  pains; 
I  will  no  more  enforce  my  Office  on  you, 
Humbly  intreating  from  your  Royal  Thoughts, 
A  modeft  one  to  bear  me  back  again* 
*   King*  I  cannot  give  thee  lefs,  to  be  call'd  grateful; 
Thou  thought'ft  to  help  me,  and  fuch  Thanks  I  give, 
As  one  near  Death  to  thofe  that  wifti  him  live; 
But  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know'ft  no  parr, 
X  knowing  all  my  Peril,  thou  no  Art. 

HcL  What  I  can  do,  can  do  ho  hurt  to  try, 
Since  you  fet  up  your  Reft  "gainft  Remedy : 
He  that  of  greateft  Works  is  finiflier, 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakeft  Minifter: 
So  holy  Writ,  in  Babes,  hath  Judgment  (hown* 
When  Judges  have  been  Babes,  Great  Floods  have  flown 
From  fimple  Sources  j  and  great  Seas  have  dried. 
When  Miracles  have  by  the  great'ft  been  denied, 

Oft  Expe&ation  fails,  and  moft  oft  there 
Where  moft  it  promifes :  And  oft  it  hits, 

Where  Hope  is  coldefi,  arid  Defpair  moft  fliifts. 

King.  I  muft  not  hear  thee;  fare  thee  well,  kind  Maid, 

Thy  pains  not  us'd,  muft  by  thy  felf  be  paid, 

Proffers  not  topk,  reap  Thanks  for  their  Reward. 
HcL  Infpired  Merit  fo  by  Breath  is  bar'd : 

It  is  not  fo  with  him  that  all  things  knows 

As  'tis  with  us,  that  fquare  our  Guefs  by  ihows : 

But  moft  it  is  Preemption  in  us,  when 

The  help  of  Heav'n,  we  count  tRc  aft  of  Men. 

Dear  Sir,  to  my  Endeavours  give  confent, 

Of  Heav'n,  not  me,  make  an  Experiment. 

I  am  not  an  Impoftor,  that  proclaim 

My  felf  againft  the  level  of  mine  aim, 

But  know,  I  think,  and  think  I  know  moft  fure, 

My  Art  is  not  paft  Power,  nor  you  paft  Cure, 
King.  Art  thou  fo  confident  ?  within  what  fpa  ce 

Hop'ft  thou  my  Cure  i  ,*  j 

HcL  The  Greateft  lending  Grace, 

E'er  twice  the  Hofes  of  the  Sun  /hall  bring 

Their  fiery  Torcher  his  diurnal  Ring, 

E'er 
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E'er  twice  in  Murk  and  Occidental  Damp, 
Moift  Hefftrus  hath  quenchM  his  flfcepy  Lamp;        „ 
Or  four  and  twenty  timts  the  Pitef  s  CJhfs 
Hath  told  the  thievifh  MinutfcS  how  thty  paft, 
What  is  infirth,  fVofb  yd\it  fotittd  Parts  (hall  fly* 
Health  (hall  live  free,  ttid  Sidcntfs  freely  difc. 

King.  Upon  thy  Certainty  afid  Confidence, 
What's  dafft  thou  ventuire  ? 

«?/.  Tax  of  twpirdettte, 
A  Strumpet*  boldnfefs,  a  divulged  Shame 
Traduc'd  by  odious  Ballads :  My  Maiden's  Name 
Sear'd  otnerwife,  no  w6*fe  of  worft  extended, 
With  vileft  Torture  let  my  Life  be  ended.  \ 

Kin£.  Mcthinks  in  thee  ibme  blefled  Spirit  doth  fpeak 
Mis  powerful  Sound,  within  an  Organ  Weak; 
And  what  Impbflibility  would  flay 
Irt  common  Senft,  Senfe  laves  another  way. 
Thy  Life  is  dear,  for  all  that  Life  cati  rate 
Worth  name  of  Life,  in  thee  hath  tftt'mate: 
Youth,  Beauty,  Wlfdom,  CoUrage,  ill 
That  Happinefs  and  Prime  cad  happy  cifl ; 
Thou  .this  to  hazard,  needs  ttiuft  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monftrous  defperate; 
Sweet  Pra&ifcr,  thy  Phyfick  I  will  try, 
That  oainifters  thine  own  Death  if  I  die. 

Hel.  If  I  break  Time,  or  flinch  in  Property 
Of  what  I  fpoke,  unpitied  let  tne  die, 
And  well  deferv'd:  Not  helping,  Death's  my  Fee; 
But  if  I  help,  what  do  you  promife  me? 

King.  Make  thy  DcTnand. 

HeU  But  will  you  make  it  even  \ 

King.  Ay,  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  hopes  of  help. 

HcL  Then  fhalt  thou  give  me,  with  thy  kindly  hand* 
What  Husband  in   thy  Power  I  will  command. 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  Arrogance 
*JTo  chufe  from  forth  the  Royal  Blood  of  France, , 
My  low  and  humble  Name  to  propagate 
With  any  Branch  or  rma?>e  of  thy  State  i 
But  fufch  a  one  thy  .Vitfa?,  whom  I  know 
Js  free  for  me  to  ask,  thee  to  beftow, 

King. 

Digitized  by  LiOOQ IC 


Alts  well  that  Ends  ow?//.  7*5 

King.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  Premifes  obfftv'd, 
Thy  Will  by  my  Performance  ftiall  be  firv'd: 
To  make  the  choice  of  thine  own  rime,  for  I, 
Thy  refolv'd  Patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely  ; 
More  fhould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  mttft, 
Tho'  more  to  know,  could  not  be  more  to  truft : 
From  whence  thou  cam'ft,  how  tended  on,  but  reft 
Unqiieftion'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. 
Give  me  fome  help  here  hoa  \  if  thou  proceed, 
As  high  as  word,  my  Deed  (hall  match  thy  Deed. 

\£xt**u 
Enter  Connttfs  and  down. 

Count.  Come  on,  Sir,  I  (hall  now  put  you  to  the  height 
of  your  breeding. 

Clown.  I  will  Oiew  my  felf  highly  fed,  and  lowly  taught ; 
I  know  my  Bufinefs  is  but  to  the  Court. 

Count.  To  the  Court,  why  what  place  make  you  fj>e* 
cial,  *rhen  you  put  off  that  with  fuch  Contempt ;  but  to 
the  Court? 

Go.  Truly,  Madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  Man  any  Man- 
nets,  he  may  eafily  put  it  off  at  Court:  He  that  cannot 
make  a  Leg,  put  off's  Cap,  kite  his  Hand,  and  fay  nothing, 
has  neither  Leg,  Hands,  Lip,  nor  Cap;  and  indeed  fu^h  a 
Fellow,  to  fay  precifely,  were  not  for  the  Court  but  for 
me,  I  have  an  Anfwer  will  ferve  all  Men. 

Count.  Marry  that's  a  bountiful  Anfwer  that  fits  all  Que- 
ftiom. 

Go.  It  is  like  a  Barber's  Chair,  that  fits  all  Buttocks,  the 
pin  Buttock,  the  qiatch  Buttock,  the  brawn  v  Buttock,  6t 
any  Buttock. 

Count.  Will  your  Anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  Queftions? 

Go.  As  fit  as  ten  Groats  is  for  the  Hand  of  any  Attorney, 
as  your  French  Crown  for^your  Taffaty  Punk,  as  7#ftY 
Rulh  for  Tom's  Fore-finger,  as  a  Pancake  for  Shrovetuefdayy 
a  Morris  {or  Ma j d*y>  as  the  Nail  to  his  hole,  the  Cuckold 
to  his  Horn,  as  a  fcolding  Quean  to  a  wrangling  Knave,  as 
th6  Nun's  Lip  to  the  Friar's  Mouth,  nay,  as  the  Pudding 
to  his  Skir?.  *  ' 

Count.  Have  you,  I  faya  an  Anfwer  of  fuch  fitnefs  for  all 
Qaeftions? 

TC7«. 
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Go.  From  below  your  Duke*  to  beneath  your  Conftable* 
ft  will  fit  any  Queftion. 

Caput,  ft  muft  be  an  anfwer  of  moft  monftrous  fize,  that 
tnuft  fit  all  demands.  - 

Go.  But  a  Trifle  neither  in  good  faith,  if  the  Learned 
fhould  fpeak  truth  of  it:  Here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs 
to't.  Ask  me  if  I  am  a  Courtier,  it  (hall  do  you  no  harm 
to  learn. 

Count.  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could:  I  will  be  a 
Fool  in  queftion,  hoping  to  be«the  wifer  by  your  anfwer. 
I  pray,  you,  Sir,  are  you  a  Courtier? 

Go.  O  Lord,  Sir — ^—there's  a  fimple  putting  off:  More, 
more,  a  hundred  of  them. 

Count.  Sir,  I  am  a  poDr  Friend  of  your's,  that  loves  you« 

Go.  O  Lord,  Sir— thick,  thick,  fpare  not  me, 

Count.  I  think,  Sir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this  homely 

Meat. 

Go.  O  Lord,  Sir-        -nay  put  me  to't,  I  warrant  you. 

Count.  You  were  lately  whip'd,  Sir,  as  I  think* 

Clo,  O  Lord,  Sir ~fpare  not  me. 

Count.  Do  you  cry,  O  Lord,  Sir,  at  your  whipping,  and 
fpare  not  me  ?  Indeed,  your  O  Lord  Sir,  is  very  fequent  to 
your  whipping;  You  would  anfwer  veiy  well  to  a  whip- 
ping if  you  were  but  bound  to't. 

Go.  I  ne'er  had  worfe  luck  in  my  Life,  in  my,  O  Lord 
Sir}   I  fee  things  may  ferve  long,  and  not  ferve  ever, 

Count.  I  play  the  noble  Hufwife  with  the  time,  to  ecter- 
tain  it  fb  merrily  with  a  Fool. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  Sir — —why  there't  ferves  wtJl again. 

Count.  An  end,  Sir,  to  your  Bufinefs:  Give  HelUn  this, 
And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back, 
Commend  me  to  my  Kinfmen,  and  my  Son : 
This  is  not  much. 

Cio.  Not  much  Commendation  to  them. 

Count.  Not  much  Imployment  for  yop,  you  underfland 
me, 

Clo.  Moft  f  uitfully,  I  am  there  before  my  Legs. 

Count.  Hafte  thou  again.  [Exiunf. 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  WParolles. 

Laf.  They  fay  Miracles  are  pafr,  and  we  have  ojirPhilo- 

fophica?  Ptffon,  to  make  modern  arid  familiar  things  fuper- 

>  -    natural 
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natural  and  caufelefs.  Hence  is  it,  that  we  make  Trifles  of 
Terrors,  enfconfing  our  felves  into  feeming  Knowledge, 
when  we  ftiould  fubmit  our  felves  to  an  unknown  Fear. 

Par.  Why  'tis  the^areft  Argument  of  Wonder*  that  hath 
fliot  out  in  our  latter  times. 

Ber.  And  fo'tis. 

Laf.  To  be  relinquish 'd  of  the  Artifts. 

Far.  So  I  fay,  both  of  Galen  and  Paracelfm. 

Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  authentick  Fellows. 

Par.  Right,  fo  I  fay. 

Laf.  That  gave  him  out  incurable.  N  ' 

Par.  Why  there  'tis,  fo  fay  I  too. 

Laf.  Not  to  be  help'd. 

Par.  Right,  as  'twere  a  Man  affur'd  of  an 

Laf.  Uncertain  Life,  and  fure  Death. 

Par.  Juft*  you  fay  well:  So  would  I  have  faid. 

Laf.  I  may  truly  fay,  it  is  a  Novelty  to  the  World. 

Par.  It  is  indeed,  if  you  will  have  it  in  the  (he wing, you 
fhall  read  it  in  what  do  you  call  there. 

Laf  A  (hewing  of  a  heav'nly  Effeft  in  an  earthly  Aftor. 

Par.  That's  it,  I  would  have  faid  the  very  fame. 

Laf  Why  your  Dolphin  is  not  luftier:  For  me,  I  fpeak 
in  refpeft ; — 

Par.  Nay,  'tis  ftrange,  'tis  very  ftrange,  that  is  the  brief 
and  the  tedious  of  it,  and  he's  of  a  moft  facineridus  Spirit, 
that  will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be  the— 

Laf.  Very  hand  of  Heav'n. 

Par.  Ay,  fo  I  fay. 

Laf.  In  a  moft  weak— — 

Par.  And  debile  Minifter,  great  Power,  great  Tranfcen- 
dence,  which  fhould  indeed  give  us  a  further  ufetobemade, 
than  only  the  recov'ry  of  the  King,  as  to  be— — 

Laf.  Generally  thankful. 

v       'r  Enter  King^  Helena,  and  Attendants. 

Par.  I  would  have  faid  it,  you  faid  well :  Here  comes 
the  King.   . 

Laf.  Luftick,  as  the  Dutchman  fays:  I'll  like  a  Maid  the 
better  while  I  have  a  Tooth  in  my  Head:  Why  he's  ab!eto 
lead  her  a  Corrar.to. 

Par.  Mor  d*  Vtnalgrey  is  not  this  Helleni 

Laf.  Fore  God  I  thii£  fo. 
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>  Kmg%  Qo  call  before  roe  all  the  Lords  in  Court. 
Sitt  my  Pjeferver,  by  thy  Patient's  fide, 
And  with  ibis  healthful  Hand,  whofe  banifh'd  fenfe 
Tkm  haft  yepeaW,  a  fecond  time  receive 
The  confirmation  of  my  promised  Gift, 
Which.but  attends  thy  naming* 

Enter  throe  or  four  Lords. 
Fair  Maid*  fend  forth  thine  Eyej  this  yoiithfal  parcel 
Of  Noble  Baocbtlors*  ftand  at  my  beftowif>g, 
O'er  whom  both  Sovereign  Power,  and  Father's  Voice 
I  have  to  ufe  }  thy  frank  Eiedioft  tpake, 
Thou  haft  power  to  chufe,  and  they  none  to  forfake. 

Hel.  To  each  of  you,  one  fair  and  .virtuous  Msftr^fs 
Fall,  wlam  Love  pleafe :  marry,  to  each,  but  one. 

Laf.  Vd  give  Bay  Curral,  and  his  Furniture, 
My  Mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  thefe  Boys,  . 
And  writ  zs  little  Beard. 

Ki»g+  Per  ufe  them  well: 
Not  one  of  thofe,  but  had  a  noble  Fath«r. 

[She  Addrejfes  her  /elf  to  a  Lord. 

Hel.  Gentleman*  Heav'n  hath,  through  rae,  reftor'd  the 
King  to  Health. 

ML  We  underftand  it,  and  thank  Heav'n  for  you. 

Hel.  I  am  a  fimple  Maid,  and'  therein  wealthieft, 

That  I  proteft,  I  fimply  am  si  Maid * 

Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  I  have  done  already: 
The  Bluftiesin  my  Cheeks  tljus  whifper  me. 
We  blufti  that  thou  (hould'ft  chufe  but  be  refufed  ; 
Let  the  white  Death  fit  on  thy  Cheeks  for  ever, 
.We'll  ne'er  come  there  again. 

King*  Make  choice  and  lee, 
Who  (hunsuthy  Love,  fliuns  all  his  Love  in  me. 

Hel.  Now  Dian  from  thy  Altar  do  I  fly,. 
And  to  impartial  J*ve9i  %}i%t  God  mod  high 
Do  my   fighs  ft  ream:  Sir,  will  you  hear  my  Suit? 

I  Lord. ,  And  grant  if. 

Hel.  Thanks,  Sir,  all.  the  reft  is   mute. 

Laf.  I  had  rather  be  in  this  Choice,  than  throw 
A  Deaux-ace  for  my  Life. 

HeL  The  Honour,  Sir,  that  flames  in  your  fair  Eyeii 
Before  I  fpeak,  too  threatningly  replies : 

Love 
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Love  njafce  your  Fortunes  twenty  time;  above 
Her  that  fo  wifoes,  *nd  h^r  humble  Love. 

2  Lord,  No  better^  if  you*  please. 

Hoi.  My  w\flti  receive, 
Which  great  Jove  grant,  and  fo  I  take  my  Ipvife 

Laf.  Do  all  they  deny  hen  /And  th#y  were  $onsof  row, 
I'd  havetfap  whipfd,  or  I  would  fend  them  to  the  7*r^ 
to  make  Eunuchs  of. 

Hi/.  Be  ftat  tfnjd  tjbat  I  you*  hand  ftiould  take, 
I'll  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fakp: 
Bleffing  upon  you*  V*ws,  and  in  yaw  B$cJ>   • 
Find  fairer  Fortunp,  if  you  ever  w$4.     . 

Laf.  Thefe^ftqys  are  Boys  of  Ice,  they'll  none.  o£  bet : 
Sure  they  are  Bpftwjs  to  the  Ep&Hjh  dfiw  fripA^  ne!ef  got 
9tm.  , 

HeL  Yeu  are  too  yQung,  top  happy,  *od  tyq  gpod  \; 
To  make  your  felf  a,SQaoutof  my^Bipad^ 

4  Lord.  Fair  Qnft,'  \  think  not  ft). 
"     Laf.  There's   ope   Grs^pe  y$t,  r  I  am  fiue  ipy  Father 
drunk  Wine;  but  if  thou  be'ft  not,  an  A£s,  I  w  a.  Youth  of 
fourteen:  I  have  knojvn  thee  already* 

HeL  I  dare  not  Uy  I,  t*k*  you,  but;  I  give 
Me  and  njy  Service,  ever  whilft  I  live, 
Into  your  guiding  Power:  This  is  tjhe  Man.    [To  Bertram 

Xing.  Why  then  young  Bertram  take  her,  the  9s  thy  Wife. 

Ber.  My  Wife,,  my  Liege?  I  ftiall  befeech  your  Highnefs 
In  fuch  t.Bufinefs,  give  roe  leave  to  ufe  ,    , 

♦  Th&  hp'p  of  ipipe  own  Eyes. 

King.  Know'ft  thou  not,  Bertram^  what  (he  hath  done 
form?? 

Ber.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  but  never  hope  to  know  why 
I  ftioujd  awry  her. 

KimgK  Thpu  know'ft  (he  has  rais'd  me  from  my  fickjy 
Bed. 

Ber.  But  follows  it*,  my  Lord,  to  bring  me  down 
Muft  anfwer  for  your  rajfing:  I  know  her  well/ 
She  had  her  breeding  at  my  Father's  Charge  .• 
A  poor  Ehyfrcian's Daughter  my  Wife.?  Difdain 
Rather  corrupt  me  even 

Kingf  *Tis  only  Titlp,  thoji  difdain'ft  in  her,  the  which 
I  can  build  up :  Strange  is  it  th*t  our  Bloods 
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Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together, 

Would  quite  confound  diftin&ion;  yet  ftands  off 

In  differences  of  mighty.     If  (he  be 

All  that  is  virtuous,  fave  what  thou  diflik'ft, 

A  poor  Phyfician's  Daughter,  thou  diflik'ft 

Of  Virtue  for  the  Name:  But  do  not  To. 

From  lowed  place,  whence  virtuous  things  proceed, 

The  Place  is  dignify'd  by  thf  Dotrt  Deed, 

Where  great  Addition  (wells,  and  Virtue  none, 

It  is  a  dropfied  Honour;  Good  alone, 

Is  good  without  a  Name.  Vilenefsis  fo: 

The  Property  by  what  it  is,  Ihoud  go, 

Not  by  the  Title.    She  is  young,  wife,  fair, 

In  thefe,  to  Nature  (he's  immediate  Heir; 

And  thefe  breed  Honour:  That  is  Honour's  fcorn, 

Which  challenges  ir  felf  as  Honours  born, 

And  is  not  like  the  Sire.    Honours  beft  thrive, 

When  rather  from  our  A&s  we  them  derive 

Than  our  Fore-goers:  The  meer  word's  a  (lave 

Debofti'd  on  every  Tomb,  on  every  Grave; 

A  lying  Trophy,  and  as  oft  is  dumb. 

Where  Dud,  and  damn'd  Oblivion  is  the  Tomb. 

Of  honour'd  Bones  indeed,  what  (hould  be  faid  f 

If  thou  canft  like  this  Creature  as  a  Maid, 

I  can  create  the  reft  :  Virtue  and  (he 

Is  her  own  Dower -7  Honour  and  Wealth  from  me. 

Cer.  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  flrive  to  do't. 

King.  Thou  wrong'ft  thy  felf,  if  thou  (hould'ft  ftrive  to 
chufe. 

HeL  That  you  are  well  reftor'd,  my  Lord,  I'm  glad: 
Let  the  reft  go. 

King .  My  Honour's  at  the  (lake,  which  to  defeat 
I  mult  produce  my  Power.     Here,  take  her  Hand, 
Proud  fcornful  Boy,  unworthy  this  good  Gift, 
That  doft  in  vile  Mifprtfion  (hackle  up 
My  Love,  and  her  Defcrt;  that  canft  not  dream, 
We  poizing  us  i&her  defeftive  Scale, 
Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  Beam;  that  wilt  not  know, 
It  is  in  us  to  plant  thine  Honour,  where 
We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow.     Check  thy  Contempt: 
Obey  our  Will,  which  travels  in  thy  good* 

Believe 
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'   Believe  not  thy  Difdain*  but  prefently1 
Do  thine  own  Fortunes  that  obedient  right 
Which  both  thy  Duty  owes,  and  our  Power  claims: 
Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  cares  for  ever,  , 

Into  the  Staggers  and  the*carelefs  Lapfe 
Of  Youth  and  Ignoraoce  j  both  my  Revenge  and  Hate 
Looting  upon  thee  in  the  Name  of  Juftice, 
Without  all  terras  of  pity.     Speak  thine  anfwer. 

Iter.  Pardon,    my  gracious  Lord  \   for  I  fubmit 
My  Fancy  to  your  Eyes.    When  I  confider 
What  great  Creation,  and  what  dole  of  Honour 
Flies  where  you  bid:  I  find  that  (he  which  late 
Was  in  my  nobler  Thoughts  moft  bafe,  is  now 
The  pratfed  of  the  King}  who  fo  enabled, 
Is  as  'twere  born  fo. 

King.  Take  her  by  the  hand. 
And  tell  her  (he  is  thine:  To  whom  I  promife 
A  Counterpoize \  if  not  in  thy  Eftate, 
A  Ballance  more  repleat. 

Ber.  I  take  her  hand. 

King.  Good  Fortune,  and  the  Favour  of  the  King 
Smile  upon  the  Contract;  whofe  Ceremony 
Snail  feem  expedient  on  the  now- born  Brief, 
Add  be  perform'd  to  Night;  the  folemn  Feaft 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace, 
Expe&ing  abfent  Friends.     As  thou  lov'ft  her, 
Thy  Love's  to  me  religious  ;  elfe  do's  err.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Parolles  ^nd  Lafeu. 

Laf.  Do  you  hear,  Monfieur?  a  word  with  you. 

Par.  Your  pleafure,  Sir. 

Laf.  Your  Lord  and  Matter  did  well  to  make  his  Recant 
tation. 

Par.  Recantation t  my  Lord?  my  Matter? 

Laf.  Ay 9  is  it  not  a  Language  I  (peak? 
.,    Par.  A  moft  harfli  one,  and  not  to  be  underftood  with- 
out bloody  fucceeding.    My  Matter? 

Laf.  Are  you  Companion  to  the  Count  Rpfffoon  ? 

Par.  To  any  Count?  to  all  Counts;  to  what  is  Man. 

Laf.  To  what  is  Count's  Man  ^Count's  Matter  is  of  an- 
other Stile. 

Vot.  II.  X  Par. 
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Par.  You  aretooold#  Sir;  let  it  fatjsfieyou,  you  are 
coo  oldf 

Laf.  I  muft  tell  thee,  Sirrah,  I  write  Man*,  to  which 
title  Age  cannot  bring  theev 

Par*  What  I  dare  too  well  do,  I  dare  not  do, 

Laf.  I  did  think  thee  for  two  Ordinaries  to  be  a  pretty 
wife  Fellow.  If  thou  didft  make  tolerable  vent  of  thy  Tra- 
vel, it  might  pafs  \  yet  the  Scarfs  and  the  Banners  about 
thee*  did  manifoldly  difluade  me  from  believing  thee  a  Veflel 
of  too  great  a  Burthen.  I  have  now  found  thee;  whco  I 
lofe  thee  again,  I  care  not :  Yet  art  thou  good  for  nothing 
but  takmg  up,  and  that  thou'rt  fcarce  worth. 

Par.  Hadft  thou  not  the  Privilege  of  Antiquity  upon 
thee 

Laf.  Do  not  plunge  thy  felf  too  far  in  Anger,  left  thou 
haften  thy  trial;  which  is,  Lord  have  Mercy  on  thee  for  a 
Hen;  fo,  my  good  Window  of  Lattice,  fare  thee  well,  thy 
Cafement  I  need  not  open,  1  look  through  thee.  Give  me 
thy  Hand. 

Par.  My  Lord,  you  give  moft  egregious  Indignity* 

Laf.  Ay,  withal  my  Heart,  and  thou  art  worthy  df.iu 

Par.  I  have  not,  my  Lord,dcferv'd  it. 

Laf.  Yes,  gpod  faith*  ev'ry  dram  of  it;  and  f  wifl  oot 
bate  thee  a  fcruple* 

Par.  We!J,  I  (hall  he  wiCr- 

Laf.  Ev'n  as  fcon  as  thou  can'ft*  for  thou  haft  to  pull  at 
a  fmack  a'th*  contrary.  If  ever  thou  beeft  bound  in  thy 
Scarf  and  bjeareq,  thou  ihalt  find  what  it  is  to  be  proud  of 
thy  Bondage.  I  have  a  defire  to  hold  ray  Acquaintance 
with thefe  or  rather  my  Knowledge^  that  I  may  fay  in  the 
default,  he  is  a  Man  I  know. 

Par.  My  <Lord,  you  do  me  moft  infupportjJ>lc  Vexa- 
tion. 

L*f.  I  would  it  were  Hell  Pains  for  thy  fafcf,  and  my 
poor  doing  eternal:  For  doing  I  impart,  as  I  will  by  thee, 
in  what  JMotian  Age  will  give  me  leave.  [Exit. 

P<ar.  Well,   thou  haft  a  Son  ihall  take  thw  Difgracc  off 
.me;  fcurvy,old,  filthy,  fcurvy  Lord:  Well,  -I  muft  be  pa- 
tient, there  Is  no  fettering  of  Authority.    I'll  beat  him,  by 
my  Life,  if  I  can  meet  hkn  with  any  convenience,   and  he 
were  double  and  double  a  Lord.     I'll  have  no  more  pity  of 
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his  Age  than  I  would  have  of I'll  beat  him,  and  if  I 

could  but  meet  him  again. 

Enter  Laleu. 
Laf.  Sirrah,  your  Lord  and    Mafter's   married,  there's 
News  for  you :  You  have  a  new  Miftrefs. 

Par.  I  moll  unfeigncdly  befeech  your  Lordrtiip  to  make 
fome  Refervatton  of  your  Wrongs,     He  is  my  good  Lord, 
whom  I  firve  above  is  my  Matter. 
Laf.  Who?  Sod? 
Par.  Ay,  Sir. 

Laf.  The  Devil  it  is,  that's  thy  Matter.  Why  doft  thou 
garter  up  thy  Arms  a  thi;  fafhion?  Doft  make  Hofe  of  thy 
Sleeves?  Do  other  Servants  fo?  Thou  wert  beft  fet  thy 
lower  Part  where  thy  Nofe  ftands.  By  mine  Honour,  if  I 
were  but  two  hours  younger,  Td  beat  thee:  Methink'ft 
thou  art  a  general  Offence,  and  every  Man  ftiould  beatthee, 
I  think  thou  waft  created  for  Men  to  breath  themfelves  up- 
on thee. 

Par.  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafure,  my  Lord. 
Laf.  Goto,  Sir;  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for  picking  a 
Kernel  out  of  a  Pomegranat;  you  are  a  Vagabond,  and  no 
true  Traveller:  You  are  more  fawcy  with  Lords  and  ho* 
oourable  Perfonages,  than  the  commiflion  of  your  Birth  and 
Virtue  gives  you  Heraldry.  You  are  not  worth  another 
word,  elfe  Pd  call  you  Knave.     I  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Enter  Bertram. 
Par.  Good,  very  good,  itisfo  then.    Good,  very  good, 
let  it  be  concealed  a  while. 

Ber.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever. 
Par.  What  is  the  Matter,  fweet  Heart/ 
Ber.  Although  before  the  folemn  Prieft  I  have  fworn,  I 
will  not  bed  heft 

Par.  What/  what,  fweet  Heart  / 
Bor.  O  my  Parelles,  they  have  married  me: 
ril  to  the  T*Jca»W*rs9  and  never  bed  her. 

Par.  Promt  is  a  Dog-hole,  and  it  no  more  merits 
The  tread  of  a  Man's  Foot:  To  th*  Wars. 

Be r.  There's  Letters  from  my  Mother :   What  th'  import 
is,  I  know  not  yet. 

Par.  Ay,  that  would  be  known:  To  th' Wars  my  Boy, 
othWars. 
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He  wears  his  Honour  in  a  Box  uufeen, 
That  hugs  his  kickfy  wickfy  here  at  home* 
Spending  his  manly  Marrow  in  her  Aims 
Which  (hould  fuitain  the  bound  ana  high  curvet 
Of  Man's  fiery  Steed :  To  other  Regions, 
Trance  is  a  Stable,  we  that  dwell  in'c  Jades, 
Therefore  to  th*  War, 

Ber.  It  (hall  be  h,  I'll  fend  her  to  my  Houfe, 
Acquaint  my  Mother  with  my  hare  to  her, 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled.    Write  to  the  King 
That  which  I  darft  not  ipeak.    His  prefent  Gift. 
Shall  furnifli  me  to  thofe  Italian  Fields 
Where  noble  Fellows  ftrike*     War  is  so  ftrife 
To  the  dark  Houfe,  and  the  deufted  Wife. 

Par.  Will  this  Capricio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure? 

Ber.  Go  with  ms  to  my  Chamber,  and  advife  me. 
I'll  fend  her  ftraight  away:  To  morrow 
I'll  to  the  Wars,  (he  to  her  fingle  Sorrow. 

Par*  Why  thefc  Balls  bound,  there's  noifein  it.5Tishard 
A  young  Man  married,  is  a  Man  that's  marr'd: 
Therefore  away»  and  leave  her  bravely;  go, 
The  King  has  done  you  wrong:  but  hu(h,  'tis  fo.     [Extm. 
Enter  Helena  and  Clown. 

ttel.  My  Mother  greets. me  kindly,  is  (he  well  / 

Clo.  She  is  not  well,  but  yet  (he has  her  Health;  flit's  very 
merry,  but  yet  (he  is  noc  well :  But  thanks  be  given  (he's 
very  well,  and  want's  nothing  i'ch'  World;  but  yet  (he  il 
Dot  well, 

Hel.  If  (he  be  very  well,  what  does  fhe  ail,  that  fte'l 
not  very  well? 

Qo.  Truly  (he's  very  well,  indeed,  but  fot  two  things. r 

Hel.  What  two  things? 

Clo.  One,  that  (he  is  not  in  Heav'n,  whither  God  fern 
her  quickly;  the  other,  that  ihe's  in  Eaith,  from  whence 
God  fend  her  quickly. 

\  Enter  Parolles. 

Par.  Blefs  you,  my  fortunate  Lady. 

HeU  I  hope,  Sir,  I  have  your  good  will  to  have  mi* 
own  good  Fortune. 

%  Pa* 
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Par.  You  had  my  Prayers  to  lead  them  on,  and  to  keep 
them  on,  have  them  ftill.  O  my  Knave,  how  does  my  old 
Lady? 

Clo.  So  that  you  had  her  Wrinkles  and  I  her  Mony, 
I  would  (he  did  as  you  fa  id. 

Par.  Why  I  fay  nothing. 

Clo.  Marry  you  are  the  wifcr  Man;  for  many  a  Man's 
Tongue  (hakes  out  his  Matter's  undoing :  To  fay  nothing, 
to  do  nothing,  to  know  nothing,  and  to  have  nothing,  is  to 
be  a  great  part  of  your  Title,  which  is  within  a  very  little 
of  nothing. 

Par^  Away,  thou'rt  a  Knave. 

Clo.  You  fhould  have  faid,  Sir,  before  a  Knave,  th'art  a 
Knave,  that's  before  me  th'art  a  Knave :  Thi$  had  been 
truth,  Sir.  * 

Par.  Go  to,  thou  art  a  witty  Fool,  I  have  found  thee. 

Clo.  Did  you  find  me  in  your  fetf,  Sir?  or  were  you 
taught  to  find  me?  The  fearch,  Sir,  was  profitable,  and 
niuch  Fool  may  you  find  in  you,  even  to  the  World's  Plea- 
fure, and  encreafe  of  Laughter.    . 

Par.  A  good  Knave  i'faith  and  Well  fed. 
Madam,  my  Lord  will  go  away  to  Night,  * 
A  vpr'y  ferious  Bufinefs  calls  on  him. 
The  great  Prerogative  and  Rite,  of  Love, 
Which  as  your  due  Time  claims,  he' does  acknowledge, 
But  puts  it  off  by  a  compelled  reftfaint: 
Whofe  want,  arid  whofe  delay,  is  ftrew'd  with  Sweets 
Which  they  diftil  now  in  the  curbed  time, 
To  make  the  coming  hour  o'erflow  with  joy, 
And  Pleafure  drown  the  brim. 
Hel  What's  his  will  elfe.? 

Par.  That  you  will  take  your  inftant  leave  o'th'  King, 
And  make  this  hafte  as  your  own  good  proceeding, 
Strengthned  with  what  Apology  you  think 
May  make  it  probable  need.    ■  * 
HeU  What  more  commands  he? 
Par.  That  having  this  obtain'd,  youprefently 
Attend  his  further  pleafure.  • 

;      HeU  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  will. "' 

Par.  I  (hall  report  it  fo.  [Exi*  Par* 

ffel.  I  pray  you  come,  Sirrah.  '  •  lEi*K* 
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fytcr  L&u  and  Bertram. 

Laf.  But  I  hope  your  Lfcrdfhip  thinks  not  him  a  Sol- 
dier. . 

Ber.  Yes,  my  Lord,  and  of  Very  valiant  approof. 

Laf.  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance. 

Ber.  4nd  by  other  warrantable  Teftiraony. 

Laf.  Then  my  Dial  goes  not  true,  I  took  thfc  Lark  for 
a  Bunting. 

\Bcr  •  I  do  aflure  you,  my  Lord,  he  is  very  great  in  Know- 
ledge, and  accordingly  Valiant, 

Laf.  I  have  then  finned  againft  his  Experience,  and  tfanf- 
grefs'd  againft  his  Valour,  and  my  State  that  way  is  dange- 
rous, fincc  I  cannot  find  in  my  Heart  to  repent:  Here 
he  comes,  I  pray  you  make  us  triends,  I  will  purfue  the 

Amity, 

Enter  Parolles. 
Par.  Thefe  things  (hall  be  done,  Sir. 
.  Laf.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  who's  his  Taylor  ? 
Par.  Sir  /  -  , 

Laf.  O  I  know  him  welH  I>  Sir,  he  Sir's  a  good  Work- 
man, a  very  good  Taylor. 

Ber.  Is  (he  gone  to  the  King?  \4fidi  f  Parollcs. 

far.  She  is. 

Ber.  Will  (he  away  to  night? 
Par,  As  you'll  have  her. 

Ber.  I  have  writ  my  Letters,  casketed  my  Treafure, 
Given  order  for  our  Horfe,  and  to  Night, 

When  I  (hould  take  Poffeflion  of  the  Bride -* 

And  e'er  1  do  begin 

Laf.  A  good  Traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter  end  erf 
a  Dinner,  but  if  on  that  he  lyes  three  thirds,andufesaknowo 
Tr  th  to  pafs  a  thoufand  Nothings  with,  he  (hould  be  onct 
heard,  and  thrice  beaten — — Godfive  you  Captain. 

Ber.  Is  thure  any  Unkindnefs  between  my  Lord  and  you, 
Monfieur? 

Par.  I  know  not  how  I  have  deferved  to  run  into  my 
Lord's  Difpleafure. 

Laf.  You  have  made  fcift  to  run  into't,  Boots  and  Spurs 
and  a4l,  like  him  that  leaps  into  theCuf^ard  j  and  out  of  it 
you'li^n  again,  rather  than  fuffer  Queftioi  for  your  Re- 
sidence. »  l  l   '  :     '  ■ 

>    >  Bit. 
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•  Mer*  It  may  be  you  have  miftaken  his>,  my  Lord. 

Laf.  And  (hall  do  fo  for  ever,  tho'  I  took  him  at's  Prayers#  ^ 
Fare  you  well,  my  Lord,  and  bejieve  this  of  me,  there  can* 
be  no  Kernel  in  this  light  Nut :  The  Soul  of  this  Mam  is  his 
Clothes.  Truft  him  not  in  matter  of  heavy  Coafeqtrenc e : 
I  have  kept  of  them  tame*  and  know  their  Natutes.  Fare- 
wel,  Monfieur,  1  have  fpoken  better  of  you,  than  you 
hive  or  will  deferve  at  my  Hands,  but  we  mtift  do  good 
againft  evil,  [£*//. 

far.  An  idle  Lord,  I  fwear. 

Ber.  I  think  fo. 

Par.  Why  do  you  not  know  htm  ?  L 

Ber.  Yes*  I  do  know  htm  well,  and  common  Speech 
Gives  him  a  worthy  pafs.  Here  coibes  my  Clog, 

Enter  Helena*  '* 

HeL  I  have,  Sir,  as  I  was  commanded  from  you, 
Spoke  with  the  King,  and  have  procured  his  leave 
For  prefent  parting,  only  he  defires 
Some  private  Speech  with  you. 

Ber.  I  fhall  obey  his  will. 
You  muft  iftot  marvel,  Heten,  at  my  Coitrfe, 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time,  nor  does. 
The  Miniftration,  and  required  Office 
On  my  particular.     Prspar'd  I  was  not 
For  fuch  a  feufinefs;  and  therefore  am  I  found 
S^  much  unfetled:  This  drives  me  to  intreat  you, 
That  prefently  you  take  your  way  for  home, 
And  rather  mure  than  ask  why  I  intreat  yon, 
For  my  Refpe&s  are  better  than  they  feem, 
And  my  Appointments  have  in  them  a  need 
Greater  than  ihews  it  fclf  at  the  firft  view, 
To  you  that  know  them  nor.    This  to  my  MotKer, 

{Giving  a  Letter. 
*TWiU  be  two  days  e'er  I  (hall  fee  you,  fo 
I  leave  you  to  your  Wifdom. 
HeL  Sir,  I  can  nothing. fay, 
But  that  I  am  your  moil  obedient  Servant. 
Ber.  Come,  no  more  of  that. 
HeL  And  ever  (hall 
With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eke  out  that 
Wherein  toward  me  my  homely  Stars  have  fol'd 
To  equal  my  great  Fortune.  X  4.  Ber* 
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Ber.  Let  that  go:  my  hafte  is  very  great.  Farewel:Hi» 
home. 

Bel.  Pray,  Sir,  your  pardon, 

Ber.  Well,  what  would  you  fay? 

Hel.  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  Wealth  I  owe, 
Nor  dare  I  fay  'tis  mine:  And  yet  it  is, 
But,  like  a  timorous  Thief,  moft  fain  would  (leal 
What  Law  does  vouch  mine  own, 

Ber.  What  would  you  have  i 

Hel.  Something,  and  (fcarce  fo   much— -Nothing  in- 
deed  1  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would*  my  Lord- 

'Faith  yes Strangers  and  Foes  do  funder,  and  not  kifs. 

Ber.  I  pray  you  ftay  not,  but  in  hafte  to  Horfe. 

Hel.  I  (hall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my  Lord  : 
Where  are  my  other  Men  /  Monfieur,  farewel.  [Exit. 

Ber.  Go  thou  coward  home,  where  I  .will  never  come. 
Whilft  I  can  (hake  my  Sword,  or  hear  the  Drum : 
Away>  and  for  our  flight. 

Far.  Bravely,  Couragio.  [Exemnt. 


ACT   III.    SCENEI. 

JFlourifb.      Enter  the  Dukf  of  Florence,  two  French  Lords , 

with  Soldiers. 

5^.CO  that  from  point  to  point*  now  have  you  heard 

i3  The  fundamental  Reafonsof  this  War, 
Whofe  great  decifion  hath  much  Blood  let  forth, 
And  more  thirds  after. 

i  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  Quarrel 
Upon  your  Grace's  part  ;  black  and  fearful 
.  On  the  Oppofer. 

Duke.  Therefore  we  marvel  much,  our  Coufin  Er*nct% 
Would,  in  fo  juft  a  Bufinefs,  (hut  his  Bofom, 
Againft  our  borrowing  Prayers. 

2  Lord.  Good  my  Lord, 
The  reafons  of  our  State  we  cannot  yie|d, 
But  like  a  common  and  an  outward  Man, 
That  the  great  Figure   of  a  Council  frames, 
By  feif-ijiuble  xnotior,  therefore  dare  not  * 
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gay  what  I  think  of  it,  fince  I  have  found 
My  felf  in  my  inccrtain  grounds  to  fail 
As  oft^n  as  I  gueft. 
Dnkc*  Be  it  his  pleafure. 

2  Lord.  But  I  am  fare  the  younger  of  our  Nation, 
That  furfeit  on  their  eafe,  will  day  by  day 
Come  here  for  Phyfick. 

Duke.  Welcome  ftiall  they  be: 
And  all  the  Honours  that  can  fly  from  u$, 
Shall  on  them  fettle*  You  know  your  places  wel^ 
When  better  fall,  for  your  avails  they  fell, 
To  morrow  to  the  Field.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Countefs  and  Clown, 
Count.  It  hath  happened  as  I  would  have  had  it,  fave  that 
he  comes  not  along  with  her. 

Qo.  By  my  troth,  I  take  my  young  Lord  to  be  a  very 
melancholy  Man. 

Count.  By  what  obfervance,  I  pray  you  i 
Clo*  Why  he  will  look  upon  his  Boot,  and  fing ;  mend 
his  Ruff,  and  fing  ;  ask  Queftions,  and  fingj  pick  his  Teeth 
and  fing:  I  knew  a  Man  that  had  his  Trick  of  Melancholy, 
fold  a  goodly  Manor  for  a  Song. 

Count.  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  when  he  means  to 
come. 

Go.  I  have  no  mind  to  Isbtl  fince  I  Was  at  Court.  Our 
old  Lind,  and  our  /riffs  o'th'  Country,  are  nothing  like 
your  old  Ling,  and  your  libel's  o'th*  Court :  The  Brains  of 
my  C*pi<P$  knock'd  out,  and  I  begin  to  love,  as  an  old  Man 
loves  Mony,  with  no  Stomach. 
Count.  What  have  we  here  / 
Go;  In  that  you  have  there.  [Exit. 

A  Letter. 

I  have  fent  you  a  Daughter*in-Law  :  She  hath  recovered 
the  King,  and  undone  me.  I  have  wedded  her,  Not  bedded  . 
her,  and /worn  to  make  the  Not  eternal.  Tou  Jball  hear  1 am 
runaway;  kpow  it  before  the  Report  come*  if  there  be  breadth 
enough  tn  the  World)  I  will  hold  a  long  diftance.  Aij  Duty 
to  you. 

K    '  ,  Your  unfortunate  Son, 

Bertram* 
n        This 
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This  is  not  well,  raflt  arid  unbridled  Boy, 
To  fly  the  Favours  of  fo  good  a  King; 
To  plubk  his  Indignation  on  thy  Head* 
By  the  mifprifing  of  a  Maid,  too  virtuous 
For  the  ConfeifipC  of  Empire. 

Enter  CUrwn. 
Qo.  O  Madam,  yonder  is  heavy  News  within  between 
two  Soldiers  and  my  yofiftg  Lady, 
Count.  What  is  the  matter? 

Cto.  Nay,  thttt  is  fame  comfort  m  the  News,  fomc  com* 
fort,  your  Son  wiH  not  be  kfll'd  fo  foon  as  I  thought  be 
would* 

Count. .  Why  fltduld  he  be  MUM  ? 
CU.  So  fay  I,  Madam,  if  he  run  away,  as  I  heir  he 
does,  the  danger  is  in  ftanding  tb't;  that's  the  lofs  of  Men, 
though  it  be  the  getting  of  Children.  Here  they  cdme 
will  tell  you  more.  For  my  parr,  I  only  hear  your  Son 
was  run  away. 

Enter  Helena  and  two  Gentlemin. 
i  Qeh.  Sate  you,  good  Madam. 
tfcL  Madam,  ihy  Lord  is  gone,  for  ever  gone, 
z  Gen.  Do  not  lay  fo. 

C#*#.  Think  upon  Patience  :  'Pray  you,  Gentlemen, 
I  have  felt  fb  many  quirks  of  Joy  and  Grief, 
That  the  firft  faibe  of  neithef  on  the  ftart 
Can  Womari  me  unto'r.    Where  is  my  Son,  I  pray  yoa? 
z  Gen,  Madam,  he's  gone  to  fcrve  the  Duke  of  Florence 
We  met  him  thitherward,  from  thence  we  came; 
Andj  after  fome  difpatch  in  hand  at  Court, 
Thither  we  bind  again. 

Bel.  Look  on  this  Letter,  Madam,  here's  my  Pafporf. 

When  thou  canfi  get  the  Ring  upon  my  Finger ',  which  n  *ver 
\  pall  come  off,  and  Jhew  me  a  Child  begotten  of  thy  Body  that 
I  am.  father  to>  then  call  me  Husband;  But  inJkcha[Then] 
I  write  a  [Never.] 

This  is  a  dreadful  Sentence. 

Count.  Brought  you  this  Letter,  Gentlemen? 

t  Gen.  Ay,  Madam,  and,  for  the  Contents  fake,  are  forty 
for  our  Pains. 

QUMtn 
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Count.  1  prethee,  Lady,  have  a  better  Cheer, 
If  thou  engroffeft  all  the  Griefs  as  thine* 
Thou  robb'ft  me  of  a  Moiety :  He  waS  my  Son, 
But  I  do  wafli  his  Name  out  cf  my  Blood, 
And  thou  art  all  my  Child.  Towards  Florence  is  he? 
2  Gen*  Ay,  Madam. 
Count.  And  to  be  a  Soldier  I  % 

2  Gen.  Such  is  his   noble  purpofe,  and  believe* t 
The  Duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  Honour 
4THat  good  convenience  claims. 
Count.  Return  you  thither  / 

1  Gen.  Ay,  Madam,  with  the  fwifteft  Wing  of  Speed. 
HeU  'Till  I  have  no  fPife,  I  have  nothing  in   France. 
•Tis  bitter.  [Rcadin&i 

Count.  Find  you  that  there  ? 
HA.  Yes,  Madam, 

1  Gen.  'Tis  but  the  boldne(s  of  his  hand  happily,  which 
his  Heart  was  not  conferring  to. 

Count.  Nothing  in  France  until  he  have  ho  Wife  .• 
There's  nothing  here  that  is  too  good  for  him 
But  only  /he,  and  (he  deferves  a  Lord, 
JTbat  twenty  fuch  rude  Boys  might  tend  upon, 
And  call  her  hdurly  Miftrefs.     Who  was  with  him  t 

1  Gen.  A  Servant  only,  and  a  Gentleitian  which  I  have 
fometimes  known. 

Count.  Parolles,  was  it  not? 
1  Gen.  Ay,  my  good  Lady,  he. 
Count.  A  very  tainted  Fellow,  and  full  of  Wickedncfs, 
My  Son  corrupts  a  well  derived  Nature 
With  his  inducement. 

1  Gen.  Indeed,  good  Lady,  che  Fellow  has  a  deal  of  that, 
too  much,  which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

Count.  Y'are  welcome,  Gentlemen,  I  will  intreat  yoi'f* 
when  you  fee  my  Son,  to  tell  him  that  his  Soul  can  nevctf 
win  the  Honour  that  he  lofes :  More  Til  intreat  you  writ* 
ten  to  bear  along. 

2  Gen.  We  ferve  you,  Madam,  in  that,  and  all  your  wor- 
thieft  Affairs.  % 

Count.  Not  fo,  But  as  we  change  our  Courtcfies, 
Will  you  draw  near  f  [Exit  Count,  and  Gentlemen. 
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Hel.  *TM,I  have  no  Wifc%  I  have  nothing  in  France. 
Nothing  in  France  until  he  has  no  Wife ! 
Thou  (halt  have  none,  RoffiUon,  none  in  France, 
Then  haft  thou  all  ag^in.     Poor  Lord  /  is't  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  Country,  and  expofe 
Thofe  tender  Limbs  of  thine,  to  the  event 
Of  the  none  fparing  War  ?  And  is  it  I, 
That  drives  thee  from  the  fportive  Court,  where  thou 
Waft  (hot  at  with  fair  Eyes,  to  be  the  mark 
Of  fmoaky  Mufquets?  O  you  leaden  Meffengers, 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  fp^ed  of  Fire,  ■ 

Fly  withfalfe  aim,  move  the  ftill  piercing  Air  j 

That  flings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  Lord: 
Whoever  ftioots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there. 

Whoever  charges  on  his  forward  Breaft,  t  i 

I  am  the  CaitiflF  that  do  hold  him  to  it, 

And  tho*  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufe  * 

His  freith  was  fo  efFe&ed.  Better  'twere, 
I  met  the  raving  Lion  when  he  roar'd 
With  ftiarp  conftraint  pf  Hunger:  Better  'twere 
That  all  the  Miferies  which  hjiture  owes 
Were  mine  at  once.     No,  come  thou  home,  Ro§lio^ 
Whence  Honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  Scar, 
As  oft  it  lofes  all.     I  will  be  gone: 
My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence, 
Shall  I  ftay  h  re  to  do't  ?  No,  no,  although 
The  Air  of  Paradife  did  fan  the  Houfe 
And  Angels  offie'd  all;  I  will  he  gone, 
That  pitiful  Rumour  may  report  my  flight 
To  confolate  thins  Ear.     Come  Night  and  Day, 
For  with  the  Dark,  poor  Thief,  111  fteal  away.  [Exit. 

Flottrifi.     Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Bertram,  Drum  an4 
Trumpets,  Soldiers,  Parolles. 

Dnke.  The  General  of  our  Horfe  thou  art,  and  we 
Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  beftLovo.and  Credence 
Upon  thy  promifing  Fortune. 

Ber.  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy  "for  my  Strength,  but 
We'll  ftrive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fakef 
To  th'extream  edge  of  luzard. 

D*kf. 
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Duke.  Then  go  thou  forth, 
And  Fortune  play  upon  thy  profperous  Helm, 
As  thy  aufpicious  Miftrefs. 

Ber.  This  very  day, 
Great  Mars,  I  put  my  felf  into  thy  File, 
Make  me  but  like  my  Thoughts,  and  I  (hall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  Drum ;  hater  of  Love.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Connie fs  and  Steward. 

Count.  Alas!  and  would  you  take  the  Letter  of  her  ? 
Might  you  not  know  (he  would  do,  as  (he  has  done, 
By  fending  me  a  Letter.     Read  it  again, 

LETTER. 

/  am  St.  Jaques  Pilgrim,  thither  gone  $ 

Ambitions  Love  hath  fo  in  me  offended, 
That  bare-foot  plod  I  the  cold  Ground  upon. 

With  fainted  few  my  Faults  to  have  amended. 
Write,  write,  that  from  the  bloody  courfe  of  War t 

My  dear  eft  Mafier,  jour  dear  Son,  may  hie  ; 
Blefs  him  at  home  in  Peace,  whilft  I  from  far  % 

His  Name  with  zealous  Fervour  Janttifie. 
If  is  taken  Labours  bid1  him  me  forgive ; 

I  his  defpightful  Juno  font  him  forth 
From  county  Friends,  with  camping  Foes  to  Hve, 

Where  Death  and  Danger  dog  the  Heels  of  Worth. 
He  is  too  good  and  fair  for  Death  and  me, 
Whom  I  my  felf  embrace,  to  fet  him  free. 

Ah  what  (harp  Stings  are  in  her  mildeft  words  / 
Rjnaldo,  you  did  never  lack  advice  (0  much, 
As  letting  her  pafs  fo  j  had  I  (poke  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents, 
Which  thus"  (he  hath  prevented. 

Stew.  Pardon  me,  Madam, 
If  I  had  given  you  this  over  night, 
She  might  have  been  o'er  ta*cn;  and  yet  (he  writes 
Pqrfuit  would  be  but  vain. 

Count.  What  Angel  (hall 
Blefs  this  unworthy  Husband?  He  cannot  thrive, 
Unlefs  htr  Prayers,  whom  Heav'n  delights  to  hear, 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  from  the  Wrath 
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Of  greateft  Juftice.    Write,  write,  Ryn$ldo, 
To  this  unworthy  $  u$bafld  o£hU  W W> 
Let  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth, 
That  he  does  weigh  too  light:  My  ereatcft  Grie& 
Tho'  little  he  do  fed  it,  let  down  (harply, 
Difpatch  jthe  mod  convenient  JViefTeeger*, 
When  haply  he  does  hear  that  ftie  is  gone, 
He  will  return,  ai?dhope  I  npav  that  {he* 
Hearing  fy  qmcb,   y\\\  fpeed  her  fqot  *gain, 
Led  hither  by  pijre  Love.     Which  of  them  both 
Is  deareft  to  me,  I  have  no  $kill  in  Seofc 
To  make  diftindion ;  Provide  this  Meflenger; 
My  Heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  Age  is  weak* 
Grief  would  have  Tears,  *nd  Sorrow  bi4s  me  fpeaju 

[Excunu 
4  Ticket  aftr  of. 
Entir  a?  old  Wifaiv  of  Florence,  X)i%n*,  Violenja,  and 

Muiaii^  q>ith  Qtiitr  Citizens 
Wid.  N^yfoine, 
For  if  they  do  approach  the  City, 
We  (hall  lofeatl  the  fight. 

Dia.  They  fay,  the  Frtncb  Count  ljas  done 
Moft  honourable  Service. 

Wid.  Itjsrepprje^, 
That  he  fos  ta'en  their  greateft  Compaander, 
And  that  with  his  own  Hand  be  flew 
The  Duke's  Brother*    We  have  loft  oijr  labour, 
They  are  gone  a  contrary  way :  Hark, 
You  may  kno.w  by  their  Trumpets. 

Mar.  Come  let's  return  again. 
And  fuffice  our  felves  with  the  Report  of  it.        t 
Well,  Diana,  take  heed  of  this  French  Earl, 
The  Honour  of  a  Maid  is  in  her  Name, 
And  no  Legacy  is  fb  rich 
As  Honefty. 

Wid*  I  have  told  my  Neighbour 
How  you  have  been  follicited  by  a  Gentleman 
His  Companion. 

Mar.  1  knoy  tliat  Knawe,  hang  him,  one  ParplUs,  a  fil- 
thy Officer  he  is  in  tbofe  Suggeftipns  for  the  young  Earl; 
beware    of   them,    Diana;   their   Promifes,    Enticements 

Oaths, 
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Oath?,  and  Tokens,  and  all  the  Engines  of  Luft,  are  not 
the  things  they  go  under;  many  a  M*id  hath  been  feduced 
by  them,  and  the  Mifeiy  is  Example,  thatfc  fttcjblt  (hews 
in  the  wreck  of  Maiden-hood,  cannot  for  all  i&flt  dtffyade 
Succeffion,  but  that  they  are  limed  with  the  Twigs  that 
threatens  them.  I  hope  I  need  not  to  advife  ypu  fwtfctr, 
but  I  hope  your  own  Grace  will  keep  you  wh&e  3W*  «e* 
tho*  there  were  no  further  danger  known,  but  (heJMp&fy 
which  is  fo  loft. 

Did.  You  (hall  not  need  to  fear  me* 

Enter  Hekni-difguifed  Okfd  PUffim* 

•  Wid.  I  hope  fo;  look  here  cornel  a  Pilgrim  J  I  Jiqpw 

(he  will  lye  at  my  Houfe^  thither  they  lend  one  ftnptkqr; 

I'll  queftion  her;  God  fave  you  Pilgrim,  whither  .w  you 

bound.  * 

HeU  ToS.  Jacjucs  lc  grand. 
Where  do  the  Palmers  lodge,  I  do  hefetch  you/ 

Wid.  At  the  Sr.  Frances  here  be  fide  the  Ppr^ 

Hel.  Is  this  the  way  I  [4  M&fb  dfar  jffi. 

Wid.  Ay  marry  is*t.    Hark  you,  they  come  (hisjrfy: 
If  you  will  tarry,  holy  Pilgrim, 
But  'till  the  Troops  come  by, 
I  will  Condud  you  where  you  dull  be  lodg'd; 
The  rather,  for  I  think  I  know  your  Hoftefs 
As  ample  as  my  felf. 

Hel.  Is  it  your  felf. 

Wid.  If  you  (hall  pleafe  fo,  Pilgrim. 

Hel.  I  thank  you,  and  will  ftay  upon  your  kffu($. 

Wid.  You  came,  I  think,  from  ftdncei 

Hel.  I  did  fo. 

Wid.  Here  you  (hall  fee  a  Country-man  rof  ywrfc 
That  has  done  worthy  Service. 

Hel.  His  Name,  I  pray  you? 

Dia.  The  Count  ReffiUenx  Know  you  fuch  a  ope? 

HeU  But  by  the  Ear  that  hoars  moft  nobly  flf  him. 
His  Face  J  know  not* 
,  Did.  whatfoe'er  he  is, 
tie's  bravely  taken  he*e.    He  ftole  from  Ir&xu 
As  'tis  reported;  for  the  King  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking.    Think  you  it  i?  fo? 

HeU  Ay  furefy,  meet  the  Truth,  I  know  hi?   ^y« 
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Dia.  There  is  a  Gentleman  that  ferves  the  Count, 
Reports  but  courfely  of  her. 

Hel.  WhatTs  his  Name? 

Via.  Monficur  Parties. 

Hel.  Oh  I  believe  with  him, 
In  Argument  of  Praife.  or  to  the  Worth 
Of  the  great  Count  himfelf,  flic  is  too  mean 
To  have  her  Name  repeated;  all  her  deferring 
Is  a  referved  Honefty,  and  that 
I  have  not  heard  examin'd. 

Dia.  Alas,  poor  Lady  I 
*Tis  a  hard  Bondage  to  become  the  Wife 
Of  a  detefting  Lord.  ,   >    ^    • 

Wid.  Ah!  right  good  Creature!  wherefoe  er  Oie  is. 
Her  Heart  weighs  fadly ;  this  young  Maid  might  do  her 
A  fhre^d  turn,  if  (he  pleas'd. 

Hel.  How  do  you  mean/ 
May  be,  the  amorous  Count  follicites  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpofe. 

Wid.  He  does  indeed,  . 

And  brokes  with  all  that  can,  in  fuch  a  Suit, 
Corrupt  the  tender  Honour  of  a-Maid.- 
Bat  (he  is  arm'd  for  him,  and  keeps  her  Guard 

la  honefteft  Pefence. 

Drum  and  Colour i.  ^ 

Enter  Bertram,  Parolles,  Officers  and  Soldiers  Minding 

Mar.  The  Gods  forbid  elfe. 

Wid.  So,  now  they  come: 
That  is  Antonie,  the  Duke's  eldeft  Son, 
That  Efcdlus. 

HeU  Which  is  the  Frenchman  f 

Dia.  He,  . 

That  with  the  Plume,  'tis  a  moft  gallant  Fellow, 
I  would  he  lov'd  his  Wife:  If  he  were  honefter 
He  were  much  goodlier.  Is't  not  a  handfome  Gentleman  ? 

Hel.  I  like  him  well. 

Via.  'Tis  pity  he  is  not  honeft:  Yond's  that  fame  Knave 
That  leads  him  to  thefe  Places-,  were  I  his  Lady, 
I  would  poifon  that  vile  Rafc*I. 

HeU  Which  is  he?  ,      .  . 

Dia.  That  Jactan-apes  wifh  Scarfs.    Why  lshemelan- 

sMy * 
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« 

.     HeL  Perchance  he's  hurt  i'th'  Battel. 
...    Par.  U>&  pur  Drum!  Well. 

M*r.  He's ^  flirewdly  vex'd  at  fomething.    Look  he  his 
ipied  us.  #. 

WW.  Marry  hapgyou.  [Exeunt  Ber.  *W  Par.V^ 

Mar.  And  yemr  Courtefie,  for  a  Ring-carrier. 

Wid.  The  Troppispaft:  Come  Pilgrim,  I  will  bring 
You,  where  you  (hall  hoft:  Of  injoyn'd  Penitents 
There's  four  or  five,  to  great  St.  Jaques  bound, 
.Already  at  my  Houfe. 
•     HeL  I  humbly  thank  you: 
Pleale  it  this  Matron,  and  this  gentle  Maid 
To  eat  with  us  to  Night,  the  Charge  and  Thanking 
Shall  be  for  me;  and  to  requite  you  further. 
I  will  beftow  fome  Precepts  oh  this  Virgin, 
.Worchy  the  Note. 

,     Both.  We'll  take  your  offer  kindly.  '  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bertram  and  the  two  French  Lords. 

t  Ldi  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  put  him  to*t :  Let  him 
have  his  way* 

2  Ld.  If  your  Lordihip  find' him  notaHilding,  hold 
me  no  more  in  your  Refped. 

1  Ld.  On  my  Life,  my  Lord,  a  Bubble* 

Ber.  Do  you  think  I  am  fo  far 
Deceived  in  him  ? 

1  L<L  Believe  it,  my  Lord,  in  mine  own  direft  Know- 
ledge, without  any;  Malice,  but  to  fpe ak  of  him  as  my 
Kinfman;  he's  a  mod  notable  Coward,  an  infinite  and 
endlefs  Liar,  an  hourly  Promife-breaker,  the  Owner  of 
no  one  good  Quality  worthy  your  Lordfliip's  Entertain- 
ment. 

2  Ld.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him,  left  repofing  too  far  in 
his  Virtue,  which  he  hath  nor,  he  might  at  fome  great  and 
trufty  Bufinefs,  in  a  main  Danger,  fail  you. 

Ber.  I  would  I  knew  in  what  particular  A&ion  to  try 
him. 

2  Ld.  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetch  off  his  Drum ; 
which  you  hear  him  Co  confidently  undertake  to  do. 

1  Ld.  I,  with  a  Troop  of  Florentines,  will  fuddenly  Sur- 
prize him;  fuch  I  will  have  whom  lam  fure  he  knows  not 
from  the  Enemy :  We  will  bind  and  hood-wink  him  fo» 

Vol.  IL  Y  n     that 
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that  he  (hall  fappofe  no  other  but  that  htf  ft  carried  into 
the  Leagutr  of  ths  Advcrfaries,  wtien  we  bring  Mm  ft>  our 
own  Tents  ;  be  but  your  Lordfhip  prefeht  at  4us  £jumi« 
nation,  if  he  do  not  for  the  promife  of  his  Life,  arid  in  tire 
higheft  Corripulfion  of  bafe  Fear,  offer  to  bttray  yoU>  and 
deliver,  all  the  Ihtelltgeftce  in  his  power  igainft  ytitt,  and 
tlbt  with, the  divine  Forfeit  upon  hit  Soul  tpoft  Oath,  Hftvcr 
trull  my  judgmeht  in  arty  thing. 

z  Ld.  O,  for  the  love  of  Laughter,  let  hta  fetch  his 
Drum;  he  fays  he  has  a  Stratagem  fort;  when  jrburLOrd* 
(hip  fees  the  bottom  of  his  fticcefs  in*t,  4rtd  to  4rfcat  Metal 
this  Counterfeit  Lump  of  ours  will  be  belted,  if  you  givfe 
him  not  ^bto  2)r*«'s  EnrtrtatrtAent.  your  idcllntrtg  catinot 
be  removed.    Here  he  comes. 

Ehter  Paroller. 

iUO,  for  the  love  of  Laughter,  hinder  not  theffc 
hour  of  his  Defign,  let  hita  fttth  off  his  Drum*  in  any 
hand. 

Btr.  How  Aotf  Monfieurf  This  Dm*  ftidb  foreiy  in 
your  Difpoiitioru 

i£i  A  £bx  on*r,  let  it  go,  'tis  but  a  Drum. 

P*r.  But  a  Drum/  1st  but  &  Drum  ?  A  DruM  fd  loft! 
There  was  excellent  Command  I  to  charge  hitt  with  our 
Horfe  upon  our  own  Wmgs,  and  to  rend  oiit  6wft  Sol- 
diers.,? 

2  Ld.  That  was  not  to  be  Wimed  in  the  Cfanbtnd  of 
the  Service;  it  was  a  Difafter  of  War,  that  Cajkr  hinifelf 
could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  tbfcre  to  Com* 
Stand. 

Bet.  Well*,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  dttr  Succeft* 
Soipe  Dilhonour  we  had  in  the  lofs  of  that  Drum,  but  it 
is  not  to  be  recovered. 

Par.  It  might  have  been  recovered.* 

Bcr.  It  might,  but  it  is  not  now. 

Par.  It  is  to  be  recover^},  btft  that  the  Merit  of  Strvice 
is  feldom  attributed  to  the  true  exaft  Performer,  I  would 
have  that  Drum  or  anothtf^  or  hicjacet. 

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  Stomach  to't,  Moftfieur;  if 
you  think  your  Myfttfry  in  Stratagem  can  bring  this  In- 
ftrument  of  H>nour  again  into  his  native  Quarter,  be  nHg* 
nanimous  in  the  Enterprize  and  go  on,  I  will  grace  the  At* 
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empt  for  ^worthy  Exploit:  If  you  {freed  well  ih  it,  the 
Duke  flfeali  bothfpeakof  k*  and  extend  to  you  what  fur- 
ther becomes  his  ©reatnefs,  even  to  the  utmoft  Syllable  of 
yoar  Worthinefs. 

Par.  By  the  hand  of  a  Soldier,  I  will  undertake  it* 

Ber.  But  you  nftift  not  new  (kH«riw  fa  it*  .. 

Par.  Ill  about  it  this  Evening*  and  I  will  prefently  pta 
down  my  Dikfraaes,  ehcourage  toy  felf  in  ray  certainty, 
put  my  (dfiato  my  mor til  Preparation  *  and  by  Midnight 
look  to  hear  further  from  me. 

3iT>  May  I  be  hold  to  acquaint  his  Grac0.y6u.aie  gone 
about  it. 

Par.  I  know  ttot  *W  the  Stitcefr  wift  be,  my  Lord  J 
but  the  Attetrif>t  I  vow. 

Ber.  I  know  th'art  Valiant, 
And  to  the  poffibiltty  of  thy  Soldi  trlhip, 
Will  fubfcrtbb  for  the#,  FafetreL 

Par.  I  love  net  ioany  Word*.  [Exitl 

x  Li.  No  mow  than  aFkh  loves  Water.  Is  not  thi*\a 
ftrange  Fellow,  my  Lord,  that  fo  confidently  fteifts  to  un- 
dertake this  Bufinefs,  which  He  knows  is  not  to  be  ctane; 
Damns  himfelf  to  dot,  «*1  dared  better  be  darned  than  to 
do't. 

2  Ld.  You  do  not  kmw  him,  my  Lord,  as  we  do;  cer- 
tain it  is,  that  he  will  fteal  hitafdf  iato  a  Man's  Favour, 
and  for  a  Week  efcape  a  great  deal  of  dffcoveries,  but  when 
you  find  him  out,  you  have  him  ever  after* 

Ber.  Why  do  you  think  he  wiH  make  no  deed  at  aH  of 
this,  that  fo  ferioufly  he  does  addrefs  himfclf  untot 

z  Ld.  None  in  the  World,  but  return  with  an  Inven- 
tion, and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  probable  liesj  but 
we  have  almoft  imboft  him, you  (hall  fee  his  Fail  to  Night; 
for  indeed  be  is  not  for  your  Lordihip**  Refpe&. 

1  Ld.  We'll  make  you  fome  Sport  with  the  Fox  e'er 
we  Cafe  him.  He  was  firft  fmbak'd  by  the  old  Lord  Lafem ; 
when  f^is  DHgtitfe  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me  what  a  Sprit 
you  (hail  find  him,  whidi  you  (hall  fee  this  very  Night. 

%  Ld.  I  muft  go  and  loop  my  Twigs, 
He  (hell  be  caught 

Ber.  Your  Brother  he  (halt  g&  along  with  me; 

Yi  xLdi 
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2  Ld.  As*t  pleafe  yotlr  Ldrdfliip,  Pil  leave  you.  : 

B$r.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  Houfe,  and  (hew  you 
the  Lafs  I  (poke  of.  - 

i  Ctp.  But  you  fay  (he's  honeft. . 

Ber.  That's  all  the  fault :  1  fppke  with  her  but  once, 
And  found  her  wondtous  cold ;  butT  feat  to  her, 
By  this  fame  Coxcomb  that  we  have  i'tb'  wind, 
.Tokens  and  Letters,  which- ft e  did  refend  ; 
And  this  tsiatll  have  done  :*  She's  a  fair  Creature, 
Will  you  go  fee  her  J 
t".i  hd±* With  all  my  Heart,  my  Lord,  [Extunt. 

. : ,    *  >E*/*r  Helena  W  l&drw.   . 

HeL  If  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  flie^ 
T  know  not  how  I  (hall  allure  you  further, 
B  it  I  (hall  lofe  the  Grounds  I  work  upon. 

Wid.  Tho'  my  Eftate  be  fallen,  I  was  well  boil), 
Nothing  acquainted  wkhthcfe  Bufiue&s, 
^An<£  would  not  put  my  Reputation  now     • 
in  any  fhim*g  A6b 
„#*/... Nor  would  I  wift  you. 
Fir.ft  giyt.«e*rufK  the!  Count,  he  i>my  Husband, 
And  what  to  your  fworn  Counfel  I  have  fpoken, 
Js-fo  ftomvw^rd  to  Word  ,<andithen  you  cannot 
By  tte  $odd  aid  that  I  of  you  (hould  borrow, 
XtrJo/beftowtng  it./.,  i  ^  •      •  < 

Wid.  I  (hould  belieye  you, 
:F«  K^qu  fcatfe  (hew'd  me  that  which  well  approves 
Vare  great  in  Fortune, 

ml.  Take  this  Perfe* of  Qold, 
And  I* 'me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  far, 
.VVt}ith*I-  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again 
When  1  have  found £.  TheiCount  he  wooes  your  Daughter, 
Cay*:  down  hte  wanton  Siege  before  her  Beauty, 
;R*foivfes  to  cirry  her;  let  her  in  fine  confent, 
:As>e'Jl-»dirjeft  her  Jiqw  'tis  beft  to  bear  ir« 
lj<^w\t\m  importunate  Blood  will  naught  deny, 
That  (he*ll  demand  *  A. Ring  the  Count  docs  wear 
That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  IXoufe 
From  Son%to>  Sty),  (ome  four  or  five  Descents, 
A  \   :  /  '  Since 
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Since  the  firft  Father  wore  it.    This  Ring  he  hplds    . 
In  moft  rich  Choice:  Yet  in  his  idle  Fire,  t  //  . 

To  buy  his  Will,  it  would  not  feem  too  dear, 
Mowe'er  repented  after.  .    *m 

Wtd.  Now  I  {ee  the  Bottom  of  your  Purpofe» . 
HeL  Now  fee  it  lawful  then.  It  is  no  more,  .-  j    , 

But  that  your  Daughter,  e'^f  ihe  fecms  a*  won,   ' 
Dcfires  this  Ring',  appoint?  hia^  an  Encounter;, 
In  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  Time, 
Her  felfmoft  chaftlyabfeot:  After  this 
To  marry  her,  I'll  add  three  thoufand  Crowns  .     ,,.';...' 
To  what  is  paft  already.  : , '  ,x     .    ..t 

Wtd.  I  have  yielded:.  . _   \       -•  > 

Inftru&  my  Daughter  how  (he  (hall  perfever,  :  -  * 

That  Time  and  Place  with  this  Deceit  fblawfiij,  ;  .    * 

Mav  prove  coherent.  Every.  Night  he  com<$ 
With  Mufick  of  all  forts,  and  Songs  compos'd 
To  her  Unwpithinefs:.  It  nothing  (lands  us 
To  chide  him  from  our  Eeves,  for  he  perfifts,  , 

J^s  if  his  Life  Jay.on't. 

.  HeL  Why  then  to  Night 
Let  us  aflfay  our  Plot,  wh|ch  if  it  fpeed,  *     ^  . 
Is  wicked  Meaning  in  a  lawful  Dct  d  ;  ;• :  • 

And  fawful  Meaning  in  a  lawful  Aft,  .1.  u  • 

Where  both  not. Sir,  and  yet  a  fififul  Fad. 
But  let's  about  it.  ?    ',  [fixe**  fa 


ACI    IV.    S  C  E  NE:l^'i;:: 

Entirme  of  the  French  Lofdr,  with  five  if  fix  Soldiers  , 

tJ  '       !     m  Ambit  ft.  '    '*■    \  "• 

>;.,'-.*•  •*•  •  t  :  r.r      • 

Lord.  TJE  can  come  no,  other  way,  but  by  tftis  Hedge-* 
JlI  Corner;  when  yoli  fally*:upon  hina,  fpeak  ^hat 
terrible  Language  you  will,  though  you  underftantf  it'  not 
yourfelves,  no  matter;  foi we  rauft  not  ftemto  linderftand 
him,  unlefs  fotae  one  amongft  uy  whem  wis*  mufj  ',  produce 
for  *n  Interpreter.  *  '  "    •  "     "      lHi'J  ~i4   *   l    ' 

Y  3  SpU 
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SoU  Good  Captain,  let  me  beth*  Interpreter. 

Lord.  Art  not  acquainted  with  him  f  Knows  lie  sot  thy 
Voiced 

SoL  No,.  Sir,  I  warrant  you. 

Lord.  But  what  Linfie-woolfie  haft  thou  to  fpeak  to  us 
again  i 

Sol.  Ev*n  fuch  as  you  {peak  to  me.     * 

Lord.  He  muft  think  us  fome  Band  of  Strangers  i'tb*  Ad- 
yerfaries  Entertainment.  Now  he  hath  a  Smack  of  all  neigb* 
bouring  Languages;  therefore  we  muft  every  one  be  a  Man 
of  his  own  Fancy,  not  to  know  what  we  fpeak  one  to  mo- 
ther; fo  we  feem  to  know,  is  to  know  ftraightour  Purpofrt 
Chough's  languaf^,  gabble  enough,  and  good  chough.  As 
iw-youjnrerpmer,  you  muft  feem  very  Politick.  But  couch 
hoa,  here  he  comes,  to  beguile  two  Hours  in  a  Sleep,  and 
then  to  return  and  fweac  the  Lies  he  forges. 
Enter  Parolles. 

Par.  Ten  a  Clock;  wit hinthefe three  Hours  twill  be  time 
enough  to  go  home.  What  (hall  I  £y  I  have  done?  It  muft 
be  a  very  plaufive  Invention  that  carries  it.  They  begin  to 
fmoak  me,  and  Difgraces  have  of  late  knock'd  too  often  at  my 
Door;  I  find  my  Tongue  is  too  Fool-hardy,  hut  my  Heart 
hath  the  •Fear  of  Mars  before  it,  and  of  his  Creatures,  not 
daring  the  Reports  of  my  Tongue. 

Lord.  This  is  the  firft  that  e'er  thine  own  Tongue  was 
guilty  o£  '       \jAjidi. 

Par.  What  the  Devil  (hould  move  me  to  undertake  the, 
Recovery  of  this  Drum,  being  not  ignorant  of  the  Impofii- 
biliry,  and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  Purpofe?  I  muft  give 
my  felf  fome  hurt*,  and  fay  I  got  them  in  Exploit ;  yet  flight 
ones  will  not  carry  if.  They  will  fajr,  came  you  off  with  fo 
little?  And  great  ones  I  dare  net  give;  wherefore  yfot's 
the  I  n  fiance  f  longue,  I  muft  put  you  into  a  Butter- woman's 
MoutK,  and  buy  my  felf  another  of  BajajM's  Mules,  if  you 
prattle  me  wo  thefe  Peril*. 

Lord.  Is  it  poffible  he  fhould  know  what  he  if,  |nd  be 
that  he  is  f  t 

Par.  I  yvoiild  the  cutting  of  my  Garments  would  fove 
the  turn,  or  the  breaking  of  my  Spanijb  StfOfd. 

Lord.  We  cannot  aiford  you  fo. 
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Par.  Or  the  paring  of  my  Beard,  and  to  fiy  it  was  in 
Stratagem. 
•  Lerd*  'Twould  not  do. 

Par.  Or  to  drown  fliy  Cloaths,  and  fay  I  was  ftript. 

JLo*d.  Hardly  fcrve. 

Par.  Though  If  wore  Ileap'4  from  the  Window  of  the 
Ottadel. 

Lord.  How  deep  t 

Par.  Thirty  Father. 

Lord.  Three  great  Oaths  would  fcace  make  that  tor  be- 
lieved. 

Par.  I  would  I  had  any  Drum  of  the  Enemies,  I  would 
ftrear  I  recovered  it. 

Lord.  You  (hall  hear  one  anon. 

Par.  A  Drum  now  of  the  Enemies.       [Alarnm  within. 

Lord.  Tbroco  mo  von  fits  >  eargo,  cargo*  cargo. 

All.  Cargo,  cargo*  vittiando  far  cerbo^  cargo* 

Par.  O  Ranfbm,  Ranfom* 
Do  not  hide  mine  Eyes.    [Thej  fiize  him  and  Hindfotd  him. 

Inter.  Bassos  tkrmatdo  beskfit. 

Par.  I  blow  you  are  the  Mutkes  Regiment, 
And  I  (hall  lofe  my  Lift  for  want  of  Language* 
If  there  be  here  German  or  D*ney  low  Dutch* 
Italian*  or  French*  let  him  fpeak  to  me, 
I'll  difcover  that  which  (hall  undo  the  Florentine. 

Inter.  Basket  vanvado*  I  understand  thee,  and  can  4p:ak 
t|iy  Tongue  Kcrelybonto,  Sir,  betake  thee  to  thy  FaiA,  for 
feventeen  Poniards  are  at  thy  Bofom. 

Par.  Oh* 

Int.  Oh  pray,  pray,  pray, 
Mancha  ravancha  dnlche. 

Lord.  Ofctoribi  dnlchps  volivorce* 

Int.  The  General  is  content  to  fpare  thee  yet. 
And,  hood-wmkt  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 
To  gather  from  thee.    Haply  thou  may  "ft  inform 
Something  to  (aye  thy  Life. 

Par.  O  let  me  live, 
And  all  the  Secrets  of  our  Camp  111  (heir  \ 
Their  Force,  their  Purpofes  :  Nay,  J'lJ  fpeak  iha'V 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

fn$.  But  Wilt  thou  faithfully  f 
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**  Tar.  If  I  do  not,  damn  me. 

Int.  jtcordo  linta. 
Come  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace.  [Exit. 

[A  Jhort  Alarum  whhin. 

L*rd.  Go,  tell  the  Count  Roffillion  and  my  Brother, 
We  have  caught  the  Woodcock,  ami  willieep  himmqfled 
•Till  we  do  hear  from  them.  .  "1 

5#/.  Captain  I  will.  •     ' 

Lard.  He  will  betray  us  all  unto  our  fejves, 
Inform 'em  that. 

£•&  So  I  will,  Sir. 

Z*rJ(.  Till  then  I'll  keep  him  da*  <tf)df  ftfely  lockt. 

[Exenm^ 
Enter  Bertram  and  Diana. 

5<r.  They  told  me  that  your  Name  was  Foptibell. 

Via.  tyo,  my  good  Lord,  £#>**• 

**r.  Titled  Goddefs. 
And  worth  it  with  Addition;  but,  fair  Soul, 
In  your  fine  Frame,  hath  Love  no  Quality? 
If  the  quick  Fire  of  Youth  light  not  ypur  Mind, 
You  are  no  Maiden,  but  a  Monument: 
When  you  are  dead  you  (hall  be  fuch  a  one 
As  you  are  now,  for  you  are  cold  and  ftern j 
And  now  you  fhould  be  as  your  pother  was, 
^hen  your  fwcet  felf  was  got. 

Via.  She  then  was  honeft. 

Utr.  So  fhould  you  be. 

Via.  No. 
My  Mother  did  but  Duty,  fuch,  my  Lord, 
As  you  owe  to  your  Wife* 

Ber.  No  more  o'that .' 
J  prethee  do  not  ftrive  againft  my  Vows; 
I  wascomptlt'd  to  her,  but  I  love  thee 
By  Love's  own  fweet  Conftrainr,  and  will  for  ever 
Do  thee  all  Rights  of  Service,  ..:... 

Did.  Ay,  fo  you  fcrve  us  ,^. 

'Till  we  ferve  you :  But  when  you  have  pur  vjtofes,  • 
You  barely  leave  our  Thorn?  to  prick  our  kivfis. 
And  mo^Jus  with  our  par?ne($» 

$tr.  JIow  have  I  fwbfn  J 

•    \  >.   \  Did, 
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DU*  '1&  nbrctitf -ialrty  Oithi  that  fiiake  the  Truth*  i v*? 
But  the  plain  "#ngfe;iVfcw,  dutris  *vow?d  true ;  •    "  - 

WfeftcHrfltft  Hbly;  fb«  we  fwear  tot  by, 
But  takethdHJgh'ft^owitDtfsrThenpriy  you  ttfl  me, 
If  I  fhould  fwttf  by  jfavSs  great  Attribute, 
I  bv'd  you  dearly,  vuoald  you  believe  my  Oaths, 
When  I  did  love*  you*  ill  f  This  has  no  Riding 
To  fwear  by  'kxm.whftnr  I  pfoteft  to  love, 
That  I  will' ^orie  againft  Mm,  Therefore  your  Oaths     "* 
,Ar4  Words  afid  poor  Conditions,  but  unfeal'd,    ~>  -  — 
.Atleaft  in  my  Opinion.  ■'  ♦       :*■  " 

Ber,  Change  it, change  it:         •'*   >  •       '  *'         »  • 
Be  not  fo  hojy  Cruel. -Love  is- holy, 
And  nay  Integrity <WerJtnew  the  Crafts,  *  » 

That  you  dcr  charge  Men  with;  Stand  no  more  off,         ;- 
Bur  give  thy  fetf  unto  my  fick  Defires,  '  ^V 

Who  then  recovers.  Say  thou  art  mine,  and  ever  • 
My.  Love,  as  it  begins,  (hall  fo  perfever. 

Did.  I  fee  that  Men  make  Mopes  in  fuch  Affiirs,  , 
.Tint  we'll  forftke  oiir  feJvcs.    ©ive  me  that  Ring. 

Ber.  I'll  lend  it  thee,  my  Dear,  but  have  no  Power. 
To  give  it  from  me.  i 

JDj*.  Will  you  nott.  my  Lord 7    - 
.    'Bur.  It  is  an  Honour  'longing  toourHoufe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors, 
Which  where  the  greateft  Obloquy  fth*  World 
It  me  to  lofe. 

Dia.  Mine  Honour's  fuch  a  Ring,  0 

My  Chaftity's  the  Jewel  of  oufr  Houfe* 
.Bequeathed  dowft  from  many  Anceftors, 
.  Which  were  the  greateft  Obloquy  i'th*  World 
In  me  to  lofe.  Thus  your  own  proper  Wifdora    *  '  i 
Brings  in  the  Champion  Honour  on  my  Part, 
Againft  your  vain  Aflault. 

Ber.  Here*  take  my  Ring, 
vMy  Houfe,  tty  Honour,  yea,  my  Life  he  thine,  \ 

And  I'll  be  bid  6y  thee. 
Dish  When  Midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  Chamber 
Window  i 
-I!U  order  take,  my ;  Mother  (hail  not  hear,         '    -.  \ 
Now  willlxmrge  you  in  the  Band  of  Truth,  . 
;"»    -  When 
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Whcpy^u  hme  taoqsKtUaiy  ytt  Afeidtaxfted* 
Remain  thqrt  httUt  Ho**  hoi:  $ctfk  <$  *et 
My  Reafons  are  if  oft  Arcttg»  and  ytm  (Ml  know 
WJw^ktgaiftfJiii.Kjng  OiallbeiiiUii^i  *    : 

And  on  your  $ftg*v  -j|i  efar  Might,  TH  put 
Another  |U«ft  that»  *k*  in time  pMccpdt* 
May  token  |o. the  iofturr*:  Mir  pad  Dc<*K 
Adieu  'till  then,  then  fail  not?  Yow  have  <wofr 
A*  Wife  of -.m*  thoijjh  &ece  «y  Hap*  be  done  • 
Ber.  A  Hoa»'n  aniUr^  V*t  won  by  wcmngthte*  [B& 
Dis.  For  which,  live  long  tothaok  both  Htav'n  oadmc. 
You  may  fo  in  tbe  end. 
My  Mother  told  me^fthow  he  would  w*p^ 
As  if  fte  fate  ln'$  H*ait»  She  fijm,  all  Men 
Have  th« itikfi  Qsnhs  i  H*  hod  hum  to  »ar*y  me 
When  his  Wife's  4f»d  t  Tberefoi*  111  lyt  with  him 
When  I  aip byrfed;  Sine*  frenchmen *re,tf>  braid. 
Marry  that  will,  I'll  live  jmh)  die  a  Mfids 
poly  w  iWf  Diftuiff#  I  *hifik't  no  $i% 
To  coufia  him  that  would  upju&ty  win.  [hut* 

Butcr  the  two  French  Lords,  tndtwo  or  three  SoUfars. 

I  Ld.  You  have  not  givwi  h?m  hia  Meatus  Letaart 

x  Ld.  I  bav*  dehwd  «  an  Hour  finee*  there  is  feme* 
thing  in't  that  flings  his  U  autre,  for  on  the  reading  rt^  he 
chang'd  almoft  into  another  Man, 

t  Ld.  He  has  much  worthy  Blame  laid  upon  him,  fer 
piking  off  Co  good  a  W&,  and  lb  fweet  a  I^ady. 

i  Ld.  Efpecially,  he  hath  incurred  the  everlafting  Qif- 
pleafure  of  tbe  Kiag9  who  hpd  ever  titrfd  .his  Bounty  to 
(ing  Happinefs  to  him.  I  will  tell  you  a  thing,  bat  you 
fliall  Jet  it  dwell  darkly  with  you. 

t  Ld.  When  yog  hare  fpe^en  it,  ?as  xfcad,  and  I  «■  the 
Grave  of  in. 

x  Li.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  gentlewoman  here  io 
Florence,  of  a  moil  chaft  ftejiovn,  and  this  Night  he  flefttf 
his  Will  in  the  Spoil  of  ber  Honour;  he  hath  given  her  his 
monufflt nt*i  Ri»g,  mi  thinks  himfeff  made  in  the  euachaft 
'Competition* 

,i  Ld.  Now  God  delay  our  fUbellfeo^aa  we  ere  oar 
felves,  what  things  are  w©  J  "       ; 
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2  Ld.  Meerly  our  own  Traitors ;  and  as  in  the  common 
Courfe  of  all  Treafon?,  we  ftjll  fee.  them  rei?e$l  tfieipffives, 
'till  they  attain  to  their  abhorred  Ends;  fo  he  that  in  this 
A&fon  contrives  againft  his  own  Nobility  in  his  proper 
Stream,  o'er-flows  himfelf. 

i  Ld,  1$  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us  to  be  the  Trum. 
peters  of  our  unlawful  Intents?  We  (ball  not  then  have  his 
Company  to  Night? 

z  Ld.  Not  'till  after  Midnight:  for  he  i%  di«ed  tp  his 
Hour. 

i  Ld.  That  approaches  apace :  I  would  gbdly  have  him 
fee  his  Company  snatomi^d,  that  he  might  take  a  Meafure 
of  his  own  Judgments,  wherein  fo  ferioufly  he  had  fet  hit 
Counterfeit. 

a  Ld.  We  will  hot  meddle  with  him 'till  he  come; 
For  bis  Pretence  muft  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 

i  Ld.  In  the  mean  time,  what  hear  you  of  thofe  Wars? 

i  Ld.  I  hear  there  is  an  Overture  of  Peace. 

i  Ld.  Nay,  I  aflwe  you  a  Peape  ir  concluded,    . 

*  Ld.  What  will  Count  Rojfilliw  do  then?  WU1  heJravei 
higher,  or  return  again  into  France  t 

i  Ld.  I  percciye  by  this  Pemaflcl*  you  are  not  altogether 
of  bis  Couc&J, 

z  LdP  hit  it  be  forbid>  Sir,  fo  (houjd  I  be  a  great  deal  of 
this  A&# 

i  Ld.  Sir,  bis  Wife  fbjne  two  Months  fince  fled  from 
his  Houfe,  her  Pretence  is  a  Pilgrimage  to  St.  Jawu  U 
grand  \  which  holy  Undertaking  with  a  moftauftere  Sar&k 
moey,  (he  accompHJh'd  ;  and  there  /e/iding,  the  Tendernefs 
of  hef  Nature  became  as  a  Prey  to  her  Grjef ;  in  fine,  made 
a  Groan  of  her  laft  Breath,  and  now  ihe  fings  in  Heav'a. 

%  Ld.  How  is  this  juftified/ 

i  Ld>  The  ftronger  Part  of  it  by  her  own  Letters*  wbicfc 
makes  her  Story  tryei  even  to  the  Point  of  her  Death ;  her 
Death  it  felf,  which  could  not  be  her- Office  to  fay,  is  come, 
VaS  faithfully  confirmed  by  the  Refior  of  the  Place. 

2  f*L  Hath  the  Count  all  this  Intelligence? 

x  Ld.  Ay,  and  the  particular  Confirmations,  pojpt  from 
poiftt,  to  the  full  arming  of  th$  Verity. 

»  Ld.  I  am  burtUy  forry  (hat  he'li  be  glad  of  this. 

\    •  H  *     '  i  Ld* 
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,  i  Ld.  How  mightily  fometimes  we  make  us  Comforts. of 
our  Loffes- 

\  %Ld.  And  how  mightily  feme  other  times  we  drown 
our  Gain  in  Tears,  the  great  Dignity  that  this  Valour  hath 
here  requir'd  from  him,  ftiaJl  at  home  be  encountred  with 
a  Shame  as  ample.    . 

i  Ld.  The  Web  of  our  Life  is  of  a  mingled  Yarn,  good 
and  ill  together:  Our  Virtues  would  be  proud,  if  out  Fau  ts 
whipt  them  nor,  and  our  Crimes  would  defpair  if  they  were 
not  cherifli'd  by  our  Virtues. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
JIow  now?  where'syour  Mafter? 

„Ser.  He  met  the  Duke  in  the  Street,  Sir,  of  whom 
£e  hath  taken  afolemn  Leave:  His  Ldrdfhip  will  nextM  ,r> 
ing  (qx  France.  The  Duke  hath  offered  him  Letters  of 
Commendations  to  the  King. 

,  i  Ld.  They  (hall  be  no  more  than  needful  there,  if  they 
were  more  than  they  can  commend. 
Enter  Bertram. 

i  Ld.  They  cannot  be  to  fweet  for  the  King's  Tart- 
ncfs :  Here's  his  Lordfliip  now.  How  now,  my  Lord,  i/c 
not  after  Midnight/ 

Ber.  I  have  to  Night  dilpateh'd  fixteen  Bufineffes,  a 
Months  length  a  Piece,  by  an  Abftrafi  of  Succefs;  t  have 
congied  with  the  Duke,  done  my  Adieu  with  his  nearefi ; 
buried  a  Wife,  mourn'd  for  her;  writ  to  my  Lady  Mother, 
I  am  returning;  entertained  my  Convoy,  and  between  thefe 
main  Parcels  of  difpatch,  effe&ed  many  nicer  Needs;  the 
laft  was  the  greateft,  but  that  I  have  not  ended  yet. 

v  i  Ld.  If  the  Bufincfs  be  of  any  'Difficulty,  and  this 
Morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafte  of  your  Lord-; 
fliip. 

Ber.  I  mean  the  Bufinefs  is  not  ended, '  ai  fearing  to  hear 
oF  it  hereafter.  But  fliall  we  have  this  Dialogue  between  the 
Fool  and  the  Soldier?  Come,  bring  forth  this  counterfeit 
Module;  'has  deceiv'dme,  like  a  double  meaning*  P.ophe- 
fi  r. 

2  Ld..  Bring  him  forth,  h'as  fate  in  the  Stocks  all  Njght, 
poor  gallant  Knave. 

"  Ber.  No  matter,  his  Hfeels  have  deferv'd  if,  in.  ufurpihg' 
hjs  Spurs  fo  long.     How  does  he  carry  hfmfelf?      •* 

i  Ld. 
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1  Ld.  1  have  told  your  Lordfhip  already :  The  Stocks 
jcarry  him.     But  to  afifwer  you  as   you  would  he  under- 

ftood,  he  weeps  like  a  Wench  that  had  filed  her  A^ilk, .  fat 
hath  confeft  himfelf  to  Morgan^  whom  he  fuppofes  to  be  a 
Friar,  from  the  time  of  his  very  Remembrance  to  this  Wry 
inftant  Difafter  of  his  letting  i'  th9  Stocks ;  and  what  think 
you  he  hath  confeft  ?     . 

Ber   Nothing  of  me,  has  a?     . 

2  Ld.  His  Confeffinis  taken*  and  it  fliall  be r&d  toJiis 
Face ;  if  your  Lordfhip  be  in'r,  as  I . believe  you  are,  you 
jnuft  have  the  Patience  to  hear  it.  ...  ?  -   .*... 

Enter  Parolles  with  his  .Interpreter.    v:Mi     . 

*  Ber.  A  Plague  upon  him,  muffled  i  he  can  lay  nothing 
of  me;  hufti.  "  •  I 

1  Ld.  Hoodman  comes:  Partotmareff*.  *;>  «•,  i 

.  Int.  He  calls  for  the  Tortures;  what,  will  you  fay  wirfr* 

•out  ,'im/  <    c.  ..  ,    / 

Par.  I  will  confefs  what  I  know,  without  conftraint; 

If  ye  pinch  me.  like  a  Pafty,  I*eaa  fay  no  more,  -  < 
Jflt,  Btifo  Chimurcho*  *;    • 

1  Li.  Eiblibindo  Chivtrmnrc*.  >  ,- '  . ;,  .  1 

/*>•  You  are  a  merciful  General:  t)ur  General  bidlyou 

anfjw'erto^rhatl  (hall  aslrypuoutof  a  Note.'    ".',.*    . 
.  *P4Tj>  And  truly,  as  I  hope  tp  live*  ^  • 

/#*.  Firft  demand  of  him,  how  many  Horfe  the  Duke  & 

fftr<*ng.  What  fa v  you  to  that? 

•  Par.  Five  or.ux  Thoufand,  .but  very  weak  and  uafervice- 
able;  the  Troops  ate  all  fc?tter'd,  and  the  Commanders  veep 
poor  Rogi^e%  upon  my  Reputation  and  Credit,  and  as  t 
.hope  to  live. 

Int.  Shall  I  fet  down  your  Anfwer  fo? 

Par.  Do,  I'll  take  the  Sacrament  on't,  how. and  which 
Way  you  will:  All's  one  to  mc.  •  .  . 

Ber.  What  a  paftrfaving  Slave  is  this? 

iJLd.  Y'are  deceiv'd,  my  Lord,  this  is  McnGeur/^Zkf, 
the  gallint  Mi  lit*  rift,  that  was  his  own  Phrafe,  that  had  the 
*?hole  Theory,  of  War  in  the  Knot. of  his  Scaif,  and  the 
Pr^ ice  in  the  .Chap  of  his  Dagger.  ;N-  . 

,  zL4  I  will  sever  truft  a  Man  again  for  keeping  his 
S>  o  <l  cl^an,  nor  believe  he  can  have  every  thing  in- him, 
by  .caring  his 'Apparel  neatly. 

.  Ink 
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I*f,  Well,  that's  Tet  dbifrn; 

Fan  Wvte  or  fix  thou&nd  Horfe  I  fold,  I  wilt  fcjr  tra< 
•#  thereabout*  fctddwrt,  for  I'll  fp«ak  trtith* 

t  X*&  Be'ttery  neat  the  truth  in  this* 

Jfcrw  Bm  I  con  him  n*  thanks  fof't  in  the  Naturt  be  dtf- 
fi vets  if. 

?4T.  Poor  Rogues.  I  pray  you  fay. 

i»*.  Well,  that's  Tet  do  wit. 

•  F*ri  Itidnbly  t^nk  you.  Sin  *  Truth's  a  Ttuth*  the 
ffcagmtaftf  mamlfati4  pooA 

Int.  Demand  of  him  of  whet  Strength  they  a«  g- Amic; 
What  fay  you  tor  that  ^ 

<W*  By  my  Troths  Sir,  if  t  wnt  to  live  tWs  prtfent 
Hour  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  fee,  Spurio  a  hundred  and 
fifty,  Scbafii**  €o  many*  Ctau»Attfe  many,  74^*#J  *>  ma- 
ay;  Outbid*,  G$fm$i  L#towttk^u\d  &rmU,  two  hundred 
each;  mine  own  Company,  Chitopbert  Faumond,  AriSte*  tWfc 
h  undrfcd  mid  fifty  each*  fo  that  the  Multifile,  rdttew5  and 
found,  upon  my  Life  amount*  not  to  fifteen  thotsfand  Pole, 
half  of  the  which  dare  not  (hake  the  Sno#  from  off  their 
Coffacks,  left  they  ftiake  thcivfehwi  to  Prton. 

B&.  M/hnr  ffiall  be  done  to  him  t 

i  Ld.  Nothtdg,  but  let  him  have  thanks.  Demtrkl  of 
him  my  Conditions,  and  what  Credit  I  have  with  the 
Dufa* 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  dowfc.  You  (halt  demand  of  hitt, 
wheehfer  tfae  Cepciiu  Dm*i*  be  f  th*  Camps  *  *V«tf***t»; 
whir  h*  Reputation  is  with  the  Duke,  witat  his  Valour, 
Hoadfty,  and  Eacpertnefrta  Wat1;  ot  whether  he  thinks  It 
were  not  poffible  with  well  weighing  Sums  of  Gold  la  coP» 
rupt  him  to  revolt.  Whit  Iky  you  to  thill  WW  d*  you 
too*"  of  it? 

P*r.  I  befeech  you  let  mt  anftvertd  theparticibrof  the 
Interrogatories.    Demand  theja  fingt^ 

A».  Dd  jroa  know  Captain  D*m*tr& 

iW,  f  kiio*rhim,  he  wm  a  Bfttchert  Pteflfcfce  in  Ptrli, 
frbne  whence  he  was  wbipt  for  gettkrg  the  Sheriff's  Poo 
with  Child,  dumb  Innoeeftfc  that  cttaM  ftofc  fey  him  nay. 

ftr.  Nay,  by  your  leave  bold  yaur  Hinds,  thtf  I  leftow 
bis  Brain*  are  forfeit  to  the  ©en*  Tile  that  {Alt* 

Int.  Well,  is  this  Captaifi  to  the   I>ake  of  /ferMr/s 
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P»i  Upan  my  Knowledge  be  i«r  «d  lowfic 
i  Ld.  Nay,  look  not  fo  Upon  me*  we  ftull  hear  of  yon 
LordaflOfH 
/*/.  What  is  his  Reputatloawith  the  Dufae  / 
Pap  The  Duke  know*  hn  for  po  other,  bat  a  pfoocpffi- 
cer  of  mine,  and  writ  to  lbe  the  other  Day  to  tumjhiwoift 
o'th'  Band.    1  think  I  have  his,  Letter  in  my  Pockea  . 
/**•  Marry  weSl  fearch. 

fW*  la  good  Sadaefs  I  do  not  know^  either  it  i*tl|eret 
or  k  is  upon  a  File  with  the  Duke's  other  Lftter%  in.  jfty 
.Tent,  .  .      /:  .    t     . 

/**.  Here  'tis,  here's  a  Paper,  fliall  I  read  it  to  jtouj 
P<*.  I  donotJcnow  if  it  be  it  o*  no*  . 
B&*  Our  Interpreter  do's  it  w4U.<  , ;  * 

1 2&  Excellently.  <  i 

/*/.  Dian,  *6t  Courts*  Fool,  and  ftUi  of  Gold* 
Par.  That  is  not  the  Duke's  Letter,  Sit;  that  is  en  Adve* 
eifemem  tot  proper  Maid  in  Flor4nccy  one;  Diana,  to  t£e 
bead  of  the  Allurement  of  one  Count  R^MUm^  a  footeth 
idle  Boyi  but  fof  all  that  very  ruttiftu  I,  play  y»u»  Sir, 
put  k  up  again.  ^  ,,..  .  ? 

/**♦  Nay,  I'll  read  it  firft,  by  your  &vo«v 
Air.  Mf  meaning  in^  I  proteft,,  was  wy  hwrflin  die 
behalf  of  the  Maid;  for  I  knew  the  young  Count  to  be  « 
dangerous  and  lafcivious  Boy,  who  is-a.  Whale  to  Vii$idit\i, 
land  devours  up  all  the  Fry  it  finds. ,  . 

Ber.  Damnable/  both  fides  Rogue.     .  ,  .  .. 

Inter.  Reads  the  Leum . 

When  he  [wears  Oathe,  bid  hfm  drop  GpU,  and  take  h. 

<4fter  be  /cores*  he  never  pays  the  Score  : 

ftdlfwon  is  Match  welt  made,  match  and  well  make  Itr 

Hb  ne  trf*js  after -Debts*  take  it  before. 

jtndfaj  a  Soldier  (D'w)  told  thee  this: 

Men  are  to  melt  with,  Brfs  are  not  to  \ifi9 

For  corn*  of  this*  theGomt'e  a  fool,  I  fyoivit, 

Who  pays  before*  bm  not  when  ho  does  owe  it. 

Thine,  as  he  vow'd  to  thee  in  thine  Ear,      . 

Pak6U.es* 

Ber. 
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8po         .  Alts 'well  that  Bmdr  well. 

Bit.  Hcihall  be  whlpt  through  the  Arby  with  this  Rime 

<rhfc~'Forehead.     "J  •    *  - 

z  Ld.  This  is  your  devoted  Friend,  Sir,   the  manifold 
Linguift,  and  the  Army-potent  Soldier* 
~  Vet.  Eeould  endure  any  thing  before,  but  a  Cat,    and 
fttfWbtttb'iiic.-  "••-•' 

Int.  I  perceive,  Sir,  fey  the  GefreraFs  Loots,  we  (hall  be 
fain  to  hang  you. 

S-1  Pir.'  MyXift,  6ir;  in  any  cafe;  not  that  I  am  afraid  to 
yte,nbu£  that  toy  Offehets  being  many,  I  would  repepr  out 
the  Remainder  of  Nature.  Let  me  live,  Sir,  in  a  DuogeM, 
f  th*$todcs,*  any  where,  fo  I  may  live. 

Int.  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  fo  you  confefs  freely; 
therefore  once  more  to  this  Captain  Dumain:  Yoiyhave  an- 
fwer'd  to  his  Reputation  with  the  Duke,  and  to  his  Valour. 
What  is  his  Hooefty? 

•r r&Jr*  He  will  ftea*,  Sir,  an  Egg  put  of  a  Cloifter:  For 
2lfcjp#9  and  Ravifhments  he  parallel  Neflks.  He  profeffes  not 
ffceepixig^of  Oaths  j  breaking  them  he  is  ftronger  than  /fc*» 
tt*JesS>  He  wHI  lie,  Sir,  with  fach  volubility,  that  you  would 
jthink  Truth  were  *  Fool :  Efrunkennefs  is  his  beft  Virtue^ 
for  he  will  be  Swine^riiok,  -and  in  his  Sleep  he  does  little 
•Harm,  •  drteto'lii*  Betf-cloaths  about  him ;  but  they  know  his 
iCotirfitidns,arid  lay  fiimin  Straw,  I  have  but  little  more 
<to&£;  Sir,  of  histionfefty,  he  has  everything  that  an  ho- 
neft  Man  ftiould  not  have;  what  in  honeft  Man  (hould 
have,  he  has  nothing. r 

i  Ld.  I  begin  to  love  him  for  thi?. 

Ber.  For  this  Defoiption  of  thine  Honefty?  A  Pox  upon 
him  for  me,  h'as  more-and  more  *  Car* 

Int.  What  fay  you  to  his  Expertnefs  in  War. 

Par.  Faith*  Sir^  h'as  led  the  Drum  before  the  E*glifi> 
Tragedians:  To  belie  him  I.  will  not,  and  more  of  his  Sol- 
dier (hip  I  know  nor,  except  in  that  Country,  he  had  the 
Honour  to  be  the  Officer  at  a  Pl^ce there cdY&MiUtmd.  to 
ir  ftru<3  for  the  doubling  of  Files.  I  would  do  the  Man  what 
Honour  [  can,  but  of  this  I  am  not  certain.    . 

i  Ld.  He  hath  out-villan'd  Villany  fo  far,  that  the  Rarity 
redeems  him. 

Btr.  A  Pox  on  him,  he's  a  Cat  ftill. 

Int.  His  Qualities  lying  at  this  poor  Price,  I  need  not  to 
avk  you,  if  Gold  will  ccnupt  him  to  revolt.  Par. 
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Pari  Sir,  for  a  Cradeciae  he  will  fell  the  Fee-fimple  of  his 
Salvation,  the  Inheritance,  of  it,  and  cut  th'  Intail  from  all 
Remainders,  and  perpetual  Succeffion  for  it  perpetually. 

Int.  What's  his  Brother,  the  other  Captain  Dumaini 

i  Li.  Why  do's  he  ask  him  of  me?  ' 

Int.  What's  he? 

Par.  E'en  a  Crow  o^h*  fame  Neft;  not  altogether  fo  great 
as  the  firft  in  @oodne£,  but  greater  a  great  deal  in  Evil. 
He  ezcells  his  Brother  for  a  Coward,  yet  his  Brother  is  re- 
puted one  of  the  btft  that  is.  In  a  Retreat  he  out-runs  any 
Lackey;  marry  in  coming  on  he  has  the  Cramp. 

Int.  If  your  Life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake  to  betray 
tkt  Florentine  t 

Par.  Ay,  and  the  Captain  of  his  Horfe,  Count  Rojjtllion. 

Int.  I'll  whifper  with  the  General,  and  know  this  Plea* 
fure. 

Par.  I'll  no  more  drumming,  a  Plague  of  all  Drum?,  on* 
ly  to  feera  to  defer ve* well,  and  to  beguile  the  Suppofition 
of  that  lafcivious  young  Boy  the  Court,  have  I  run  into 
Danger;  yet  who  would  have  fufpeded  an  Ambulh  where 
I  was  taken? 

Int.  There  is  no  Remedy,  Sir,  but  you  muft  die;  the 
General  fays,  you  that  have  fo  traiteroufiy  difcovered  the 
Secrets  of  your  Array,  and  made  fuch  peftiferous  Reports 
of  Men  very  nobly  held,  can  ferve  the  World  for  no  lio- 
ncft  Uft;  therefore  you  muft  die.  Come,  Heads-man,  off 
with  his  Head. 

Par.  O  Lord,  Sir,  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my  Death. 

Int.  That  fliall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  your 
Friends :  \Vnbiniing  him* 

So  look  about  you;  know  you  any  here  J 

Count.  Good  Morrow,  noble  Captain. 
z  Li.  ©od  blefs  you,  Captain  Parities. 

1  Li.  God  fave  you,  noble  Captain. 

2  Li.  Captain,  what  greeting  will  you  to  my  Lord  La- 
feu  I  1  am  for  France. 

1  Li.  Good  Captain,    will  you  give  me  a  Copy  of  that 

fame  Sonpct  you  writ  to  Diana  in  Behalf rof  the  Count  Rof* 

JUlicpt,  and  I  were  not  a  very  Coward,  I'd  compel  it  of  you; 

bfft  fare  you  well.  [Exeunt. 

•VolII.  Z  /»'. 
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Inu  You  are  undone,  Captain,  all  but  your  Scarf*  tfyt 
has  a  Kaot  on'c  yct« ' 

Tat.  Who  cannot  be  crufh'd  with  a  Plot  \ 

Int.  If  you  could,  find  out  a  Country  tyhcr^  fyit  Women 

were  that  had  received  fo  much  Shame,  you  might  begin 

.  an  impudent  Nation.    Fare  you  well,  Sir,  I  am  for  France  too, 

we  (hall  fpeak  of  you  there,  CEx^ 

Par.  Yet  am  I  thankful :  If  toy  Heart  were  great, 
'Twould  burft  at  this#    Ciptain,  L'll  be  no  more, 
But  I  will  eat  and  drink,  and  fleep  as  foft 
As  Captain  (hall*    Simply  the  thing  I  am. 
Shall  make  me  live :  -Who  knows  hitafelf  a  fyaggart, 
Let  him  fear  this;  far  it  will  come  to  pals, 
That  every  Braggart  (hair be  found  an  Aft. 
Ruft  Sword,  cool  Bluflies,  and  Parolles  live 
.  Srfeft  in  Shame;  being  fool'd,  by  EooPry  thrive; 
There's  Place  and  Means  for  every  Man  alive. 
I'll  after  them.  [E*it. 

i    Ennr  Htlcna*  WWw,  and  Diana, 

H$L  That  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not  wrong'd  yen, 
One  of  the  greateft  in  the  Chriftian  World 
Shall  be  my  Surety ;  Tore  whofe  Throne  'tis  ficodftd* 
l^er  I  can  perfed  mine  Intents,,  to  ImeeL 
Time  wa*  I  did  him  a  defired  Office* 
Dear  almoft  as  his  Life,  which  gratitude 
Through  flinty  Tartars  Bofom  would  peep  foftfcf 
And  anfwer  Thanks.    I  duly  am  infotmid* 
His  Grace  is  at  MorfiUits,  to  which  Place 
We  have  convenient  Convoy;    you  maft  know 
I  am  fuppofed  dead,  the  Army  breaking, 
My  Husband  hies  him  bomt?  where  Heay'n  aiding, 
And  by  the  Leave  of  my  good  Lord  the  King, 
We'll  he  before  our  Welcome, 

WW.  Gentle  Madam, 
You  never  had  a  Servant  to  whofe  tmft 
Your  Bufinffs  was  more  welcomes 

Hcl.  Nor  you,  Miftrefs, 
Ever  a  Friend,   whofe  Thoughts  more  truly  Labour 
To  recompence  your  Love:  Doubt  not  but  Hejty'n 
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Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  Daughter's  Dowre, 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  Motive 
And  helper  to  a  Husband.     But,  Oft  range  Men  J 
That  can  fuch  fweet  Ufe  make  of  what  they  hate, 
When  fawcy  trufting  of  the  cozen'd  Thoughts 
Defile*  the  pitchy  Night,  fo  Luft  doth  play 
With  what  it  baths,  for  that  which  is  away. 
But  more  of  this  hereafter.    You  Dian*y 
Under  my  poor  Inftru&tons  yet  muft  fuffer 
Something  in  my  behalf. 

Via.  Let  Death  and  Honefty 
Go  with  your  Impofitions,  I  am  yours 
Upon  your  Will  to  fuffer. 

HtL  Yet  I  pray  you : 
But  with  the  Word  the  Time  will  bring  on  Summer, 
When  Briars  (hall  have  Leaves  as  well  as  Thorns, 
And  be  as  fweet  as  (harp:  We  muft  away, 
Our  Waggon  is  prepar'd,  and  Time  revives  us; 
All's  well  mat  ends  we)!,  ftill,  that  finds  the  Crown;* 
What  e'er  the  Curfe,  the  End  is  the  Renown,       [Exeunt. 
Enttr  Countcfs,  Lafeu,  and  Cltmn. 

Laf.  No,  no,  no,  your  Son  wa*  mils-led  with  a  fmpt  taf- 
fata  Fellow  there,  whofe  villanous  Saffron  would  havfc  made 
all  the  linbak'd  and  dow  Youth  of  a  Nation  in  his  Colour. 
Your  Daughter-in-law  had  been  alive  at  this  Hour,  and  youi 
Son  here  at  home,  more  advanced  by  the  King  than  by  that 
red-tail'd  Humble-Bee  I-  fpeak  of. 

Count.  I  would  4  had  not  known  him,  it  was  the  Death 
of  the  moft  virtuous  Gentlewoman  that  ever  Nature  had 
Praife  for  Creating;  \t  flie  had  partaken  of  my  Fldh,  and 
coft  me  the  deareft  Groans  of  a  Mother,  I  could  not  have 
owed  her  a  more  rooted  Love. 

Laf.  'Twas  a  good  Lady,  'twas  a  good  Lady.  We  may 
pick  a  thoufand  Sailers  e'er  we  light  on  fuch  another  Herb. 

Cfo.  Indeed,  Sir/  fli^  was  the  fweet  Marjoram  of  the 
'Sallet,  or  rather  the  Herb  of  Grace. 

Laf.  They  are  not  Sajlet-Herbs,  yoii  Knave,  they,  are 
Nofe»herbs. 

.    C/«.  I  am  no  great  NtbmhaAn*z*z>xr9  Sir,  I]  have  nor  much 
"kill  in  Grafle. 

'     Z}  Laf 
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8  o  4  Alls  well  that  Ends  well. 

Laf.  Whether  doft  thou  profefs  thy  felf,  a  Knave  on 
FooU 

Clo.  A  Fool,  Sir,  at  a  Woman's  Service,andaKnaveata  , 
Man's. 

Laf.  Your  Diftin&ion  / 

Clo.  I  would  cozen  the  Man  of  his  Wife*  and  do  his  Ser- 
vice. 

Laf.  So  you  were  a  Knave  at  his  Service  indeed. 

Clo.  And  I  would  give  his  Wife  my  Bauble,  Sir,  to  do  her 
Service. 

L<u  I  will  fubferibe  for  thee,  thou  art  both  Knave  and 
Fool. 

Clo.  At  your  Service. 

Laf.  No,  no,  no* 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,  if  I  cannot  ferve  you,  I  can  ferve  as  great  ^ 
a  Prince  as  you  are* 

Laf   Who's  that,  a  Frenchman  f 

Clo.  Faith, Sir,  a  has  an  £*£/*/%  Name,  but  this  Phifnomyis 
more  h.  tter  in  France  than  here. 

Laf.  What  Prince  is  that  ? 

Clo.  The  black  Prince,  Sir,  alias  the  Prince  of  Darkotfs, 
alias  the  Devi),  ^ 

L  tf.  Hold  thee,  there's  my  Purfc,  I  give  thee  not  this 
tofuggeft  thee  f»om  thy  Mafter  thou  talk* ft  of,  ferve  him 
ftill.  * 

Clo.  I  am  a  woodland  Fellow,  Sir,  that  always  lov'da 
great  Fire,  and  the  Mafter  I  fpeak  of  ever  keeps  a  good  Fire, 
but  Aire  he  is  the  Prince  of  the  Woild,  let  his  Nobility 
remain  in's  Court.  I  am  for  (k$  Houfe  with  the  narrow 
Gate,  which  I  take  too  be  to^  little  for  Pomp  to  enter :  Some 
that  humble  themfelves  may^  but  the  many  will  be  too  ci^!i 
and  render,  and  they'll  be  for  the  flowry  Way  that  leads  to' 
the  broad  Gate,  and  the  great  Fire. 

Laf.  Go  thy  ways,  I  begin  to  be  aweary  of  thee,  and  I 
tell  thee  lo  before,  becaufe  I  would  not  fall  out  with  thee. 
Go  thy  ways,  let  my  Horfes  be  well  lock'd  to,  without 
any  Tricks.  *  ! 

Clo.  If  I  put  any  Tricks  upon  Vm,  they  fcaU  be  Jadcj 
Tiic's,  which  are  their  ownRijh:  by  the  Law  of  Na 
t<.re.  [Exk 

Laf.  A  flirewd  Knave,  and  ui  happy. 

.  Can* 


All  s  well  that  anas  wen.  805 

C$nm.  Soheis.  My  Lord,  that's  gone,  made  himfplf  much 
Spore  out  of  him ;  by  his  Authority  he  remains  here,  which 
he:  thinks  is  a  Patent  for  his  Saucinefs,  and:  indeed  he  has  no 
Pace,  but  he  runs  where  he  will. 

L*f.  I  like  him  well,  'tis  not  amifs ;  and  I  was  about  to 
tell  you.  fince  I  heard  of  the  good  Lady's  Death,  and  that 
my  Lord  your  Son  was  upon  his  Return  home.  I  mov'd 
the  King  my  Matter  to  fpeakin  the  Behalf  of  my  Daughter  j 
which  in  the  Minority  of  them  both,  his  Majdly,  out  of 
a  felf  gracious  Remembrance,  did  firft  propofe  j  his  Higbnefs 
hath  promised  me  to  do  it,  and  to  flop  up  the  Dilpleafure 
he  hath  conceiv'd  againft  your  Son,  there  is  no  fitter  Mat- 
ter*   How  do's  your  Lady  (hip  like  it. 

Count.  With  very  much  Content,  my  Lord,  and  I  wifli 
it  happily  effe&id. 

L*f.  His  Highnefs  comes  Poft  from  Marfellics,  of  as  able 
a  Body  as  when  he  numbred  thirty,  and  will  be  here  to 
Morrow  ;or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  him,  that  in  fuch  Intelligence 
hath  feldom  fiil'd. 

Count.  It  rejoices  me  that  I  hope  I  (hall  lee  him  e'er  I  die* 
I  have  Letters  that  my  Son  will  be  here  to  Night :  I  (hall 
befeech  your  Lordfhip  to  remain  with  me  'nil  they  meet 
together. 

L*f.  Madam,  I  was  thinking  with  what  Manners  I  might 
fafely  be  admitted* 

Count.  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  Privilege. 

Laf.  Lady,  of  that  I  have  made  a  bold  Charter ;  but  I 
thank  my  God  it  holds  yet. 

Enter  Clvum. 

Go.  O  Madam,  yondefs  my  Lord  your  Son  with  a  Patch 
of  Velvet  on'sFace  ;  whether  there  be  a  Scar  under'tor  not. 
the  Velvet  knows,  but  'tis  a  goodly  Patch  of  Velvet }  his 
left  Cheek  Is  a  Check  of  two  Pile  and  a  half,  but  his  right. 
Cheek  is  worn  bare. 

Count.  A  Scar  nobly  got." 
Or  a  noble  Scar,  is  a  good  Livery  of  Honour. 
So  belike  is  rhar. 

Go.  Bur  it  is  your  carbinado'd  Face. 

Laf.  Let  us  go  fee 
Your  Sw,  I  pray  you  :  I  long  to  talk 
With  the  young  noble  Soldier.  v  *       " 

2  $  a*. 
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io6  AlTs  well  that  Ends  well. 

CIq*  'Faich  there's  a  dozen  of 'em,  with  delicate  fine  Hats, 
and  moft  courteous  Feacaefs,  which  bow  the  Head,  and 
ftod  at  every  Man*  [Exeunt* 


ACTV.    SCENE  I. 

Znter  Helena,  Widow,  nnd  Diana,  with  two  Attendant. 

HeL  11  U  T  this  exceeding  pofting  Day  and  Night, 

13  Muft  wear  your  Spirits  low,  we  cannot  help  it. 
But  fince  you  have  made  the  Days  and  Nights  at  one, 
,To  wear  your  gentle  Limbs  in  my  Affair?, 
Be  bold  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital, 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.     Ih  happy  time. 

Enter  4  Gentleman* 
This  Man  may  help  me  to  his  Majdly's  Ear, 
If  he  would  fpend  his  Power.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Genu  And  you. 

HeL  Sir,  I  have  ften  you  in  the  Court  of  France. 

Gent.  I  have  been  fometimes  there. 

HeL  I  do  prefuoie,  Sir,  that  you  are  not  fallen 
From  the  Report  that  goes  upon  your  Goodnef* ;    , 
And  therefore  goaded  with  moft  (harp  Occasions, 
Which  lay  nice  Manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  your  own  Virtues,  for  the  whrch 
I  fliall  continue  thankful. 

Genu  What's  your  Will  ? 

HeL  That  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  give  this  poor  Petition  to  thfc  King,  -* 

And  aid  me  with  that  (lore  of  tower  you  have> 
To  come  into  his  P/fcfence, 

Gent.  The  King's  not  here.. 

HeL  Not  here,  Sir  ? 

Gent.  Not 'indeed. 
He  hence  ramovM  laft  Night,  and  with  morfe  hade 
Th;*r.  is  his  ufe. 

Wid*  Lord,  how  we  lofe  our  Pains. 

HeL  All*    weli  that  Ends  well  yet, 
Tko*  Tunc  leem  fo  adve*fe,  and  means  unfit: 
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I  do  befeech  you,  whithlr  is  he  gone  t 

Gem.  Marry,  as  I  take  it,  to  RojfiliQn, 
Whither  I  art)  going. 

HeL  I  do  befeech  you,  §ir? 
Since  you  are  like  to  fee  the  King  before  roe, 
Commend  the  Paper  to  his  gracious  Hand, 
Which,  I  prefume,  fiiall  render  you  qo  blame, 
But  rather  make  you  thanjt  your  Pains  for  it. 
1  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  ipeed 
Our  mean$  will  make  us  means. 

Gent.  This  1*11  do  for  you. 

Hcl.  And  you  fliall  find  your  felf  to  be  well  thank'd, 
what  e'er  falls  more.  We  inuft  to  Horfe  again.  Go,  go, 
provide.  J  [Eximnu 

Enttn  Clown  and  Parolless 

Par.  Good  Mr.  Lcvttcb,  give  my  Lord  Lafea  this  Let- 
fen  I  have  eV  now,  Sir,  been  better  known  to  you,  when 
I  have  held  familiarity  with  frefiier  Cloaths  \  but  I  am 
pow,  Sir,  mud4i<d  in  Fortune's  Mood,  and  finell  fomewhat 
ftrong  of  her  'ftrong  Diipleafure. 

Clo.  Truly  Fortune's    Difpleafure  is  but  fluttifh*  if  it 
fmell  fo  ftrongly  as  thou  fpeak'ftof :  I  will  henceforth  eat  no 
Fifti  of  Fortune's  butt'ring.    Prethec,  allow  the  Wind. 
.    Par.  Nay,  you  need  not  to  flop  your  Nofe,  Sir  i  I  fpeak 
but  a  Metaphor. 

.  C/*  Indeed,  Sir,  if  your  Metaphor  ftink,  I  will  flop  my 
Nofe,  or  againft  any  Man's  Metaphor.  Prethce  get  thee 
further. 

Par.  Way  you.  Sir,  deliver  me  this  Paper. 

C&.  Fob  !  prethee  ftand  away  j  a  Paper  from  Fortune's 
Clofc-ftool,  to  give  to  a  Nobleman.  Look  here  he  comes 
himfelf. 

Enter  Lafeu. 

CU.  Here  is  a  pur  of  Fortune's,  Sir,  or  of  Forrune's  Cati 
but  not  a  Mufcat ;  that  hath  fall'n  into  the  unclean  Filh- 
p  nd  of  her  Difpleafure,  and*  as  he  fays  muddied  withal. 
Pray  you,  Sir,  ufe  the  Carp  as  you  may,  for  he  looks  like 
a  poor,  decayed,  ingeniou*,  foolifh,  rafcally  Knave.  I  do 
pity  his.  Diftrefs  in  my  Smiles  of  Comfort,  and  leave  him 
to  your  Lordfliip. 

Z  4  Par. 
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Par.  My  Lord*  I  am  a  Man  whom  Fortune  hath  crutlly 
fcratch'd. 

Laf  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do?  0Tis  too 
late  to  pare  her  Nails  now.  Wherein  have  you  play'd  the 
Knave  with  Fortune,  that  (he  fhould  fcratch  you,  who  of 
her  fclf  is  a  good  Lady,  and  would  not  h^ve  Knaves  thrive 
long  under  her?  There's  a  Cardecue  for  you  :  Let  the  Ju«* 
ftices  makp  you  and  Fortune  Friends  •,  I  am  for  other  6u- 
finefs. 

Pay.  I  befeech  your  Honour,  to  hear  me  one  Jingle 
word. 

Laf  You  beg  a  (ingle  Peny  more:  Come,  you  (halt 
ha't,  lave  your  word. 

Par.  My  Name,  my  good  Lord/  is  ParoUes. 

Laf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then.  Cox  my  Paf- 
fion,  give  tae  your  Hand:  How  does  your  Drum? 

Par.  O  my  good  Lord,  you  were  the  firft  that  found 
me. 

Laf.  Was  r,  infooth  ?  And  I  was  the  firft  that  loft  thee. 

Par.  I  lyei  in  you,  my  Lord,  to  bring  me  in  fome  Grace, 
for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

Laf  Out  upon  the  Knave,  doft  thou  put  upon  me  at 
gnce,  both  the  Office  of  God  and  Devil ;  one  brings  thee 
in  G?ace,  and  the  other  brings  thee  out.  The  King's  com- 
ing, I  know  by  his  Trumpets.  Sirrah,  enquire  further  after 
me,  I  had  talk  of  ytfu  laft  Night;  tho'you  are  a  Fool  and 
a  Knave,  you  (hall  ear,  go  to,  follow. 

Par.  I  praife  God  for  you.  \Exem*H 

flour ijh.     Fnter  King,  Count  efs*  Lafeu,  the  two  French 
Lords  with  Attendants* 

King.  We  loft  a  Jewel  of  her  and  our  Efteem 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it  ;  but  your  Son, 
As  mad  in  Folly,  Jactd  the  Senfe  to  know 
Her  Eftiroation  home. 

Count.  *Tis  paft,  my  Liege; 
And  I  befeech  your  Mujefty  to  make  it 
Natural  Rebellion,  done  I'th'  blade  of  Youth< 
When  Oil  and  Fire,  too  ftrong  for  Reafotfi  force, 
O'erbears  it,  and  burns  on. 
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King.  My  hon6ur'd  Lady* 
I  havfc  forgiven  and  forgottee  all,  ' 

Tho*  my  Revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him, 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  ihoot. 

Laf.  This  I  muft  £y,  .        '     * 

But  firft  I  beg  my  pardon ;  the  young  Lord 
Did  to  his  Ma  jetty,  his  Mother,  and  his  Lady,   , 
Offence  of  mighty  Note}  but  to  himfelf 
The  grcateft  Wrong  of  all..   He  loft  a  Wife, 
Whofe  Beauty  did  aftonifti  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  Eyes  ;  whofe  Words  all  Ears  took  captive; 
Whofe  deep  Perfe&ion,  Hearts  that  fcarn'd  to  ferve, 
Humbly  call'd  Miftfefs. 

King*  Praifing  what  is  loft, 

Makes  the  Remembrance  dear.  Well call  hjim  hirher, 

We  are  reconcil'd,  and  the  firft  View  (hall  kill 
All  Repetition  i  Let  him  not  ask  our  Pardon, 
The  nature  of  his  great  Offence  is  dead, 
And  deeper  than  Oblivion,  we  do  bury 
Th*  incenfihg  Relicks  of  it.     Let  him  approach 
A  Stranger,  no  Offender  ;  and  inform  him 
So  'tis  our  Will  he  fliould 

Gent.  I  dial*,  my  Liege. 

King.  What  fays  he  to  your  Daughter? 
Have  you  fpoke  ? 

Laf.  All  that  he  is,  hath  rcftrence  to  your  Highnefs. 

King.  Then*  thall  we  have  a  Match.    I  have  Letter*  fent 
m?,  that  fet  hioi  high  in  Fame. 

Enter  Bertram. 

Ldfi  He  look's  well  on'r. 

King.  I  am  not.a  Day  of  Seafon, 
For  thou  maift  fee  a  Sun-ihine,  and  a  Hail 
In  me  at  once;  but  to  the  brighteft  Beams 
Diftra&ed  Clouds  give  way,  fo  ftaod  thou  forth, 
The  Time  is  fair  agaio. 

Ber.  My  high  repented  Blames 
Dear  Sovereign,  pardon  me* 

King.  All  is  whole, 
Not  one  word  more  of  the  confumed  Time, 
£et*s  take  the  Infant  by  the  forward  Topi 

For 


Si  o  Alts  <wetl  that  End*  weft 

For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'ft  Decrees  . 
Th'  inaudible  and  noifelefs  Foot  ofTime 
Steals*  e'er  we  Can  effeft  them.    You  remember 
s  The  Daughter  of  this  Lord  I 

Ber*  Admiringly,  my  Liege.  At  firft 
I  ftuck  my  Choice  upon  her,  e'er  my  Heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  Herald  of  my  Tongue  : 
Where  the  Impreffion  of  mine  Eye  erifixing, 
Contempt  his  fcorofUl  PerfJ>eftive  did  lend  me, 
Which  warp'd  the  Line  of  every  other  Favour, 
Scored  a  ftir  Colour,  or  exprefrd  it  ftoU'n, 
Extended  or  contracted  all  Proportions 
To  a  moft  hideous  Objtft.    Thence  it  came, 
That  (hep  whom  all  Men  praisM,  and  whom  my  fejf, 
.Sinde  t  Have  loft,  havelov'd;  was  in  mirie  Eye 
The  Duft  that  did  offer.d'it. 

King.  Well  excused  : 
That  thou  didft  love  her,  ftrikes  fbme  Sorts  fcway 
From  the  great  'C#mpt  \  but  Love  that  xamei  too,  late,' 
Like  a  rerftoifefut  Pardon  flowly  carried,- 
To  the  great  fender,  turns  a  fowre  Offence, 
Crying,  that's  good  that's  gone  •»  Our  rafh  Faults 
Make  trivial  Price  of  ferious Things  we  have 
Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  Grave* 
Oft  our  Difpleafurts  to  our  felves  unjuft> 
Deftroy  our  Friend*,  and  after  weep  their  Duft: 
'Our  own  Love  waking,  cries  to  fee  what's  done, 
While  fhameful  Hate  fleeps  out  the  Afternoon, 
He  this  fwect  HelUns  Knel!,  and  now  forget  her. 
Send  foith  your  amorous  Token  for' fait  M*udli*% 
The  main  Confents  are  had,  ind  here  we'll  ftay 
To  fee  our  Widower's  fecond  Marriage  Day:  , 
.Which  betttr  than  the  firft,  O  dea*  Heav'n  bltff, 
Qr,  e'er t hey  meet,  in  me,  O  Nature,  ceafe. 

Laf.  Come  on  my  Son,  in  whom  my  Houfe's  Name 
Mull  be  divert  d :  Give  a  Favour  from  you 
To  fpa  kle  in  the  Spirits  of  my  Daughter, 
Th.t  ihe  may  quickly  come.     By  my  old  Beard, 
And  tvery  Hair  that's  on%  HtUen%  that's  dead, 
Was  a  fweet  Creature ;  Such  a  Ring  as  this, 
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The  hft  that  e'er  (he  took  her  leave  at  Court. 
I  faw  upon  her  Finger. 

ttr.  Hers  it  was  not. 

King.  Now  pray  you  let  the  fee  it.  For  mine  Eye,        • 
While  I  was  fpeaking,  oft  was  fatten V!  to't: 
This  Ring.was  mine,  and  when  I  gave  it  HcUen, 
I  bad  her,  if  her  Fortunes  ever  flood 
Neceffited  to  help,  that  by  this  Token 
I  would  relieve  her.    Had  you  that  craft  to  reave  her 
Of  what  fhould  ftead  her  modi 

Ber.  My  gracious  Sovereign, 
How  e'er  it  pleafes  you  to  take  it  fo, 
The  Rings  was  never  hers. 

Count.  Son,  on  my  Life, 
I  have  feen  her  wear  it,  and  (he  reckoned  it 
At  her  Life's  rate. 

Laf.  1  am  fure  I  faw  her  wear  it. 

Iter.  You  are  deceived,  my  Lord,  (he  never  law  it ) 
In  Florence  was  it  from  a  Cafement  thrown  me, 
Wrap'd  in  a  Paper,  which  confain'd  the  Name 
Of  her  that  threw  it :  Noble  (he  was,  and  thought 
I  flood  engag'd,  but  when  I  had  fubferib'd 
To  mine  own  Fortune,  and  inform'd  her  fully, 
I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  Honour 
As  (he  had  made  the  Overture,  (he  ceaft 
In  heavy  Satisfa&ion,  and  would  never 
Receive  the  Ring  again. 

King.  Plains  himfelf, 
That  knows  the  Tinft  and  multiplying  Medicine, 
Hath  not  in  Nature's  My ftery  more  Science, 
Than  I  have  in  this  Ring.    Twas  mine,  \was  Hellen'r, 
Whoever  gave  it  yau  :  Then  if  you  know 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  your  felf, 
Confefs  'twas  hers,  and  by  what  rough  Enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her.     She  calPd  che  Saints  to  furety. 
That  (he  would  neVer  put  it  from  her  Finger, 
Unlefs  (he  gave  it  to  your  felf  in  Bed, 
^Where  you  have  never  comej  or  fent  it  us 
Upo  .  her  great  Difafter. 

Sir.  She  never  faw  it. 
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King.  Thou  fpeik'ft  it  falfly,  as  I  love  mine  Honour; 
And  mak'ft  conje&tiral  Fears  to  come  into  me, 
Which  I  would  fain  (hut  out;  if  it  (hould  prove 
That  thou  art  fo  inhuman— *— -'twill  not  prove  fo- 


And  yet  I  know  not thou  didft  hate  her  deadly* 

And  fiie  is  dead,  which  nothing  but  to  dole 
Her  Eyes  my  felf,  could  win  me  to  believe, 
More  than  to  fee  this  Ring.    Take  him  away, 

[Guards  friz*  Bertram* 
My  fore-paft  proofs,  howe'er  the  matter  fall, 
Shall  tax  my  Fears  of  little  Vanity, 
Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little.    Away  with  him* 
We'll  fift  this  Matter  further. 

Ber.  If  you  (hall  prove 
This  Ring  was  ever  hers,  you  (hall  as  eafie, 
Prove  that  I  husbanded  her  Bed  in  Florence* 
Where  yet  (he  never  was.  [Ex**  Bertram  guarded, 

finter  4  Gentleman. 

King.  I  am  wrap'd  in  difmal  Thinking, 

Gcut*  Gracious  Sovereign, 
Whether  I  have  been  to  blame  or  no,  I  know  nor, 
Here's  a  Petition  from  a  Florentine 
Who  hath  for  four  or  five  Removes  come  (hort, 
To  tender  it'  her  felf,     I  undertook  it, 
Variauiih'd  thereto  by  the  fair  Grace  and  Speech 
Of  tne  poor  Suppliant,  who  by  this  I  know 
Is  here  attending  :  her  B  .finefs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  Vifage,  and  (he' told  me  -"*"'* 

In  a  fweet  verbal  Brief,  it  did  concern 
Your  Highnefs  with  her  ftlf.  — *" 

The  King  reads  a  Letter, 

Vpbn  his  many  Protections  to  marry  me5  when  his  Wif* 
wai  dead,  I  bluflo  to  fry  it,  he  won  me.  Now  is  the  Count 
RoffiUon  Widowtr,  his  Vows  art  forfeited  to  me,  and  my  Ho- 
nours paid  to  him.  He  flole  from  Florence,  taking  no  leave v 
and  I  follow  him  to  this  Country  for  Jnfiice  :  Grant  it  noe$  O 
King%  in  you  it  heft  lyes,  otherwife  a  Seducer  fiourijbes,  and  a 
poor  Maid  is  undone. 

puna  Capiler* 

■•■•*■  Ufm 
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Laf.  I  will  buy  me  a  Son-in-Law  in  a  Fair,  and  Toll  him 
for  thi««     I'll  none  of  him. 

King.  The  Heav'ns  have  thought  well  on  thee,   Lafe*,  - 
To  bring  forth  this  difcov'ry.    Seek  the  Sutors : 
Go  fpecdily,  and  bring  again  the  Count* 

Enter  Bertram, 
I  am  afraid  the  Life  of  Hellen  ("Lady) 
Was  foully  fnatch'd. 

Count.  Now  Juftice  on  the  Doers* 

King.  I  wonder.  Sir.  Wives  are  fo  monftrous  to  yon, 
And  that  you  fly  them  foon  as  you  IVear  them  Lord  (hip; 
Yet  you  defire  to  marry.    What  Woman's  that  1 
Enter  Widowy  and  Diana. 

Dia.  I  am,  my  Lord,  a  wretched  Florentine  y 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capita; 
My  Suit,  as  I  do  underftand,  you  know, 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied. 

Wid.  I  am  her  Mother,  Sir,  whofe  Age  and  Honour 
Both  fufFer  under  this  Complaint  we  bring. 
And  both  (hall  ceafe  without  your  remedy/ 

King.  Come  hither,  Court,  do  you  know  thefe  Women/ 

Ber.  My  Lord,  I  neither  can  nor  will  deny 
But  that  I  know  them;  do  they  charge  me  further? 

Din*  Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrange  upon  your  Wife? 

Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  Lord, 

Dia.  If  you  (hall  marry 
You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine; 
You  give  away  Heav'ns  Vow*,  a^d  thofe  are  mine; 
You  give  away  my  felf,  which  is  known  mine; 
For  I  by  Vow  am  fo  embodied  yours, 
That  (he  which  marries  you,  muft  marry  me, 
Either-both  or  hone. 

Laf.  Your  Reputation  comes  too  fhorc  for  my  Daughter, 
you  are  no  Husband  for  her.  \To  Bertram. 

Ber.  My  Lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defperate  Creature, 
Whom  fbmetime  I  have  laqgh'd  with  :  Let  your  Highntfs 
Lay  a  more  noble  Thought  upon  mine  Honour, 
Than  for  to  think  that  I  would  (ink  it  here. 

King.  Sir,  for  my  Thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to  friend, 
•Till  your  Deeds  gain  them  fairer :  Prove  your  Honour, 
Then  in  my  Thought  it  lyes. 
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Dian.  Good  my  Lord, 
A$k  him  upon  his  Oach9  if  he  does  think 
He  bad  not  my  Virgiqity. 

King.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  her  ? 

Ber.  She's  impudent,  my  Lord, 
And  was  a  common  Gamefter  to  the  Camp. 

Did.  He  does  me  wrong,  my  Lord;  if  I  were  To 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  Price. 
Do  not  believe  him.    O  behold  thisRjng, 
Whofe  high  Refpeft  and  rich  Validity 
Did  lack  a  Parallel;  Yet  for  all  that 
He  gave  it  to  a  Commoner  bW  Camp, 
If  I  be  one, 

Count.  He  hlulhei,  and  'tis  hit: 
Of  fix  preceeding  Anceftors,  that  Jem 
Confer'd  by  Teftament  to  thf  fequent  Iffue 
Hath  it  been  ow'd  and  worn.    This  is  his  Wifo 
That  Ring's  a  thoufand  Proofs. 

King.  Methought  you  faid 
You  law  one  here  in  Court  could  witnefs  it. 

Dia,  I  did,  my  Lord,  but  loath  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  Instrument;  his  Name's  Par  oiks. 

Laf.  I  faw  the  Man  to  day,   if  Man  he  be. 

King.  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither.      v 

Ber.  What  of  him  > 
He's  quoted  for  a  moft  perfidious  Slave, 
With  all  the  Spots  o'  tit*  World,  tax'd  and  deboito'd, 
Which  Nature  fickens  with:  but  tofpeak  truth, 
Am  I,  or  that  or  this,  far  what  he'll  utter, 
That  will  fpeak  any  thing  f 

King.  She  hath  that  Ring  of  yours. 

Ber.  I  think  (he  has;  certain  it  is  I  Itk'd  her,     - 
And  boarded  her  i9  th*  wanton  way  of  Youth: 
She  knew  her  diftance,  and  did  angle  of  me, 
Madding  my  eagernels  with  her  reftraint, 
As  all  Impediments  in  Fancy's  courfe 
Are  Motives  of  more  Fancy.,  and  in  fine* 
Her  Infuit  coming  with  her  modern  Grace, 
Subdu'd  me  to  her  rate?  (he  got  the  Ring, 
And  I  had  that  which  any  Inferior  might 
At  Market  Price  have  bought. 
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Oidp  l  muft  be  patient : 
You  th«t  have  turn'd'off  a  6rft  fo  noble  Wife, 
May  juftly  Diet  me.  I  pray  you  yet, 
Sine*;  you  I*ck  Virtue,  I.  will  We  a  Husband,. 
Scind  for  your  IMnfr  I  will  rejturn  it  home, 
AA&givp  me  miii^  tgatn. 
JE*r.  I  have  it  nop. 

King.  What,  Rin|{  was  yours,  I  pray  you? 
Qia,  Sir,  much  like  the  fame  upon  your  Finger : 
Jftg,  Know  you  this  Ring,  this  Ring  was  his  of  late. 
Dia.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,  being  a~bed. 
King.  The  Story  then -goes  fclfe,  you  threw  it  him 
Out  o£  a  Cafcmen?, 

Enter  Parolle* 
Ber.  Ny  Lord,  I  do  conftfs  the  Ring  was  her?* 
King.  You  boggle  (hrewdly,  every  Feather  ftarts  you  : 
Is  this  the  Man  you  fpeak  of? 
Dia.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

King*  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  but  tell  me  true,  I  charge  you, 
Not  fearing  the  Difplcafure  of  your  Matter; 
Which  on  your  juft  Proceeding  111  keep  off, 
By  him. and  by  this  Woman  here,   what  know  you? 

Par.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  Matter  hath  been  an 
honourable  Gentleman.  Tricks  he  hath  had  in  him,  which 
Gentlemen  have. 

King.  Come,  come,  to  the  purpofe  j  Did  he  love  this 
Woman  t 

Par.  'Fajth,  Sir,  he  did  love  her,  but  how ! 
King.  How,  I  pray  you  t 

Par.  He  did  love  her,  Sir,  as  a  Gtptleman  loves  a  Wo- 
man. 

King.  How  is  that?, 

far.*  He  lov*d  her,  Sir,  and  lov'd  her  not. 
King.  As  thou  art  a  Kn*ve,  and  no  Knave;  what  an  equi- 
vocal Companion  is  this? 

Par.  I  am  a  popr  Man,  and  at  your  Majefty*s  command. 
Laf.  He's  a  good  Drum,  my  Lord,  but  a  naughty  O- 
rator. 

Dia.  Do  you  know  he  promis'd  me  Marriage  I 

P*u  'Fjiith,  I  know  more  than  I'll  fpeak. 

King.  But  wilt  thou  not  (peak  all  thou  know 'ft  f 

Par. 
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P*r.  Yes,  C>  pleaft  your  M.jefty.  I  did jo  between 
them  as  I  faid;  but  more  than  that,  he  loyd  her.-  For, 
ndTe'd, he  was  'mad  for  her,  and  talk'd  of  Sathan,  and 
of  Limbo,  and  of  Furies,  and  I  know  not  what;  yet 
I  was  in  that  Credit  with  them  at  that  time,  that  I  knew 
of  their  going  to  Bed,  and  of  other  Motions,  as  promtfiAg 
her  Manage!  and  things  that  would  derive  me  .U  will  to 
fDeik  of;  therefore  I  will  not  fpeak  what  I  know. 
P  ^  Thou  had  fpoken  all  already,  unlefs  thou  canft  fay 
they  afe  married;  but  thou  art  too  fine  in  thy  Evidence, 
therefore  ftand  .fide.    This  Ring,  you  fay,  was  yours? 

D**    A  v.  mv  good  Lord. 

King.  Where^d  you  buy  it?  or  who .  g«v<rit  youf     * 

Dia.  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  did  I  buy  it. 

King.  Who  lent  it  you/ 

Dm    It  was  not  lent  roe  neither. 

King.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  f 

Dia*  I  found  it  not. 

King.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  theie  ways. 
How  could  you  give  U  him. 

DU.  1  never  eave  it  him. 

L%  This  Woman's  an  eafie  Glove,  my  Lord,  <he  gees 

off  and  on  atpleafure.  CAnr;f. 

S.  This  Ring  was  mine,  I  gave  it  his  firft,W.fe. 

VU.  \  might  be5yom»,  or  her,  for  ought  I  know. 

Km*.  Tak?  her  away,  I  do  not  like  her  now, 
To  Pnfon  with  her:.  And  away  with  h.ro. 
Unlefs  thou  telM  me  where  thou  hadft  this  Ring, 
Thou  dieft  within  this  Hour. 

DU.  1*11  never  tell  you,       , 

King.  Take  her  away.         % 

Dia.  I'll  put  in  Bail,  my  Liege.  _ 

Kim.  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  Cultoner. 

mi  By  Jm,  if  ever  I  knew  Man, 'twas  you. 

Kini  Whfrefore  haft  thou  acous'd  him  all  thi,  while* 

piBecaurehe'sguihy.andheisnotguily; 
Heknows  I  am  no  Maid,  and  he'll  fweartot, 
I'll  fwear  I  am  a  Maid,  and  he  knows  not. 
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King.  She  does  abufe  our  Ears,  to  Prifon  with  her* 
Din.  (Sood  Mother*  fetch  my  Bail.    Stay,  Royal  Sir, 
The  Jeweller  that  owes  the  Ring  is  fcnt  for. 
And  he  (hall  furety  me.    But  for  this  Lord,       [To  Bert 
Who  hath  abus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himfelf, 
Tho*  yet  he  never  harm'd  me,  here  I  quit  him. 
He  knows  himfelf  my  Bed  he  hath  defil'd, 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  Wife  with  Child; 
Bead  tho9  (he  be,  (he  feels  her  young  one  kick; 
So  there's  my  Riddle,  one  that's  dead  is  quick. 
And  now  behold  the  meaning.  ' ;,;  :v 

Enter  Helena *nd  Widow.  *  ""~ 

King.  Is  there  no  Exorcift 
Beguiles  the  truer  Office  of  mine  Eyes  \ 
Is't  real  that  I  fee? 

HeU  No,  my  good  Lord, 
*Tis  but  the  (hadow  of  a  Wife  you  fee, 
Tfie  Name,  and  not  the  Thing.  * 

Ber.  Both,  both,  O  pardon. 
Hck  Oh,  my  good  Lord,  when  I  was  like  this  Maid, 
I  found  you  wondrous  kind,  there  is  your  Ring, 
And  look  you,  here's  your  Letter:  This  it  fays, 
When  from  my  Finger j on  cum  got  this  Ring, 
And  are  by  me  with  Child,  &c.    This  is  done. 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won? 

Ber.  If  (he,  my  Liege,  can  make  me  know  this  clearly, 
111  love  her  deirly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 

Hel.  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue. 
Deadly  Divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you. 
O,  my  dear  Mother,  do  I  fee  you  living?  [To  tkeConntefi. 

L*f.  Mine  Eyes  fmell  Onions,  I  (hall  weep  anon : 
Good  Tom  Drum,  lend  me  a  Handkerchief.       [7V  Parolles. 
So,  I  thank  thee,  wait  on  me  home,   Til  make  Sport  with 
thee:  Let  tby  Courtefies  alone,  they  are  fcurvy  ones, 

King,  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  Story  know, 
To  make  the  even  Truth  in  pleafure  flow: 
*f  thou  beeft  yet  a  frefti  uncropped  Fl&wer,        [To  Diafta. 
Cbufe  thou  thy  Husband,  and  Hf  pay  thy  Dower, 
For  I  can  guefs,  that  by  thy  honeft  aid, 
"thou  keep'ft  a  Wife  h*r  felf,  tby  felf  a  Maid. 
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Of  that  and  ^11  the  Progrcfs  more  tftd  lefs, 
Refolyedly  more  leifure  (hall  exprefs: 
Att  ytt  feeros  well,  and  if  it  end  fo  meet. 
The  bitter  paft,  more  welcome  is  the  fareet. 

'EP  I  LOGU  e. 

*~T*irZ  Kings  a  Beggar,   new  the  Plaj  is  donet 

JL      ^  ;  ii  %  "  en  Jed,  if  his  Suit  hewn* 
7*  xt  ™t*  **;rcjl  Cintent^  which  we  will  Pay* 
'Wt-th&'Se  tGp.i«fcjoM+  day  exceeding  day; 
CV-r  bi  jom  Patience  then,  and yoUrs  em  Parts, 
Ymr  gmtle  Hands  lend  its,  and  take  our  Hurts. 


"%H 


[Extm. ' 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

ORfino,  'Duke  o/Illyria. 
Sebaftian,  a  young  Gentleman,  Brother  to 
Viola.:  • 

Antonio,  *  Sea-Captain, .  Friend  to  Sebaftian. 

Cnidol^ }     Gentlemen  attending  on  the  *Duke. 

Sir  T©by  Belch,  Uncle  to  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek,  a  foolijb  Knight,  preten- 
ding to  Olivia. 

A  Sea-Captain,  Friend  to  Viola. 

Fabian, » Servant  to  Olivia.       r . 

Malvolio,  afantaftical  Steward  to  Olivia. 

\kwn,  Servant  to  Olivia;     '  "  ~     -  ~"  " 

Olivia,  a  Lady  of  great  Beauty  and  Fortune,  be- 
lov'd  by  the  'Duke. 

"Viola,  in  love  with  the  'Duke. 

Maria,  Confident  to  Olivia. 

<PrieJlr  Sailor s^  Officer s%  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE  a  City  on  the  Coaft  of 

, lllyria. 
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ACT!    SCENE  I. 

S  C  E*NE   I.    The  Palace. 
Enter  the  Duke,  Curio,  and  Lords, 

DVKE. 

F  MuGck  be  the  Food  of  Love,  play  on, 
Give  me  excefs  of  it ;  that  forfeiting 
The  Appetite  may  ficken,  and  fodie. 
That  Strain  again,  it  had  a  dying  Fall: 
©,  it  came  o'er  my  Ear,  like  the  fweet  Wind 
That  breaths  upon  a  Bank  of  Violets, 
Stealing,  and  giving  Odour.    Enough,  no  more ; 
•  Ti*  not  fo  fweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 
O  Spirit  of  Love,  how  quick  and  frelh  art  thou  I 
That  notwithftanding  thy  Capacity, 
Receiyeth  as  the  Sea;  Nought  enters  there, 
Of  what  validity  and  pitch  fo  e'er, 
T^ut  falls  into  Abatement  and  low  Price, 
Even  in  a  Minute;  fo  full  of  Shapes  is  Fancy, 
That  it  alone  is  high  fantafticah 
Chu  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  Lord  ? 
Dnkf.  What,  Chtiq\ 
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.  Car.  The  Hart.  j 

P*ie*:Why{o  I  do,  the  noblcft  that  I  bm* 

O  when  mine  Eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft,  '  " 

Methought  ftie  purg'd  the  Air  of  Peftilence ; 

Thai  Ijrfttpt  w$s  \  turned  jnto  a  H#t, 

Aod  ~my  Dcfires,  like  fell  ana  cruel  Hotwds, 

E'er  fiflce  purfue  me.    How  now,-4yhzt  News  from  her? 
£*tf#r  VaUntine?      c 
/^/.  So  pleafe  my  Lojd,  I  might  not  be  admitted. 

But  from  her  Hand-maid  do  return  this  Anfwer: 

The  Element  i%  (elf,  %\\  ftvea  Years  hear* 

Shall  not  behold  her  Face  at  aeaple  Views 

But  like  a  Cloyftrefs  flie  will  veiled  walk, 

And  toater  once  a  t)ay  her  Chambers  round 

With  Eye-ofFendi0g  Brine:  All  this  to  feafim 

A  Brother's  dead  Love,  which  ftjP  would  teep  (rcffi 

And  lading  in  her  fad  Remembrance. 

Dmkf.  O  (he  that  hath  a  Heart  of  this  fine  Frame, 

To  pay  this  Debt  of  Love  but  to  a  Brother, 

How  will  (he  love,  when  the  rich  golden  Shaft 

Hath  kiird  the  Flock  of  all  Affeaioni  elfe 
(  That  live  in  her  I  When  Liver,  Brain,  and  Heart, 

Thefe  foveraign  Thrones,  are  al(  fupply'd,  and  fill'd 

Her  fweet  Perfc&ions  witfi  one felt- fame  King: 

AwaJ  before  me,  to  fweet  Beds  of  Flowers, 

Love  Thoughts  lye  rich,  when  canopy'd  with  Bowers. 

[Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E   II.     ihe  Street. 

JSjmt  Viola,  a  Captain  and  Sailors. 
Flo.  What  Country,  Friends*  jsthis/ 
Cap.  This  is  ftljrid,  Lady* 

Vio*  And  ^hat  flioukj  I  do  mllljriai 
My  Brother  he  is  in  Eliz,i#m. 
Perchance  he  is  not  drown'd  j  what  think  you,  Sailors? 

Cap.  It  is  perchance  that  you  your  ftlf  were  fav'd. 

Vio.  O  my  poor  Brother!  And fo  perchance  ipay  he  be. 

Cap.  True,  Madam;  and  to  comfort  you  with  Chance* 
Affure  your  felf,  after  our  Ship  did  fplit, 
When  you,  and tho'fe  poor  Number  faved  with  you,- 

Hung 
• 


r  Hung  on  your  driving  Boat:  I  faw  your  Brother, 
f  Moft  provident  in  Peril,,  bind  himfetf, 
\  Courage  and  Hope  both  reaching  him  the  Prrftice, 
To  i  ftrong  Maft  that  If  v'd  upon  the  Sea, 
Where  like  Orion  on  the  Dplphia's  fyck* 
I  faw  him  hold  Acquaintance  yrith  the  Waves* 
So  long  as  I  could  (ee. 

Vto.  For  faying  fo>  there's  GoW  : 
Mine  own  Efcape.  unfotdeth  to  my  Hope, 
Whereto  thy  Speech  ferves  for  Authority, 
The  like  of  him,     Know'ft   thou  this  Country? 

Cap.  Ay,  Madam,  wellj  for  I  wa*  bred  *m  bora 
Not  three  Hours  Travel  from  th|$  very  Place* 
Vio.  Who  governs  here? 

Cap.  A  noble  Duke  in  Nature,  %s  in  Name.  ) 

Vio.  What  is  his  Name  I 
Cap.  Orjmo. 

Vio.  Orfim  1 1  have  heard  my  Father  Name  him, 
He  was  a  Batchcllor  them 

Cap.  And  (q  is  now,  or  wa?  fo  very  late; 
For  bMt  a  Month  ago  J  went  from  hence. 
And  then  'twtf  frefh  in  Murmur,  as  you  know  * 

What  great  ones  do,  the  It fs  will  prattle  ofc  £ 
That  he  did  feck  the  Love  of  fair  Olivia. 
Vio.  Whafs  (he? 

Gap.  A  virtuous  Maid,  the  Daughter  of  a  Coftfir, 
That  dy'd  fome  twelve  Months  fince,  then  leaving  her 
In  the  Protection  of  his  Son,  her  Brother, 
Who  fliortly  alfo  dy'd;  fox  whofe  dear  Love* 
They  fay,  (he  had  abjur'd  the  Sight 
And  Company  of  Men. 

Vto,  O  that  I  ferv'd  rhae  Lady, 
A^d  might  npt  be  d^liver'd  to  the  World, 
'  Tiii  I  had  made  mine  own  Qccafion  mellow 
What  my  Eftate  is. 

Cap.  That  were  hard  to  compafs, 
B  caufe  (he  will  admit  no  kind  of  Suit, 
No.  not  the  Duke's. 

Vio.  There  is  a  fair  Behavior  in  thee,  Captain; 
And  tho*  that  Nature,  with  a  beauteous  Wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  Pollution  \  yet  of  thee, 
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I  will  believe  ttiour  haft  aJMind  that  fuits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  Chara&er. 
I  prethee,  and  Til  pay  thee  bounteoufly, 
Conceal  me  what  1  am,  and  be  my  Aid, 
For  fuch  Difguife  as  haply  (hall  become 
TheForm  of  my  Intent.  I'll  ferve  this  Duke, 
Thou  (halt  preient  me  as  an  Eunuch  to  hi  on, 
It  may  be  Worth  thy  Pains;  for  I  can  fing, 
And  (peak  to  him  in  many  forts  of  Mufick, 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  Service. 
What  elfe  may  hap,  to  Time  I  will  commit* 
Only  fhape  thou  thy  Silence  to  my  Wit. 

Cap.  Be  you  his  Eunuch,  and  your  Mute  I'll  be, 
When  my  Tongue  .blabs,  then  let  mine  Eyes  not  fie. 

ffc,  I  thank  thee;  lead  me  on.  [Extwa* 

SCENE    III.    Olivia  /  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  M^ria*     i 

Sir  To.  What  aPlague  means  my  Neeceto  take  the  Death 
of  her  Brother  thus?  I  am  fure  Care's  an  Enemy  to  Life. 

Mar..  By  my  Troth*  Sir  Toby,  you  muft  come  in  earlier 
a  Nights ;  your  Coufin,  my  Lady,  takes  great  Exceptions  to 
your  ill  Hobrs. 

Sir  To.  Why  let  her  except,  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay*  but  you  muft  confine  your  felf  within  the  mo* 
deft  Limits  of  Order. 

Sir  To.  Confine  ?  Til  confine  thy  felf  no  finer  than  I  am; 
thefe  Clothes  are  good  enough  tor  drink  in,  and  fo  be  thefe 
Boots  too  j  and  they  be  not,  let  them  hang  themfelves  in  their 
own  Strap*. 

Afar.  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you  y  I  heard 
my  Lady  talk  of  it  Yefterday,  and  of  a  foohfti  Knight  that 
you  brought  in  one  Night  hcr°,  to  be  her  Wooer  / 

Sir  To.  Who,  Sir  Andrew  Agne-chtck} 

Mar.  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To.  He's  as  tall  a  Man  as  any's  in  Illjri*. 

Mar.  What's  thitto  th*  Purpofe/ 

Sir  To.  Why,  he  has  three  thoufand  Ducats  a  Year. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  ha^e  but  a  Year  in  alt  thefe  Ducats  \ 
He's  a  very  Fool,  and  a  Prodigal. 

Sr 
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Sir  To.  Fie,  that  you'll  fay  fo  :  He  plays  o'th'  Viol-de- 
<5ambo,  and  ipeaks  three  or  four  Languages  Word  for 
Word  without  Book,  and  hath  all  the  good  Gifts  of  Na- 
ture. 

Mar.  He  hath  indeed,  almoft  natural,  for  befides  that 

t  he's  a  Fool,  he'sa  great  Quarreller ;  and  but  that  he  hath  the  Gift 

of  a  Coward  to  allay  the  Guft  he  hath  in  Quarrelling,  'tis 

thought  among  the  Prudent,  he  would  quickly  have  the  Gift 

of  a  Grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  Hand  they  are  Scoundrels  and  Subftra&ors 
that  fay  fo  of  him.     Who  are  they? 

Mat.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly  in 
your  Company. 

Sir  To.  With  drinking  Healths  to  my  Neece  :  111  drink 
to  her  as  long  as  there  is  a  Paffage  in  my  Throat,  and 
Drink  in  IUjria.  He's  a  Coward  and  a  Coyftril  that  will 
not  drink  to  my  Neece  'till  his  Brains  turn  o'th'  Toe  like  a 
Parifti  Top.  What  Wench  ?  Caftitiano  vnlgo;  for  h;re  comes 
Sir  Andrew  Agne-face. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Sir  Toby  BtUh!  How  now,  Sir  Toby  Belch  ? 

Sir  To.  Sweet  Sir  Andrew* 

Sir  And.  Blefs  you,  fair  Shrew. 

May.  And  you  too,  Sir. 

Sir  To.  Accoft,  Sir  Andrew,  accoft. 

Sir  And.  What's  that  f 

Sir  To.  My  Neece's  Chamber-maid. 
»     Sir  And.  Good  Miftrefs  Accoft,  I  defire  better  Acquain- 
tance. 

Mar.  My  Name  is  Mary,  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Good  Miftrefs  Mary  accoft. 
*  Sir  To.  You  miftake,  Knight:  Accoft  is,  front  her,  board 
her,  woe  her,  aflail  her. 

Sir  And.1.  By  my  Troth,  I  would  noj  undertake  her  ip 
this  Company.  Is  that  the  Meaning  of  Accoft  ? 

Mar.  Fare  you , well,  Gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  And  thou  let  her  part  fo,  Sir  Andrew,  would  thou 
migh'ft  never  draw  Sword  again. 

Sir  And.  And  you  part  fo,  Miftrefs,  I  would  I  might  ne- 
ver draw  Sword  again.  Fair  Lardy,  do  you  think  you  have 
Fools  in  Hand  \ 

Mar 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ LC     _  ' 


%  1 6  Twelftb-Nigbt  j  #y 

Mar.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  hy  th5  Hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry  but  you  (hall  have,  and  here's  my  Hand. 

Msr.  Now,  Sir,  Thought  is  free  t  I  pray  you  bring  your 
Hand  to  th9  Buttery  Bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And.  Wherefore,  fweet  Heart  f  What's  your  Meta- 
phor ? 

A4*r.  It's  dry,  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Why,  I  think  fo  :  I  am  not  fuch  an  Af>,  but  I 
.can  keep  my  Hand  dry.  But  wnat's  your  Jeft  / 

Mat .  A  dry  Jeft,  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Are  you  full  of  them  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  them  at  my  Finger  Ends:  Marry, 
-now  1  let  go  your  Hand,  I  am  barren,  [Exit  Maria* 

Sir  To.  O  Knight,  thou  lack**  a  Cup  of  Canary:  When 
<iid  I  fee  jrhee  fo  put  down? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  Life,  I  think,  unlefs  you  fee  Ca- 
nary jnir  down:  Methrnks,  fometimes  I  have  no  rx>ore  Wit 
*han  a  Cnriftian,  or  an  ordinary  Mm  has;  but  J  am  a  great 
Eater  of  Beef,  and  I  believe  that  do's  harm  to  my  Wit. 

Sir  To.  No  Qiieftiort, 

Sir  And.  And  I  thought  that  Td  forfwear  it.  Ill  fids 
home,  to  Morrow,  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Pur?quojy  my  dear  Knight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  is  pttr-cjuoj  ?  Do,  or  not  do  ?  I  would  I 
had  beftowed  that  time  in  the  Tongues,  that  I  have  in  Fin- 
ding, Dancing,  and  Bear-baiting  :  O  had  I  but  followed 
jt he  Arts. 
..   Sir  To.  Then  hadft  thou  fud  an  excellent  Herd  of  Hair, 

Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  Hair? 

ISir  To.  Pjft  Queflhn,  for  thou  feeft  it  will  not  cool  my 
♦Narure.  ' 

•Err  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't  not/ 

'Sir  To.  Excellent,  it  hangs  lilce  Flax  on  a  Diftaflf;  and 
I  hope  to  fee  a  Houfewife  take  thee  between  her  Legs,  and 
fpin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  Fairh  Ml  home  to  Morrow,  Sir  Tobjy  your  Neece 
will  nor  be  fen,  c  if  (he  be,  it's  four  to  o^e  the'll  rone  of 
pe  :  I  h.  Duke  himMf  here  bird  by,  wooes    nrr. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  o'trT  Duke,  (he'll  not  match  above  her 
Degree,  neirher  in  Efhrc,  Years,  nor  Wit}  "I  have  heard 
jher  fwca*.  Tut,  tlicrc'a  Lif^  in\-  M„n. 

Sir  And. 
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Sir  And*  Pll  ftiy  t  Month  hpgtu  I  am  a  Fdlaw  o'th'ftrangeft 
Mind  i'th*  World:  I  delight  in  Masks  and  Revels  foma- 
times  altogether. 

Sir  To*  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  Kick-ftiaws,  Knight  t 

Sir  And.  As  any  Man  in  Illyria,  whatfoever  he  be,  under 
the  Degree  of  my  Betters,  and  yet  I  will  not  compare  with 
an  old  Man* 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  Excellence  in  a  Galliard,  Knight? 

Sir  And.  Faith,  I  can  cut  a  Caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  Mutton  to'f. 

Sir  And.  And  I  think  I  have  the  Back-trick,  {imply  as 
ftrong  a*  sfny  Man  in  Illjria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid  ?  Wherefore  have 
thefe  ©ifts  a  Curtain  before  'em?  Are  they  like  to  take  Dufty 
like  Miftrefs  Malls  PiQure?  Why  dolt  thou  not  go  to 
Church  in  a  Galliard,  and  come  home  in  a  Carranto;  My 
very  Walk  fhould  be  a  Jig!  I  would  not  fo  much  as  mike 
Water  but  in  a  Sink-a-pace:  What  doft  thou  mean?  Is  it 
a  World  to  hide  Virtues  in?  I  did  not  think,  by  the  Excel- 
lent Conftitution  of  thy  Leg,  it  was  fbrm'd  under  the  Star 
of  a  Galliard. 

Ser  And.  Ay,  'tis  ftrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well  in  a . 
dam'd-colour'd  Stocken.  Shall  we  fit  about  fome  Revels/ 

Sir  To.  What  ihall  we  do  elfe;  were  we  not  born  under 
Taurus? 

Sir  And.  Taurusl  That's  Sides  and  Heart. 

Sir  To.  No,  Sir,  it  it  Legs  and  Thighs.  Let  me  fee  thee. 
Caper,  Ha,  higher :  Ha,  ha,  excellent.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV-    The  Palace. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola  in  Maris  Attire. 

Val  If  the  Duke  continue  thefe  Favours  towards  yoij, 
Cefario,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanced;  he  hath  known, 
you  but  three  Days,   and  already  you  are  no  Stranger. 

Vi:  You  either  fear  his  Humour,  or  roy  Negligence, 
that  you  call  in  queftion  the  Continuance  of  his  Love.  Is 
he  tnconftant,  S.r,  in  his  Favours  I 

Y*al.  No,  believe  me. 

Er,t§r 
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Enter  Duke,  Curio,  and  AtUniAnrs. 

Vie.  I  thank  you:  Here  comes  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Who  faw  Cefarie,  hoa? 

Vie.  On  your  Attendance,  my  Lord,  here. 

Duke.  Stand  you  a  while  ak*f.     Ccfarie, 
Thou  know'ft  no  lefs,  but  all:  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  the  Book  even  erf  my  fecret  Soul. 
Therefore,  good  Youth,  addrefs  thy  Gate  unto  her, 
Be  not  deny'd  Accefs,  Hand  at  her  Doors, 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  Foot  (hall  grow 
•Till  thou  have  Audience, 

Vie.  Sure,  my  noble  Lord, 
If  (he  be  Co  abandoned  to  her  Sorrow 
As  it  is  fpoke,  Jhe  never  will  admit  me. 

Dul^e.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  Bounds, 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  Return. 

V$o.  Say  I  do  fpeak  with  her,  my  Lord,  what  theft  ? 

Duke.  O  then,  unfold  the  Paffion  of  my  Love, 
Surprize  her  with  Difcourfe  of  my  dear  Faith  j 
It  lhall  become  thee  well  to  aft  my  Woes ; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  Youth, 
Than  in  a  Nuncio's  of  more  grave  Afpcft. 

Vio.  I  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Dear  Lad,  believe  it: 
For  they  (hall  yet  beiid  thy  happy  Years, 
That  fay  thou  art  a  Man:  Diana's  Lip 
Is  not  more  fmooth,  and  rubious;  thy  fmall  Pipe 
Is  as  the  Maiden's  Organ,  (hrill  and  found, 
And  all  is  fembJative  a  Woman's  Part* 
I  know  thy  Constellation  is  right  apt 
Fortius  Affair:  Some  fouro/five  attend  him, 
AH  if  you  will ;  For  I  my  felf  am  beft 
When  leaft  in  Company.  Piofper  well  in  this, 
And  thou  (halt  live  as  freely  as  thy  Lord, 
To  call  his-Fortunes  tlvne. 

Vie.  Ill  do  my  beft 
To  woo  your  Lady,  yet  a  barf  j1  Sri  ik, 
Who-i'tr  I  woo,  my  fclf  would  be  his  Wife.         [Exemut. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  V.    Olivia'*  Houfc. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  cither  cell  me  where  thou  haft  been,  or  I 
will  not  open  my  Lips  fo  wide  as  a  Brittle  may  enter  in  way  of 
thy  Excufe$  my  Lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy  Abfence. 

Clo.  Let  her  hang  me;  he  that  is  well  hang'd  in  this 
World  needs  fear  no  Colours. 

Mar.  Make  that  good. 

Ctc.  He  (hall  Tee  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  Lenten  Anfwer:  I  can  tell  thee  where  that 
faying  was  born,  of  I  fear  no  Colour?. 

Clo.  Where,  good  Miftrefs  Maty  * 

Mar.  In  the  Wars*,  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to  fay  in 
your  Foolery. 

Clo.  Well,  (Sod  give  them  Wifdom that  have  it;  andthofe 
that  are  Fools  let  them  ufe  their  Talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long  abfent, 
or  to  be  turn'd  away,  it  not  this  as  good  as  a  hanging  to 
you? 

Clo.  Many  a  good  Hanging  prevents  a  bad  Marriage;  and 
for  turning  away,  let  Summer  bear  it  out* 

May.  You  are  refblute  thtn?  -„ 

Clo.  Not  fo  neither,  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two  Points. 

Mar.  That  if  one  break  the  other  will  hold;  or.  if  both 
break,  your  (Saskingi  fall. 

Clo.  Apt  in  good  Faith,  very  apt:  Well,  go  thy  way,  if 
Sir  Tobj  would  leave  Drinking,  thou  wert  as  witty  a  Piece 
of  Jsttf's  Flelh,  as  any  in  Illjria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  Rogue,  no  more  o'that:  Herecdmcsmy 
Lady;  make  your  Excufe  wifely  you  were  beft. 

Enter  Olivia  rfi^Malvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good  Fooling ; 
thofe  Wits  that  think  they  hive  thee,  do  very  oft  prove 
Fools  ;*ud  I  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee,  may  pafs  for  a  wife 
Man.  Fdr  what  fays  Qjninapalns,  Better  a  wjtty  Fool  than 
a  foolifh  Wit.  God  bleis  thee,  Lady, 

OH.  Take  the  Fool  away.      . 

Clo.  Do  you  not  hear,  Fellows,  takeaway  the  Lady. 

:-'->  "  on. 
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Oti.  Go  to,  y'atfe  a  dry  Fool;  Hi  oo  more  of  you;  boj 
fides  you  grow  diihoneft. 

C/*.  Two  Faults,  M*Jkn*i  that  Drifik  and  good  Counfcl 
will  amend)  for  give  the  dry  Fool  Drink,  then  is  the  Fool 
not  dry.  Bid  the  diflioneft  Man  mend  himfelf ;  if  he  mendthe  is 
no  longer  difhOQeft,  if  he  cannot,  let  the  Botcher  mend  him. 
Any  thing  that's  mended  is  but  patched:  Virtue  that  tranf- 
grcfles  is  but  patch'd  with  Sin,  and  Sin  that  amends  is  but 
patch' d  with  Virtue*  If  that  this  fimple  Sillogifno  willferve, 
foj  if  it  will  not,  what  Remedy}  as  there  is  no  true  Cuckold 
but  Calamity,  fo  Beauty's  a  Flower:  The  Lady  bad  takea- 
way the  Fool,  therefore  I  fay  again,  take  her  away. 

Oti.  Sir,  I  bad  them  take  away  you* 

Go.  Mifprifion  in  the  higheft  Degree.  Lady,  Cmcullns  mon 
facte  monA€h*m\  that  as  much  as  to  fay,  as  I  were  not  mot- 
ley in  my  Brain:  Good  Madans,  give  me  leave  to  prove 
you  a  Fool. 

Oti.  Can  you  do  it?  < 

Cle>  Dexteroufly,  good  Madona. 

Oti.  Make  your  iProof. 

Co.  I  muft  catechize  you  for  it,  Madon^  Good  my  Moufe 
of  Virtue  anfwer. 

Oti.  Well,  Sir,  for  want  of  other  Idlenefs,  111  bide  your 
Proof. 

do.  Good  MadonAj  why  mourn'ft  thou? 

O/i.  Good  Fool,  for  my  Brother's  Death. 

Go.  I  think  his  Soul  is  in  Hell,  M*don*. 

Oti.  I  know  his  Soul  is  in  Heaven,  Fool. 

Clo.  The  more  Fool  you,  Mtdan*,  to  mourn  for  your 
Brother's  Soul  being  in  Heaven :  Take  away  the  Fool,  'Gen- 
tlemen. 

Oti.  What  think  you  of  this  Fool,  Mahotio,  doth  he  not 
mend  ? 

Mat.  Yes,  and  frail  do,  'till  the  Bang*  of  Death  lhake 
him.  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  Wife,  doth  ever  make  the 
better  Fool. 

C/0.  God  fend  you*  Sir,  a  fpeedy  Infirmity,  fr£  die  better 
incr&fing  your  Folly;  Sir  Toby  will  befworn  th&  I  am  no 
Fox,  but  he  will  not  pafs  his  Word  for  two  Pe$ce  that  you 
are  no  Fool. 

Qti. 
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©/;.  How  fiy  y*u  to  that,  Malvttit? 
MaL  I  marvel  your  Lady  (hip  takesJDelight  in  fuch  a  bar- 
ren Rafcal ;  I  6w  him  put  down  the  other  Day  with  an  or- 
dinary Fool -thai  has  no  more  Brains  than  a  Stohe.  Look 
you  now,  he's  out  of  his  Guard  already  ;  unlcfs  you  laugh 
and  minifter  OccafiM  tb  hi*,  he  is  gaggU  I  protfcft  I  take 
thefe  wife  Men  that  crow  fo  at  thefe  fet  kind  of  Fools,  no 
better  than  the  Fools  Zanies.  "■        » 

Ott.'O  you  arefickofSelfbve,  MdvoU*>  and  lift*  with 
a  diftempcrd  Appetites  To  be  generous,  guiltlefs,  and  of 
free  Difpofition,  is  to  take  thafe  things  for  Bird-bolts  that 
you  deem  Candn-Balkts:  There  is  no  Slander  in  an  altew'd 
Fool*  though  he  dd  nothing  but  tail;  nor  no  railing  in  a 
known  difcreet  Man,  though  he  do  flothing  but  reprove. 

CU.  Now  Mercury  indie  thee  with  learning,  for  thou 
fpeak'ft  well  of  Fools. 

Enter  Maria. 
Mm.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  Gate  a  young  Gentleman 
much  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Oik  From. the  Count  Orfim  is  it?    . 
Mar.  I  know  not,  Madam*  'tis  a  fair  young  Man,  and 
well  attended. 

OIL  Who  of  my  People  hold  him  in  delay* 
Mar.  Sir  Toty  Madam,  your  Kinfman. 
OH.  Fetcji  him  off  I  pray  you,  he  fpeaks  nothing  but  Mad- 
man: Fie  on  him.    Go  you,  Malvolie\  if  ft  be  a  Suit  from 
the  Count,  I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home.     What  you  will  to 
dtfinifsit.  "  u^MaIwl|o. 

Now  fee,  Sir,  how  your  fooling  grows  old,  and  People  dif- 

<  litrp  |f 

do.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us,  Madona*  asif  thyeld*ft  Sen 
fliould  be  a  Fool:  whofe  Scull  Jove  cram  with  Brains,  for 

here  he  comes. 

Enter  Sir Toby. 
One  of  thy  Kin  has  a  moft  weak  Pia  mater. 

Oli.  By  mine  Honour  half  diiuik.    Wh|t  is  he  at  the 
Gate,  Coufin/ 

Sir  To.  A  Gentleman. 

OH.  A  Gentleman?  Wha$  Gentleman/ 

Sir  T*. 
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Sir  To.  *Tis  a  Gentleman  here.  A  Plague  o'ckefe  pickle 
Herring:  How  now,  Sot? 

Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby. 

Oli.  Coufin,  Coufin,.  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by  this 
Lethargy! 

Sir  To.  Letchery,  I  defic  Letchery:  Theft's  one  at  the 
Gate. 

Oli.  Ay  marry,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  Devil  and  he  will*  I  care  note 
©ive  me  Faith*  fay  I,  Well,  it's  all  one*  [Exit. 

Oli.  What's  a  drunken  Man  like,  fool? 

Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  Man,  a  Fool,  and  a  Madman:  One 
Draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  Fool,  the  fecond  mads  him, 
and  a  third  drowns  him. 

Oli.  @o  thou  and  feck  the  Coroner,  and  let  him  lit  o* 
my  Coz;  for  he's  irt  the  third  Degree  of  Drink;  he's  drown'd; 
go  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  Mado**,  and  the  Fool  fliilllook 
to  the  Madman.  [Exit  Clew*. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  yond  young  Fellow  fwears  he  will  fpeak 
with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  fick,  he  takes  on  him  to 
underftand  fo  much,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you. 
I  told  him  you  were  afleep,  he  feems  to  have  a  Fore-know- 
ledge of  that  too,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you. 
What  is  to  be  faid  to  him.  Lady  t  he's  fortified  againft  any 
Denial. 

Oli.  Tell  him  he  (hall  not  fpeak  with  me. 

MaU  Ha's  been  told  To;  and  he  fays  he'll  fland  at  your 
Door  like  a  Sheriff's  Poft,  and  be  the  Supporter  to  a  Bench, 
but  he'll  fpeak  with  you. 

Oli.  What  kind  o'  Man  is  he? 

Mai.  Why,  of  Mankind. 

Oli.  What  manner  of  Man  / 

Mat.  Of  very  ill  Manners  £  he'll  fpeak  with  you,  will  you 
or  no. 

Oli.  Of  what  Perfcnage  and  Years  is  he. 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  Man,  nor  young  enough 
for  a  Boy ;  as  a  SquaQi  is  before  Vis  a  Peafcod,  or  a  Codling 
when  'tis  almoft  an  Apple:  'tis  with  him  in  (landing  Water, 
between  Boy  and  Man.    He  is  very  well-favour'd,    and  he 
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fpeak*  very  ftirewiftily;  one  would  think  bis  MotEei  *s  Milk 
were  farce  out  of  him. 

Oti.  Lee  bim  approach;  Call  in  my  Gentlewoman. 

Md.  (gentlewoman,  my  Lady  calls.  [ExiK 

Enter  Maria. 

Oti.  Givtf  me  my  Vail:  Come,  throw  it  o'er  my  Face; 
We'll  once  more  bear  Orfino's  Embaffy. 
Enter  Viola. 

PU.  The  honourable  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  which  is  (he? 

Oli.  Speak  to  me,  I  fliall  anfwer  for  her:   Your  Will  f 

Flo*  Moft  radiant,  exquifite,  and  unnutcbable  Beauty — I 
pray  you  tell  me  if  this  be  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  for  I 
never  faw  her.  I  would  be  loath  to  caft  away  my  Speech  ; 
for  betides  that  it  is  excellently  well  penn'd,  I  have  taken 
great  Pains  to  con  ft.  Good  Beauties,  let  me  fuftain  no 
4  Scorn;  I  am  very  Comptible,  eventotheleaftfinifterUfage. 

Oli.  Whence  came  you,  Sir  i 

Pio.  I  can  fay  little  more  than  I  have  ftudied,  and  that 
Queftion's  out  of  my  Part.  Good  gentle  one,  give  memo- 
deft  Affurance,  if  you  be  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  that  I 
may  proceed  in  Speech. 

Oli.  Are  you  a  Comedian  ? 

Pio.  No,  my  profound  Heartland  yer,  by  thefvery  Pangs 
of  Malice,  I  fwear,  I  am  not  that  I  play.  Are  you  the  La? 
dy  of  the  Houfe? 

Oti.  If  I  do  not  ufurp  my  felf,  I  am. 

Pio.  Moft  certain,  if  you  are  flie,  you  do  ufurp  your  felf  j 
for  what  is  yours  to  beftow,  is  not  yours  to  reserve;  But 
this  is  from  my  Commiffion.  I  will  on  with  my  Speech  in 
your  Praife,  and  then  (hew  you  the  Heart  of  my  Meflage. 
,  Oti.  Come  to  what  is  important  inY:  I  forgive  you  the 
Praife. 

Pio.  Alas,  I  took  great  Pains  to  ftudy  it,  and  'tis  poe- 
tical. 

Oli.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feign'd.  I  pray  youxkeep 
it  in.  I  heard  you  were  fawcy  at  my  Gates,  and  allow'd 
your  Approach  rather  to  wonder  at  you  than  to  hear  you. 
If  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone  \  if  you  have  Reafon,  be  brief; , 
*ti*  not  the  time  of  the  Moon  with  me,  to  make  one  in  fo 
skipping  a  Dialogue. 

Vol.IL  Bb  Marl 
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Mar.  Will  you  hoift  Sail,  Sir,  here  lyes  your  way. 

Flo.  No,  good  Swabber,  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little  longer^ 
Some  mollification  for  your  Giant,  fweet  Lady:  Tell  me 
your  Mind,  I  am  a  MefTenger, 

OIL  Sure  you  have  fome  hideous  Matter  to  deliver,  when 
the  Curtefie  of  it  is  to  fearful*    Speak  your  Office* 

Fto.  It  alone  concerns  your  Ear.  I  bring  no  Overture  of 
War,  no  Taxations  of  Homage ;  I  hold  the  Olive  in  my 
Hand :  My  Words  are  as  full  of  Peace  as  Matter* 

Oli.  Yet  you  began  rudely.    What  are  you? 
What\  would  you  / 

Fio.  The  Rudenefs  that  hath  ap;ear*d  in  me  have  Ueam'd 
from  my  Entertainment,  What  I  am,  and  what  1  would,  are 
as  fecret  a*  a  Maiden-head;  to  your  Ears,  Divinity;  to  any 
others,  Prophanatioo. 

OIL  Give  us  the  Place  alone  [Exit  Maria. 

We  will  hear  this  Divinity.  Now,  Sir,  what  is  your  Text 

Flo.  Moft  fweet  Lady. 

Oli.  A  comfortable  Do&rine,  and  much  may  be  faid  of 
it.     Where  lye*  the  Text  f 

Fto.  In  Orfino%%  Bolbm* 

Oli.  In  his  Bof  >m  /  In  what  Chapter  of  his  Bofom? 

Ft*.  To  anfwer  by  the  Method,  in  the  fir  ft  of  his  Heart. 

Oli.  O,  I  have  read  it,  it  is  Herefy.  Have  younomore 
to  fay  / 

Fto.  Good  Madam  let  me  fee  your  Face. 

Oli.  Have  you  any  Commiffion  from  yourLprdto  nego- 
tiate with  my  Face?  You  are  now  out  of  your  Text  $  but 
we  will  draw  the  Curtain,  and  (hew  you  the  Pi&ure.  Lool 
you,  Sir,  fuch  a  one  I  was  this  prefent:  Is't  not  well; 
dene?  #  \jJnvtiU*k 

Fto.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Oli*  'Tis  in  grain,  Sir,  *cwill  endure  Wind  and  Wea- 
ther. 

Fto.  Tis  Beauty  truly  blent,  whoferedand  white, 
Nature's  own  fweet  and  cunning  Hand  hid  on : 
Lady,  you  are  the  cruell'ft  She  alive, 
If  you  will  lead  thefe  Graces  to  the  Grave, 
And  leave  the  World  no  Copy. 

Oli.  O,  Sir,  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted:   I  will  gr 
out  divers  Schedules  of  my  Beauty.  It  (hall  be  in*entorie< 
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and  every  Panicle  and  Utenfil  labell'd  to  my  Will.  As, 
Item%  two  Lips  indifferent  red.  Item%  two  grey  Eyes,  with 
Lids  to  them*  lttm>  One  Neck,  one  Chin,  and  fo  forth. 
Were  you  fent  hither  to  praife  me? 

W0.  I  fee  you  what  yon  are,  you  are  tooyproudi 
But  if  you  were  the  Pevilf  you  are  fair* 
My  Lord  and  Matter  loves  you:  O  fuch  Love . 
Could  be  but  recompenc'd,  tho*  you  were  crown'd 
The  Non*pareil  of  Beauty* 

OH.  How  does  he  love  me  f 

VU.  With  Adorations,  fertile  Tears, 
With  ©roans  that  thtfoder  Love,  with  Sighs  of  Fire. 

Oli.  Your  Lord  de's  know  my  Mind,  I  cannot  love  him  } 
Yet  I  fuppofe  him  Virtuous  know  him  Noble, 
Of  great  Eftate,  of  frefli  and  ftainlefj  Youth; 
In  Voices  well  divulg'd,  free,  karn'c^  ^nd  valiant, 
And  in  Dimenfioi?,  and  the  Shape  qf  Nature, 
A  gracious  Perfon;  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him; 
He  might  have  took  his  AnfWer  long  ago. 

Fio*  If  I  did  love  you  in  *jiy  Matter's  Flame, 
With  fuch  a  SufPring,  fuch  a  deadly  Life : 
In  your  Denial  I  would  find  no  Senfe, 
I  would  not  undcrftand  it* 

01$.  Why,  what  would  you  do? 

Vto.  Make  me  a  Willow  Cabin  at  your  Gate, 
And  call  upon  my  Soul  within  theHoule; 
Write  lpyal  Cantons  of  contcmped  Love, 
And  fing  them  bud  even  in  the  Dead  of  Night: 
Hollow  your  Name  to  the  reverberate  Hills, 
Ap4  make  the  babling  Goflip  of  the  Air 
Cry  out,  Olivta:  O  you  ftiould  not  reft 
Between  the  Elements  of  Air  and  Earth, 
But  you  ftiould  pity  me. 

Oli.  You  might  do  much : 
What  is  your  Parentage? 

Via .  Above  my  Fortunes*  yet  my  State  is  well : 
I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Oli.  Get  you  to  your  Lord; 
1  cannot  love  him:  Let  him  fend  no  more, 
Untefsj  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again. 

Bb  z  T* 
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To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it ;  fare  you  well: 
I  thank  you  for  your  Pains-,  fpend  this  for  me. 

fro.  I  am  no  Fee'd-poft,  Lady;  keep  your Purfe : 
My  Matter,  not  my  {elf,  lacks  Recompence. 
Love  make  his  Heart  of  Flint,  that  you  (hall  love, 
And  let  your  Fervour  like  my  Matter's  be, 
Plac'd  in  Contempt :  Farewel,  fair  Cruelty.  [Exit* 

Oli .  What  is  jpur  Parentage? 
Above  my  Fortunes,  yet  my  State  is  well: 

I  am  a  Gentleman PU  befwom  thou  art. 

Thy  Tongue,  thy  Face,  thy  Limb,  Aftionsj  and  Spirit 

Do  give  thee  five-fold  Blazon not  too  faft fofc,  foft, 

Unlefs  the  Mafter  were  the  Man.    How  now  t 
Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  Plague  ? 
Methinks  I  feel  this  Youth's  Perfeftions, 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtil  Stealth 
To  creep  in  at  mine  Eyes.    Well,  let  it  be— 
What  hoa,  Malvolio. 

Enter  Malvolio* 

Mai.  Here,  Madato,  at  your  Service. 

OIL  Run  after  that  fame  peevifti  Meffenger, 
The  Duke's  Man;  he  left  this  Ring  behind  him; 
Would  I,  or  toot :  Tell  him,  Til  none  of  it. 
Dcfire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  Lord, 
Nor  hold  him  up  with  Hopes,  I  am  not  for  him ! 
If  that  the  Youth  will  come  this  way  to  Morrow, 
111  give  him  Reafon  for't  by  thee,  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  I  will.  [£**> 

Oli.  I  do,  I  know  not  what,  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  Eye  too  great  a  Fhtterer  for  my  Mind: 
Fate,  (hew  thy  Force,  our  felves  we  do  not  owe ; 
What  is  decreed  muft  b* ;  and  be  this  fo.  [£*&, 
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ACT   II.     SCENEI. 

SCENE  the  Street. 

Enter  Antonio  and Sebaftian. 

Anu  \T7ILL  you  ftay  no  longer  ?  Nor  will  you  notth«t 
V V     I  go  with  you  t 

Seb.  By  your  Patience,  no:  My  Stars  (hine  darkly  over 
me;  the  Malignancy  of  my  Fate,  might  perhaps  diltemper 
yours;  therefore  I  crave  of  you  your  leave,  that  I  may  bear 
my  Evils  alone, .  It  were  a  bad  recompence  for  your  Love, 
to  Jay  any  of  them  on  you. 

Ant.  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are  bound. 

Seb.  No  footh,Sir,  my  determinate  Voyage  is  meer  ex- 
travagancy ;  But  I  perceive  in  you  fo  excellent  a  Touch  of 
Modeljy,  that  you  will  not  extort  from  me  what  1  am 
willing  to  keep  in,  therefore  it  chargers  me  in  Manners  the 
rather  to  exprefs  my  felf:  You  muft  know  of  me  th£n,  An* 
tojfiof  my  Nartie  is  Seba/lian,  which  I  caird  Sodorigo%  my 
Father  was  that  Sebtftim  of  Atefaline,  whom  I  know  you 
have  heard  ok  He  left  behind  him,  my  felf,  and  a  Sifter, 
both  born  in  one  Hour  $  if  the  Heavens  had  been  pleas'd, 
would  we  had  fo  ended :  But  you,  Sir,  alter'd  that,  forfome 
Hours  before  you  took  me  from  the  Breach  of  the  Sea,  was 
my  Sifter  drewn'd. 

Ant.  Alas  the  Day ! 

Seb.  A  Lady,  Sir,  tho'  it  was  laid  Hie  much  refembled 
n^e,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful;  but  tho'  I  could 
not  with  much  eftirmble  Wonder  over-far  believe  that,  yet 
thus  far  I  will  boldly  publifh  her,  (lie  bore  a  Mind  that  En. 
vy  could  not  but  call  fair:  She  is  drown'd  already,  Sir,  with 
fait  Water,  tho'  J  feero  to  drown  her  Remembaunce  again 
with  more. 

Anu  Pardon  me,  Sir,  your  bad  Enteitainmei  t. 

Seb.  O  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  Trouble.  >  > 

Ant.  If  you  will  not  murther  mc  for  my  Love,  let  me 
be  y*ur  Servant, 
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Set.  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that  is, 
kill  him  whom  you  have  recover'd,  delire  it  not.  Fare  ye 
well  at  once,  my  Bofbm  is  full  of  Kindnefs,  and  I  am  yet 
fo  near  the  Manners  of  my  Mother,  that  upon  the  leaft  occa- 
fion  more,  mine  Eyes  will  cell  Tales  of  me:  I  am  bound  to 
the  Duke  Orjino's  Court ;  farewel.  [£*/>. 

Ant.  The  gentlenefs  of  alt  the  Gods  go  with  thee. 
1  have  made  Enemies  in  Qrfino\  Court, 
Rife  would  I  very  fhortly  fee  thee  there: 
But  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fb, 
LThat  Danger  fhall  feem  Sport,  and  I.  will  go.  [Exit. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Viola  and  Malvolio  *t  fever al  Bants. 

Mai.  Were  not  you  e'en  now  with  the  Countefs  OtiviaX 

Via*  Even  now,  Sir ;  on  a  moderate  pace,  I  have  fince  ar* 
riv'd  but  hither. 

Mai.  She  returns  this  Ring  to  you,  Sir;  you  migbt 
have  faved  me  my  Pains*  to  have  taken  it  away  your  felf. 
She  adds  moreover,  that  you  fliould  put  your  Lord  in  a 
defperate  affurance,  fhe  will  none  pf  him.  And  one  thing 
more,  that  you  be  never  fo  hardy  to  cdme  again  in  his  Af- 
fairs/ unlefs  it  be  to  report  your  Lord's  taking  of  this:  Rc« 
ceivejtfo.  , 

Ho.  She  took  the  Ring  of  me,  I'll  none  of  ir. 

Mai.  Come,  Sir,  you  peevilhly  threw  it  to  her,  and  her 
will  is,  it  fhould  befo  return'd:  If  it  be  worth  ftooping 
for,  there  it  lyes  in  your  Eye ;  if  not,  be  it  his  that  finds 
it.  \Exiu 

Flo.  I  left.no  Ring  with  her;  what  means  this  Lady  t 
Fortune  forbid  my  out  fide  have  not  charm'd  her! 
She  made  good  view  of  me,  indeed  fb  much. 
That  fure  methought  her  Eyes,  had  loft  her  Tongue, 
For  (lie  did  (peak  in  ftarts  diftra&edly : 
She  loves  me  fure,  the  cunning  of  her  Paffi  >n 
Irvites  me  in  this  churlifli  Meffenger. 
None  of  my  Lord's  Ring?  Why,  he  fent  her  note* 
I  am  the  Man — —If  it  be  fo  as  'tis, 
Poor  Lady,  (he  were  better  love  a  Dreaii)f 
Difguite,  I  fee  thou  art  a  Wickednefs, 
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Wherein  the  pregnant  Enemy  does  much. 

How  eafie  is  it,  for  the  proper  falfe 

In  Womens  waxen  Hearts  to  fee  their  Forms  f 

Alas,  our  Frailty  is  the  caufe,  not  we. 

For  fuch  as  we  are,  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be. 

How  will  this  fadge  t  My  Mafter  Joves  her  dearly. 

And  I,  poor  Monfter,  fond  as  much  on  him ; 

And  flae,  miftaken,  feems  to  dote  on  me  : 

What  will  become  of  this  /  As  I  am  a  Man, 

My  State  is  defperate  for  my  Matter's  Love; 

As  I  am  a  Woman,  now  alas  the  day, 

What  thr  if  clefs  Sighs  lhall  poor  Olivia  breathe  § 

0  Time,  thou  mud  untangle  this,  not  I, 

It  is  too  hard  a  Knot  for  me  funty,  [£at//# 

SCENE   III.     Olivia^  Eoufe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Approach  Sir  Andrew  :  Not  to  be  a-bed  after 
Midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes,  and  DUhchIo  forger  e,  thou 
know'fr. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  But  I  know* 
to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  falfe  Conclufion  :  I  hate  it  as  an  unfill'd  Can  ; 
to  be  up  after  Midnight,  and  to  go  to  Bed  then,  is  early ;  fo 
that  to  go  to  Bed  after  Midnight,  is  to  go  to  Bed  betimes. 
Does  not  our  Lives  confift  of  the  four  Elements/ 
.  Sir  And*  'Faith  fo  they  fay,  but  I  think  it  rather  confifls 
of  Eating  and  Drinking. 

Sir  To.  Th'art  a  Scholar,  let  us  therefore  eat  and  drinlr; 
Marina  I  fay,  a  ftoop  of  Wine. 

Enter  Clown. 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  Fool,  i'faith. 

Qo.  How  now  my  Hearts  ,•  did  you  never  fee  tke  pi- 
cture of  we  three? 

Sir  To.  Welcome  A&;  now  let's  have  a  Catch. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  the  Fool  has  an  excellent  Brcaft. 

1  had  rather  than,  forty  Shillings  I  had  fuch  a  Leg,  and  fo 
fweet  a  Breath  to  (lng,  as  the  Fool  has.  Infooth  thou  waft 
in  very  gracious  fooling  laft  Night,  whtn  thou*  fpok'ft  of 
Pigrogr'mim*  of  the  Vafiani  pafling  the  Equino&ial  of 
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Queubusi  'twas  very  good  i'faith  .•  I  fent  thee  fix  Pence  for 
thy  Lemon,  hadft  ft  ? 

Clo.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity ;  for  Maholio's  Nofe 
is  no  Whip-ftock.  My  Lady  has  a  white  Hand,  and  the 
Mirmidons  are  no  Bottle-Ale-houfes. 

-Sir  And.  Excellent:  Why  this  is  the  bcft  fooling,  when 
all  is  done.     Now  a  Song. 

Sio  To.  Come  on,  there  is  fix  Pence  for  you.  Let's  have 
a  Song. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  Teftrilof  metooj  if  one  Knight  give 
a- 

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  Love-fong,  or  a  Song  of  good 
Life  ? 

Sir  To.  A  Love-fong,  a  Love-fong. 
[    Sir  And.  Ay,  ay,  I  care  not  for  good  Life. 

1  Clown  Jtngs.  # 

,  O  Miftrefs  mine,  where  are  you  rowing} 

L  O  flay  and  hear,  your  true  Love's  coming, 

That  can  fing  both  high  and  low. 
Trip  no  further,  pretty  Swcrting, 
Journeys  end  in  Lovers  meeting, 
Every  wife  Maris  Son  doth  know. 

Sir  And.  Excellent  good,  'faith* 
I    Str  To.  Good,  good. 

Clo.  What  is  Love,  'tis  not  hereafter, 

Prefect  Mirth  hath  prefent  Laughter : 

Whafs  to  come,  is  ft  ill  unfure* 
In  delay  there  lyes  no  plenty, 
Then  come  kjfs  me  fweet  and  twenty  : 
Tomb's  a  Stuff  will  not  endure. 

Sir  And.  A  mellifluous  Voice,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight. 

Sir  To. .  A  contagious  Breath. 

Sir  And.  Very  (weet  and  contagious,  i'faith. 

Sir  To.  To  hear  by  the  Nofe,  it  is  Dulcet  in  Contagion. 
But  fliall  we  make  the  Welkin  dance  indeed?  Shall  we  rouze 
the  Nighr-Owl  in  a  Catch,  that  will  draw  three  Souls  out 
of  one  Weaver?  Shall  we  do  that  / 

Sir  And.  And  you  love  me,  let's  do't :  I  am  a  Dog  at-  a 
Catch,  Q*. 
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Go.  Byr  Lady,  Sir,  and  fomeDogs  will  catch  well. 

Sir  And.  Moft  certain :  Let  bur  Catch  be,  Thou  Knave. 

Clp.  Bold  thy  peace,  thorn  Knave,  Knight.  I  (hail  be  con- 
ftrain  d  in't,  to  call  thee  Knave,  Knight, 

Sir  And.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  conftrain'd  one  to 
call  me  Knave.     Begin,  Fool ,  it  begins,  Hold  thy  peace. 

CU.  I  (hall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir  And.  Good  i'faith  :  Come, begin.    {They  ling  a  Catch. 
Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  a  Catterwalling  do  you  keep  here  ?  If  my 
Lady  have  not  call'd  up  kr  Steward,  Malvolio,  and  bid 
him  turn  you  out  of  Doors,  never  truft  me. 

Sir  To.  My  Lady's  a  Cat  ay  an,  we  are  Politicians,  MaU 
volio\  a  Peg-a-Ramfcy,  and  Three  merry  Men  be  we.  Am 
not  I  Confanguinious?  Am  not  I  of  her  Blood  1  Tilly  Valley, 
Lady  I  There  dwelt  a  Man  in  Babylon,  Lady,  Lady.  [Singmg. 

Llo.  Beflirew  me,  the  Knight's  in  admirable  Fooling. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough  if  he  be  difpos'd*  and 
Co  do  I  too  :  he  does  it  with  a  better  Grace,  but  I  do  it 
more  natural. 

Sir  To.  O  Twelfth  Day  of  December.  LSin^ing. 

Mar.  For  the  loveo'God,  peace. 
Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  My  Mafters,  are  you  mad  i  Or  What  are  you  ? 
Have  you  no  Wit,  Manners,  norHonefty,  but  to  gabble  l»ke 
Tinkers  at  this  time  of  Night  t  Do  ye  make  an  Ale-houfc 
of  my  Lady's  Houfe,  that  ye  fqueak  out  your  Ccziers 
Caches  without  any  mitigation  or  remorfe  of  Vpice  i  Is 
there  110  refpeft  of  Place,  Perfbns,  nor  Time  in  you. 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time,  Sir,  in  our  Catches.  Snefck  up. 

Mai.  Sir  Toby,  I  muft  be  round  with  you.  My  Lady 
bade  me  tell  you,  that  (he  harbours  you  as  her  Kinfman, 
(he's  nothing  ally'd  to  your  Diforders.  If  you  can  feparaK 
your  felf  and  your  Mifdemeanors,  you  are  wtlcome  to  the 
Houfe  :  If  not,  and  it  would  pleale  you  to  take  leave  of  her, 
ihe  is  very  willing  to  bid  you  farewef. 
.  Sir  To.  Farewel,  dear  Heart,  (ince  I  muft  needs  be  gone. 
'  Mar.  Nay,  good  Sir  Toby. 

Go.  His  Eyes  do  flitw  his  Days  are  almoft  done. 

Mai.  Is't  even  lb  ? 

Sir  To.  But  I  will  never  dye. 
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C&.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lie. 

MaU  This  is  much  Credit  to  you* 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  bid  him  go  i  [Singing. 

do.  What  and  if  yon  do* 

Sir  To.  J&j//  /  (id  him  go,  and  /par o  notf 

Go.  O  no,  no,  nof  you  dare  nou 

Sir  To.  Ouco'tune,  Sir,  ye  lie ;  Art  thou  any  more  than 
a  Steward  ?  Doft  thou  thick,  becaufe  thou  art  virtuous,  there 
£hall  be  no  more  Cakes  and  Ale  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  Siiot  Amu  j  and  Ginger  (hall  be  hot  i'th' 
Mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  ThouVtfth"  right.  Go,  Sir,  rub  your  Chain  with 
Crams.  A  Stoop  of  Wine,  Maria. 

Mai.  MiftreJs  Mary,  if  you  priz'd  my  Lady's  Favour  at 
£ny  ihing  more  than  Comempr,  you  would  not  give  means 
for  this  uncivil  Rule ;  flie  fliall  kaow  of  it,  by  this  Hand. 

[Exit. 

Mar.  Go  (hake  your  Ears. 

Sir  And.  'Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when  a  Man's 
a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  the  Field,  and  then  to  break 
Promife  with  him,  and  make  a  Fool  of  binw 

Sir  To.  Do't,  Knighr,  I'll  write  thee  a  Challenge :  or  111 
deliver  thy  Indignation  to  h;m  by  word  of  Mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet,  Sir  Toby,  fee  patient  for  to  Night;  Cnce 
the  Youth  of  the  Duke's  was  to  Day  with  my  Lady,  (he  is 
much  out  of  .quiet.  For  Monfieur  Malvolio,  let  me  alone 
with  him  :  If  f  do  not  gull  him  into  a  nay  word,  and  make 
him  a  common  Recreation,  do  not  think  I  h we  wit  enough 
to  lye  Araight  in  my  Bed  :  I  know  I  can  do  it# 

Sir  To.  Poflefs  us,  poffefs  uc,  tell  us  fomething  of  him. 

Mar.  Marry,  Sir,  fometimes  he  is  akind  of  a  Puritan. 

Sir  And.  O,  if  I  thought  that,  Fd  beat  him  like  a  Dog. 

Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  Puritan  ?|tby  exquifite  Reafon, 
jkar  Knight. 

Sr  And.  I  have  no  exquifite  Reafon  for't,  but  I  have 
Jlcafon  good  enough. 

Mar.  The  Devii  a  Purirai  that  he  is,  or  any  thing  con- 
ftantly  but  a  Tiim-pleafer,  an  affe&ion'd  A  Is,  that  Cons 
State  without  Book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths.  The 
beJft  perfuaded  of  himfelf  :  So  cram'd,  as  he  thinks,  with 
Excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  Faith,  that  all  that  took 
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on  him,  love  him ;  and  on  that  Vice  in  him  will  my  Re- 
venge find  notable  Caufe  to  work. 

Sir  To.  What  wilt  thou  do? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  (bine  obfcure  EpiftJcs  0f 
Love,  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  Beard,  the  Jhape  of  his 
Leg,  the  manner  of  his  Gate,  the  expreffiire  of  his  Eve 
Forehead,  and  Complexion,  he  (hall  find  hirafelf  moft  fecj! 
ingly  perfomted.  I  can  write  very  like  my  Lady  your 
Neice,  on  a  forgotten  matter  we  can  hardly  make  diftin- 
-dion  of  our  hands; 

Sir  To.  Excellent*,  I  fmell  a  Device. 

Sir  And.  I  have'c  in  my  Nofe  too. 

Sir  To.  He  (hall  think  by  the  Letters  that  thou  wilt  drop 
that  they  come  from  my  Neice,  and  that  (he  is  in  Love 
with  him. 

Mar.  My  purpofe  is  indeed  a  Horfe  of  that  Colour. 

Sir  And.  And  .your  Horfe  now  would  make  him  an  Afs. 

Man  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And.  O  'twill  be  admirable, 

Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you:  I  know  my  Phyfick 
will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two,  and  let  the 
Fool  make  a  third,  where  he  (hall  find  the  Letter:  Obferve 
his  Conftruaionof  it:  for  this  Night  to  Bed,  and  dream 
on  the  Event.     fcarewel.  re- 

Sir  To.  Good  Night,  fenthifilca.  L  "? 

Sir  And.  Before  me,  (he's  a  good  Wench. 

Sir  To.  She's  a  Beagle,  true  bred,  and  one  that  adores 
me;  what  o  that?  * 

Sin  And.  I  was  adoi*'d  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  Bed,  Knight:  Thou  hadft  need  fend  for 
more  Mony.  ,or 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  Ntice,  I  am  a  fnni 
way  out.  ■  IUU( 

Sir  To.  Send  for  Mony,  Knight ;  if  thou  hail  her  not  i'th» 
end,  call  me  Cur.  "*: 

wilf r  And'  If  l  d°  nor»  Bevcr  truft  ffi'»  «»*e  it  how  you- 

Sir  7*  Come,  come,  I'll  *o  bum  feme  Sack,  tfs-too  He 
to  go  to  Bed  now  :  Come,  Knight,  come,  Knigbt.  f 

\Extunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE    IV,     The  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  Viola,  Curio*  and  others. 

Duke.  Give   me   fome  Mufick;    now  good    morrow, 
Fiiends: 
Now  good,  Cefarie,  but  that  peice  of  Song, 
That  old  and  antick  Song  we  heard  laft  Night ; 
Methought  it  did  relieve  my  Paffion  much. 
More  than  light  Airs,  and  recolleded  Terms 
Of  thefe  moft  brisk  and  giddy-pac'd  Times. 
Come,  but  one  Verfe. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  fo  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  thttfliould 
fing  ir. 

Duke.  Who  was  it? 

Car.  Fefie  the  Jefter,  my  Lord,  a  Fool  that  the  Lady 
Olivia's  Father  took  much  delight  in.  He  is  about  the 
Houfe. 

Duke*  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  Tune  the  while. 

Come  hither,  Boy,  if  ever  thou  (halt  Love, 

In  the  fweet  Pangs  of  it,  remember  me  } 

For  fuch  as  I  am,  all  true  Lovers  are, 

Unftaid  and  skittrih  in  all  Motions  elfe, 

Save  in  the  conftant  Image  of  the  Creature 

That  is  belov'd.     How  doft  thou  like  this  Tune? 

Pio.  It  gives  a  very  Eccho  to  the  Seat 
Where  Love  is  thron'd. 

Duke.  Thou  doft  fpeak  mafterly.  ' 
My  Life  upon'c,  young  tho*  thou  art,  thine  Eye 
Hath  (hid  upon  fome  Favour  that  it  loves: 
.Hath  it  nor,  Boy? 

Fho.  A  little,  by  your  Favour. 

Dul^e.  What  kind  of  Woman  is't  ? 

Plo.  Of  your 'Complexion. 

Duke.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.     What  Years,  i'faith/ 

fHo.  About  your  Years,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Too  old,  by  Heav'n ;  Let  ftill  the  Woman  take 
An  elder  than  her  felf,  fo  we;ars  (he  to  him; 
S  >  fways  flie  level  in  her  Husband's  Heart. 
fo'-.  Boy,  however  we  do  praife  our  ftlve^, 
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Our  Fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm, 
More  longing,  wavering,  (boner  loft  and  worn, 
.  Than  Womens  are. 

y$o.  I  chink  it  well,  my  Lord* 

Duke.  Then  let  thy  Love  be  younger  than  thy  felfj 
Or  thy  Affeftion  cannot  hold  the  bent:  / 

For  Women  are  as  Rofes,  whore  fair  Flower 
Being  once  difplay'd,  doth  fall  the  very  hour. 

Vio.  Andfo  they  are:  Alas,  that  they  are  fo. 
To  dye,  even  when  they  to  Perfe&ion  grow. 
Enter  Curio  and  Clown. 

Dukf.  O  Fellow  come,  the  Song  we  had  laft  night* 
Mark  ir,  Cefario,  it  is  old  and  plain; 
The  Spinfters  and  the  Knitters  in  the  Sun, 
And  the  free  Maids  that  weave  their  Thread  with  Bones, 
Do  ufe  to  chant  it :  it  is  filly  footh, 
And  dallies  with  the  Innocence  of  Love, 
Like  the  old  Age. 

Qo.  Are  you  ready,  Sir  ? 

Vmkf.  I  prethee  fing.  \MuJkk* 

SONG. 

Come  away,  come  away,  Death, 

And  in  fad  Cyprefs  let  me  be  laid;    ' 
Fly  away,  fly  away,  Breath, 

I  am  /lain  by  a  fair  Crnel  Maid. 
My  Shrowd  of  white,  finely  all  with  Tew,  O/ntpare  it. 
My  part  of  Death  no  onefo  true  did  fb are  it. 

Not  a  Flower %  not  a  Flower  fweet, 

On  my  blacky  Coffin  let  there  be  fir  own  : 
Not  a  Friend,  not  a  Friend  greet 

My  poor  Corps,  where  my  Bones /hall  be  thrown. 
A  thonfand  thorn/and  Sighs  to  five,  lay  me  O  where 
Sad  true  Lover  never  find  my  Grave,  to  weep  there. 

Duke.  There's  for  thy  Pains, 
Cto.  No  Pains,  Sir,  I  take  pleafure  in  finging.  Sir. 
Dnke*  111  pay  thy  Pleafure  then. 
Cic.  Truly,  Sir,  and  Pleafure  will  be  paid  one  time,  or 
other. 

n      D*kf. 
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Dukf.  Give  me  now  leave,  to  leave  thee' 

Clo.  Now  the  roelancholly  God  proteft  theei  and  the 
Taylor  make  thy  Doublet  of  changeable  Taffata,  for  thy 
Mind  is  a  very  Opal.  I  would  have  Men  of  fuch  Conftan- 
cy  pat  to  Sea,  that  their  Bufinefs  might  be  every  thing, and 
their  intent  every  where,  for  that's  it  that  always  makes  a 
good  Voyage  of  nothing.    Farewel.  [Exit. 

Bnkf.  Let  all  the  reft  give  place.    Once  more,  C*fari*9 
Get  thee  to  yond  fame  fovereign  Cruehy : 
Tell  her  my  Love,  more  noble  than  the  World, 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  Lands, 
The  Fam  that  Fortune  hath  beftowM  upon  her, 
Tell  her  I  hold  as  giddily  as  Fortune : 
But  'tis  that  Miracle,  and  Queen  of  Jems 
That  Nature  pranks  her  in,  attrafts  my  Soul, 

Vio.  But  if  (lie  cannot  love  you,  Sir. 

Duke.  It  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'd* 

Vto.  Sooth  but  you  muft* 
Say  that  fome  Lady,  as  perhaps  there  is, 
Hath  for  your  Love  as  great  a  pang  of  Heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia:  You  cannot  love  her  ? 
You  tell  her  fo;  Muft  ftie  not  then  be  anfwer*df 

Duke.  There  is  no  Woman's  Sides 
Can  bide  the  beating  df  fo  ftrong  a  Paffion, 
As  Love  doth  give  my  Heart:  No  Woman^  Heart 
So  big,  to  hold  fo  much,  they  lack  retention. 
Alas,  tfceir  Love  may  be  calf  d  Appetite : 
No  motion  of  the  Lrvier,  but  the  'PaHat, 
That  fuffers Surfeit,  Goyment,  and  Revolt; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  Sea, 
And  can  digeft  as  much-,  make  no  compare 
Between  that  Love  a  Woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that!  9 we  Olivia. 

Vro.  Ay  but  I  know 

Duke.  What  daft  Aou  know  ? 

Fio.  Too  well  what  love  Women  to  M$n  do  owe: 
In  faith  they  are  as  true  of  Heart,  as  we. 
My  Father  tiad  a  Daughter  lov'd  a  Man 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  Woman, 
I  fliould  your  Lordfliip. 

Dulg.  And  what's  herHiftory!? 
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Vio.  A  blank,  my  Lord :  She  never  told  her  Love* 
But  let  Concealment*  like  a  Worm  i'th*  Bud, 
Feed  on  her  damask  Cheek :  She  pin'd  in  thought, 
And  with  a  green  and  yellow  Melancholy, 
She  face  like  Patience  on  a  Monument, 
Smiling  at  Grief.     Was  not  this  Love  indeed? 
We  Men  may  fay  more,  fwear  more,  but  indeed 
Our  (hews  are  more  than  will  5  for  (till  we  pro.ve 
Much  in  our  Vows,  but  little  in  our  Love* 

Duke  But  dy'd  thy  Sifter  of  her  Love,  my  Boy/ 

Fio.  I  am  all  the  Daughters  of  my  Father's  Houfe* 

And  all  the  Brothers  too -and  yet  I  know  not 11, 

Sir,  ftuU  I  to  this  Lady  ? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  Theam. 
To  her  in  hafte  5  give  her  this  Jewel:  Say, 
My  Love  can  give  no  place,  bid  no  denay.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     V, 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Come  thy  ways,  Signior  Fabian. 
Fab.  Nay,  I'll  cpme;  if  I  lofe  a  fcruple  of  this  Sport,  let 
ine  be  boil'd  to  Death  with  Mclancholly. 

Sir  To.  Would'ft  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  niggardly 
raically^ Sheep-biter,  cone  by  fome notable  Shame? 

Fab.  1  would  exult,  Man ;  you  know  he  brought  me  out 
of  Favour  with  my  Lady,  about  a  Bear-baiting  here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him  we'll  have  the  Bear  again,  and  wc 
vtftll  fool  him  black  and  blue,  ftiall  we  not,  Sir  Andrew  i 
Sir  And.  And  wc  do  not  *ti*  pity  of  our  Lives. 

Enter  Maria. 
Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  Villain:  How  now,  my 
Nettle  of  India  i 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  Box-tree;  M*lwtlio%  co- 
ming down  this  Walk,  he  has  been  yonder  \  th'  Sun  pnafti- 
iing  Behaviour  to  his  cwn  Shadow  this  half  hour :  Obferve 
him  for  the  love  of  Mockery ;  for  I  know  this  Letter  will 
make  a  Contemplative  Idept  of  him.  Clofe,  in  the  Name  of 
Jetting,  lye  thou  there;  for  here  comes  the  Trout  thttmuit 
be  caught  with  tickling*  [Exit. 
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Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  'Tisbut  Fortune,  all  is  Fortune.  Mafia  once  told 
me  (he  did  affeft  me,  and  I  have  heard  her  felf  come  thus 
near,  that  (hould  (he  fancy,  it  (hould  be  one  of  my  Com- 
plexion. BeGdes,  fhe  ufes  me  with  a  more  exalted  Re- 
fpe&,  than  any  one  elfe  that  follows  her*  What  (hould  I 
think  on't?  # 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over-weaning  Rogue. 

Fab.  Oh  peace:  Contemplation  makes  a  rare  Turkey- 
Cock  of  him ;  how  he  jets  under  his  advanc'd  Plumes. 

Sir  Mind.  *Slife,  I  could  To  beat  the  Rogue. 

Sir  To*  Peace,  I  fay. 

,  MaU  To  be  Count  Malvolio. 

Sir  To.  Ah  Rogue. 

Sir  And.  Piftol  him,  Fiftol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace. 

MaU  There  is  Example  forY:  The  Lady  of  the  Straehy 
married  the  Yeoman  of  the  Wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jcz.ebeU 

Fab.  O  peace,  now  he's  deeply  in;  look  how  Imagination 
blows  him. 

Mai.  Having  been  three  Months  married  to  her,  fitting 
in  my  State. 

Sir  To.  O  for  a  Stone4>ow  to  hit  him  in  the  Eye. 

MaU  Calling  my  Officers  about  me,  in  my  branched  Vel- 
vet Gown;  having  come  from  a  Day-bed,  where  I  have  left 
Olivia  deeping. 

Sir  To.  Fire  and  Brimftone. 

Fab.  O  peace,  peace. 

MaL  And  then  to  have  the  Humour  of  State;  and  after 
a  demure  Travel  of  Regard,  telling  them  I  know  my  place, 
as  I  would  they  (hould  do  theirs         -To  ask  for  my  Kinf- 
.  mm  Toby 

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  Shackles. 
'      Fvb.  Oh  peace,  peace,  peace,  now,  now.' 

MaU  Seven  of  my  People  with  an  obedient  Start  make 
out  for  him:  I  frown  the  while,  and  perchance  wind  up 
my  Watch,  or  play  with  fome  rich  Jewel.  Toby  approaches, 
Courtfies  there  ?o  me. 

Sir  To.  Shall  this  Fellow  live  f    * 

Fab. 
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Fah  Tho'  our  Glence  be  drawn  from  us  with  Cares,  yet 
peace.         '         ,     /  . 

Mai.  I  extend  mj  hand  to  him  thus  ;  quenching  my  fa* 
miliar  Smile  with  % n  auftere  regard  of  Controul. 

Sir  To.  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  on  the  Lips 
then  ? 

Mai.  Saying,  Coufin  Toby,  my  fortunes  having  trad  rofi 
on  your  Neice,  give  me  this  Prerogative  of  Speech    "    ^ 

Sir  To.  What,  what* 

Mai.  You  rauft  amend  your  Drunkenncfsk 

Sir  To.  Out,  Scab; 

Fab.  Nay,  patience*  or  we  break  the  Sinews  of  our  Phti 

Mai.  Befides,  you  watte  the  Treafure  of  yoiif  Time* 
with  a  foolifh  Knight-    .\  ■ 

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  yoiu 

Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew.     \ 

Sir  And.  I  knew  'twas  I,  for  many  do  call  me  Fool. 

MaU  What  Employment  have  we  here/      [Taking  up  a 

Fab.  Now  is  the  Woodcock  near  the  Gin.  Letter* 

Sir  To.  Oh  peace  I  Now  the  Spirit  of  Humours  intimate 
reading  aloud  to  him. 

Mai.  By  my  Life  this  is  my  Lady's  hand :  Thefc  Ibe  her 
very  Cs>  her  V\  and  her  T\  and  thus  makes  flie  her  great 
Fu    It  is  in  Contempt  of  queftion  her  Hand; 

Sir  And.  Her   Cs,  her  ZTs,  and  her  Ts\  why  that? 

Mai.  To  the  unknown  belovd,  this,  and  my  good  Wijbes\ 
Her  very  Phrafes :  By  your  leave,  Wax.  Soft !  and  the  Im- 
preflure  her  Lucreco,  with  yhich  (he  ufes  to  feal }  'tis  my 
Lady  :  To  whom  (hould  this  be  / 

Fab.  This  wins  him,  Liver  and  all. 

MaU  Jove  knows  /  Loite,  but  wh<n  Lips  do  not  moi)t%  Ho 
Man  mu$kpov>*  No  Man  muft  know-— -What  fallows!  The 

lumbers  alter 'd No  Man  muft  know — — 

If  this  (hould  be  thee,  Malvolio  t 

Sir  To.  Marry  hang  thee,  Brock. 

Mai.  I  may  command  'where  I  adore,  but  Silence,  like  a 
Lucrejs  Knife. 
With  boldnefs  ftrokfmj  Heart  doth  pre^  M.  O;  A*  I;  doth 
/way  my  Life, 

Fab.  A  Fuftian  Riddle; 

Sir  To.  Excellent  Wench,  fay  U 
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Mai.  M.  0.  A.  I.  doth  fway  my  Life  ——Nay,  but 
firft  let  me  fee— -let  me  fee 

Fab.  What  a  diffi  of  Potion  has  (he  drefsM  him? 

Sir  To.  And  with  what  Wing  the  Stallion  checks  it  it  ? 

MaU  I  may  commandy  where  I  adore.  Why  lhe  may 
command  me;  I  ferve  her,  (he  is  my  Lady.  Why  this  is 
evident  to  any  formal  Capacity.  Thare  is  no  obftrudion  in 
this— —and  the  and-  -what  fliould  that  Alphabetical 
pofition  portend.  If  {  could  make  that  refemble  fbmething 
in  me/  Softly- M.  O.  A*  f>> 

Sir  To.  O.  /.  make  up  that,  he  is  now  at  a  cold.  Scenr. 

Fab.  Sowter  will  cry  upon't  for  all  this,  tho9  it  be  as  rank 
as  a  Fox. 

MaU  M.—Malvolio  —  if/.——  why  that  begins 
my  Name. 

Fab.  Did  not  I  6y  he  would  work  it  out,  the  Cur  is  ex- 
cellent at  faults. 

MaU  M.  But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in  the  Sequel; 
that  fuffers  under  Probation :  A  (hould  follow,  but  0 
do#. 

Fab.,  And  0  (hall,  end,,  I  hope. 

Sir  Tim  Ay,  or  PH  cudgel  him,  and  make  him  cry  O. 

Mat.  And  then  /.  comes  behind. 

fab.  Ay,  and  you  had  any  Eye  behind  you,  you  might 
fee  more  cktra&ion  at  your  He^is,  than  Fortunes  before 
you. 

MaU  M  0.  A.  /.— r^Thfs  Simulation  is  not  as  the  for* 

mer -And  yet  to  crufti  this  a  little,  it  would  bow  to  me* 

for  e>ery  one  of  ihefe  Letters  are  in  my  name.     Soft,  here 

follows  Profe/ If  this  fall  into  thy  hand,  revolve.     In  my 

Stars  I  am  above  thee,  but  be  not  afraid  of  Greatnefs ;  jome 
are  born  Gredt^fomi  atchieve  Greatnefs,  and  feme  havcGreat- 
nefs  put  upon  them.  Thy  Fates  open  their  Hands%  let  tbj 
Blood  and  Spirit  embrace  them;  and  to  inure  thy  f elf  to  what 
thou  art  like  to  be,  ca(l  thy  humble  Slough,  and  appear  frejb. 
Be  oppofite  with  a  Kin/man,  furly  with  Servants:  Let  thy 
Tqngue  t/ing  Arguments  of  State;  put  thy  felfint+  the  Trick\ 
of  Singularity. •  She  thus  advifes  thee, '  that  fight  for  thee. 
Remember  who  commended  thy  yellow  Stockings*  and  ivijh'd 
to  fee  thee  ever  crofs- garter  d.  I  fay  remember  %  go  to,  thou 
*Kt  made,  if  th*u  defireft  to  be  fix  If  not^   let  me  fee  thee  a 

Steward 
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Steward  ftiH,  the  Fellow  of  Servants,  and  not  worthy   to 
touch  Fortune9 t  Fingers.    Farewel.    She  that  would  alter  Ser* 
vices  -uHtb  thee,     fhe^fortumte  and  happy  Day-light  and 
Champian  difcovers  not  more:    This  is  open.     I  will  be 
proud,  I  will  read   politick  Authors,  I  will  baffle  Sir  Toby* 
I  will  wafti  off  grofs  Acquaintance,   I  will  be  point  devile, 
the  very  Man.    I  do  now  fool  my  felf,  to  let  Imagination 
jade  me;   for  every  Reafon  -excites  to  this,  that  my  Lady 
loves  me.    She  did  commend  my  yellow  Stockings  of  late, 
fhedid  praife  roy  Leg,  being  crofs-garter'd,  and  in  this  flie 
manifefts  her  k\(  to  my  Love,  and  with  a  kind  of  Con- 
jun&ion  drives  me  to  thefe  Habits  of  her  likifig.     I  thank 
my  Stars,  I  am  happy:  I  will  be  ftrange,  ftout,  in  yellow 
Stockings  and  crefs-gvter'd,  even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of  put- 
ting on.    Jove,  and  my  Stars  be  praifed.  Here  is  yet  aPoft- 
feript.     Thou  canfi  not  cbuje  to  fyow  who  I  ami  if  thou  m* 
tertaineji  my  Love f  let  it  appear  in  thy  failing,   thy  Smiles  be- 
come  thee  well.      7 here  fore  in  my  Prefence  fiill  fmite,    Dear 
my  Sweet,  /  prethee.    Jove,   I  thank  thpe,  I  will  frnile,  I 
will  do  every  thing  that  thou  wilt  have  me.  [£«*>• 

Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  Sport  for  t  Penfiou 
of  Thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 

Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  Wen^h  for  this  Device 

Sir  And.  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To.  And  ask  do  other  Dowry  wish  her,  but  fuch  ano- 
ther Jeft.  < 

£*ftrMarift 

Sir  And.  Nor  I  neither.      •     • 

Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  <5ull*catcher. 

Sir  To.  .Wilt  thou  fet  thy  Foot  o'my  Neck  t 

Sir  And.  Or  o'mine  either? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  Freedom  at  Tray#trip, .  and  beJ 
come  thy  Bond  (lave? 

Sir  And.  I'faitb,  or  I  either? 

Sir  To.  Why  thou  baft  put  him  in  fuch  a  Dream,  that 
when  the  Image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  mirft  nm  mad. 

Mar.  Nay,  but  fay  true,  docs  it  work  upon  bufi? .«.  ,   m 

Sir  To.  Like  Aqua-vita  with  a  Midwife. 

Mar.  If  you  will  then  fee  the  Fruits  of  the  Sporty/mark 
his  firft  approach  before  my  Lady:  He  will  corptjp  her  in 
yellow  Stockings,  and  'tis  a  Colour  ftie  abhors?  and  crofs- 
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garter'd,  a  Fa (h  ion  (he  detefts :  And  he  will  (mile  upon 
her,  which  will  now  be  fo  unfuitable  to  her  Difpofitioo, 
being  addi&ed  to  Melancholy,  asflie  is,  that  it  cannot  but 
turn  him  into  a  notable  Contempt  i  If  you  will  fee  it,  fol- 
low me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  Gates,  Tartar,  thou  moft  excellent  Devil 
of  Wit, 

Sir  And.  I'll  make  one  too.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   III.     SCENEL 
SCENE    A  Garden. 

Enter  Viola  and  Clown. 

Vto.   QAVE  thee,  Friend,  and  thy  Mufick:  Doft  thou 
i3  live  by  the  Tabor  ? 

CU.  No,  Sir,  I  live  by  the  Church. 

Vio.  Art  thou  a  Churchman  i 

do.  No  fuch  matter,  Sir,  I  do  live  by  the  Church:  For 
I  do  live  at  my  Houfe,  and  my  Houfe  doth  (land  by  the 
Church. 

Vio.  So  thou  may'ft  fay  the  King  lyes  by  a  Beggar,  if  * 
Beggar  dwell  near  him:  Or  the  Church  (lands  by  thy  Ta- 
bor, if  thy  Tabor  ftand  by  the  Church. 

Glo*  You  have  faid,  Sir  t  To  fee  this  Age  I  A  Semence 
is)  but  a  chev'ril  Glove  to  a  good  Wit;' how  quickly  the 
wrong  fide  may  be  turn'd  outward. 

Vio.  Nay,  that's  certain ;  they  that  dally  nicely  with 
Words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore  my  Sifter  had  no  Name,  Sir* 

yu.  Why,  Man  ? 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,  her  Name's  a  word,  and  to  dally  with 
that  word,  might  make  my  Sifter  wanton  ;  But  indeed, 
JYords  are  very  Ratal*,  fince  Bonds  difgrac'd  them. 

Vio.  Thy  Reafon,  Mart  / 

Clo.  Troth,  Sir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without  Word^ 
and  Wortfs  are  grown  fo  filfe,  I  am  loath  to  prove  Reafon 
with  them, 
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Fto.  I  warrant  thou  art  a  merry  Fellow,    and  careft  for 
nothing. 

Cfo.  Not  fo,  Sir,  I  do  care  for  forae thing  j  but,   in  my 
Confcience,  Sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you:  If  that  be  to  care 
for  nothing.  Sir,  I  would  it  would  make  you  invisible. 
Pio,  Art  not  thou  the  Lady  Olivias  Fool  ? 
Clo.  No  indeed,  Sir,  the  Lady  Olivia  has  no  Folly,  (he 
will  keep  no  Fool,   Sir,  'till  (he  be  married;  and  Fools  are 
as  like  Husbands,  as  Pilchers  are  to  Herrings,  the  Husband's 
the  bigger:  I  am  indeed  not  her  Fool,  bqt  her  corrupter  of 
Words. 
Pio.  I  faw  thee  lat<?  at  the  Duke  Qrfinos. 
Clo.   Foolery,  Sir,  he  does  walk  about  the  Orb  like  the 
Sun,  it  (bines  every  where.    I  would  bcforry,  Sir,  but  the 
Fool  (hould  be  as  oft  with  your  Matter,  as  with  my  Miftrefs: 
I  think  I  law  your  Wifdom  there. 

Pio.  Nay,  and  thou  pafs  upon  me,  I'll  no  more  with  thee. 
Holcl,  there's  Expences  for  thee* 

Qo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  Commodity  of  Hair,,  fend  v 
thee  a  Beard. 

Pio*  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee,  I  am  almoft  fick  for  one,; 
though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  Chin.  Is  thy  Lady 
within? 

Clo.  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  Sir? 
Pio.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufe. 
Clo.  I  would  play  Lord  Pan  darns  o(Bhrygi*>  Sir,  to  bring 
a  Crttftda  to  this  Trojkts. 

Pio.  I  underftand  you,  Sir,  'tis  Well  begg'd. 
Clo.  The  matter  I  hope  is  not  great,  Sir;  begging,  but  a 
Beggar:  Cnfsda  was  a  B'ggar.  My  Lady  is  within,  Sir. 
I  will  confter  to  them  whence  you  come,  who  you  are,  and 
what  you  would  is  out  of  my  Welkin,  I  might  fay,  Ele- 
ment, but  the  word  is  over-worn.  [Exiu 

Pio.  This  Fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  Fool, 
And  to  do  that  well  craves  a  kind  of  Wit: 
He  muft  obferve  their  Mood  on  whom  he  Jcfts, 
The  Quality  of  the  Perfons,  and  the  Time; 
And  like  the  Haggard,  check  at  every  Feather 
That  comes  before  his  Eye.     This  is  a  pra&ice 
As  full  of  Labour  as  a  Wife-man's  Art : 

C  c  $        "  .For 
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For  Folly  that  he  wifely  (hews,  is  fit; 
But  wife  Mens  Folly  ftH'n,  quite  taint  their  Wit. 
Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Save  you.  Gentleman* 

Vio.  And  you,  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Die*  vom  guard  MonJUur. 

Vio.  Et  vohs  auji,  vofire  forvitur. 

Sir  And.  I  hope*  Sir,  you  are,  and  I  am  yours.  j 

Sir  To.  Will  you  encounter  the  Houfe,  my  Neice  is  de* 
firous  you  (hould  enter,  if  your  Trade  be  to  her. 

Vto.  I  am  bound  to  your  Neice,  Sir ;  I  mean,  (he  is  the 
Lift  of  my  Voyage. 

Sir  To.  Tafte  your  Legs,  Sir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vio.  My  Legs  do  better  underhand  me,  Sir,  than  I  under  - 
ftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte  my  Legs. 

Sir  To.  1  mean  to  go,  Sir,  to  enter. 

Vio.  I  will  anfweryou  with  Gate  and  Entrance,  but  we 
are  prevented. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 
Moft  excellent  accompliih'd  Lady,  the  Heav'ns  rain  Odours 
on  you. 

•    Sir  And.  That  Youth's  a  rare  Courtier!   rain  Odours! 
well. 

Vio.  My  Matt*  hath  no  Voice,   Lady,  but  to  your  own 
moft  pregnant  and  vouchsafed  Ear, 

Sir  And.  Odours,  pregnant  and  vouchfafed:  111  get  'en 
all  three  ready.  i 

01$.  Let  the  Garden  Door  be  (hut,  and  leave  me  to  my       I 
hearing.  [Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Mum*       ! 

Give  me  your  tLnd,  Sir. 

Vio.  My  Duty,  Madam,  and  moft  humble  Service. 

Old.  What  is  yc/ur  Name  f  < 

Vio.  Cefario  is  your  Servant's  Name,,  fair  Princef  • 

OH.  My  Servant,  Sir?   'Twas  never  merry  World, 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  calFd  Complement : 
Y'are  Servant  to  the  Duke  Orfinoy  Youth. 

Vio.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muft  needs  be  yours:  \ 

Your  Servant's  Servant  is  your  Servant,  Madam. 

Oli.  For  him  I  think  not  on  him:  For  his  Thought?, 
Would  they  were  Blanks  rather  than  fill'd  with  me. 

V*o.  Midi'T),  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  Thoughts  \ 

OnhiihehaW  '     '  02%     ' 
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OIL  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you  j 
I  bade  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him. 
But  would  you  undertake  another  Suit, 
I  had  rather  hear  you  to  follicit  that, 
Than  Mufick  from  the  Spheres. 

fro.  Dear  Lady* 

Oti.  Give  me  leave,  I  befeechyou:  I  did  fend 
After  the  laft  Enchantment  you  did  hear, 
A  Ring  in  Chife  of  you.    So  did  I  abufe 
My  felf,  my  Servant,  and  I  fear  me,  you; 
Under  your  hard  Conftru&ion  muft  I  fir, 
To  force  that  on  you  in  a  (hameful  cunning, 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours.    What  might  you  think! 
Have  you  not  fet  mine  Honour  at  the  Stake, 
And  baited  it  with  all  th'unmuzzled  Thoughts. 
That  tyrannous  Heart  can  think  t  To  one  of  your  receiving 
Enough  is  (hewn,  a  Cyprefs,  not  a  Bofom, 
Hides  my  poor  Heart.  So  let  us  hear  you  fpeak. 

Fio.  I  pity  you. 

01$.  That's  a  degree  to  Love. 

Vio.  No  not  a  grice  :  For  'tis  a  vulgar  Proof 
That  very  oft  we  pity  Enemies. 

Oti.  Why  then  methiaks  'tis  ti  me  to  fmile  again  ; 
O  World,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud  ? 
If  one  (hould  be  a  prey,  how  much  better 
To  fall  bffore  the  Lion,  than  the  Wolf  j 

[Clockjrikfs. 
The  Clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafte  of  Time, 
penot  afraid,  good  Youth,  I  will  not  have  you; 
And  yet  when  Wit  and  Youth  is  come  to  harveft, 
Your  Wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  Man  .• 
There  lyes  your  way,  dup  Weft* 

yio.  Then  Weft  ward  hoe: 
Grace  and  good  Difpofition  attend  your  Lady  (hip. 
You'll  nothing,  Madam,  to  my  Lord  by  me  t 

Oti.  Stajf ;  I  prethee  tell  me  what  thou  think'ft  of  me  \ 

Vi*.  That  you  do  think  you  are  not  what  you  are. 

Oti.  If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  lame  trf  you. 

Ft*.  Then  think  you  right:  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Otit  I  would  you  were*  as  I  would  have  you  be. 
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Pi*.  Would  it  be  better,  Madam,  than  I  am  f 
I  wiflt  it  might,  for  now  I  am  your  Fool.  .  I 

Olh  O  what  a  deal  of  Scorn  looks  beautiful,  ] 

In  the  Contempt  and  Anger  of  his  Lip! 
A  murderous  Guilt  (hews  not  it  felf  more  loon, 
Than  Love  that  would  feem  hid :  Rove's  Night  is  Nooo, 
Cef*ri$y  by  the  Rdfesof  the  Spring,  ' 

By  Maid-hood,  Honour,  Truth,  and  every  thing, 
1  love  thee  fo,  that  maugre  all  thy  Pride, :         '  *  ! 

Nor  Wit,  nor  Reafon,  can  my  Paffion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  Reafons  from  this  Claufe, 
For  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  haft  no  Caufe:  i 

But  rather  reafon  thus  with  reafon  fetter  j 
Jjovt  fought,  is  good  7  but  given  unfought,  is  better,  | 

y$9.  By  Innocence  I  forear,  and  by  my  Youth,    ' 
I  have  6ne  Heart,    one  Bdforo,  arid  one  Truth, 
And  that  no  Woman  has,  nor  never  none 
£ha!J  Miflrefi  be  of  it,  fave  I  alone. 
And  fo  adieu,  good  Madam,  never  more. 
Will  I  my  Matter's  Tears  to  you  deplore. 

OIL  Yet  come  again  y  for  thou  perhaps  may'ft  move 
yhtt  Heart,  which  noiy  abhors  to  like  his  Lovt,  \ 

•  ""    "   *      . "  r '   *  {  *  l  \Exemnt) 

$  C  E  N  E     II.     Olivia^  Houfe.         ' 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  No  faith,  I'll  not  ftay  a  jot  longer, 

Sir  To.-  Thy  Reafon,  dear  Venom,  give  thy  Reafon. 

lab.  You  muft  needs  yield  your  Reafon,  Sir  Andrew.1 

Sir  And.  Marry,  I  few  your  Neice  do  more  Favours  to 
the  Duke1*  Serving-man,  than  ever  fhe  beftow'd  upon  me, 
1  faw't  i'th*  Orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  flie  fee  thee  the  while,  old  Boy,  tell  me 
that? 
1  *$ir  And.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 

Tab.  This  was  a  great  Argument  of  Love  in  her  toward 
you.  <    . 

$r  And.  "Slight;  will  you  make  an  Afs  o'me  ? 

Fab.  I  prove  it  legitimate,  Sir*  upon  the  Oaths  of  Judg- 
ment and  JUafcpt        * 
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Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  grand  Jury-men,  fince  before 
Noah  was  a  Sailor. 

Fab,  She  did  fhew  Favour  to  the  Youth  in  your  Sight, 
only  to  exafperate  you,  to  awake  your  dormoufe  Valou',  to. 
put  Fire  in  your  Heajt,  and  Brjmftone  in  your  Liver.  You 
fhpuld  then  haveaccofted  her,  and  with  fome  excellent  Jeft^ 
fire-new  from  the  Mint,  you  ftiould  have  bang'd  the  Youth 
into  Dumbnefs.  This  was  look'd  for  at  your  Hind,  and 
this  was  baulkt.  The  double  giltof  this  Opportunity  you 
let  Time  wafli  off,  and  you  are  now  failU  into  the  Nortfy 
of  my  Lady's  Opinion,  where  you  will  hang  like  an  1  fickle 
on  a  Dutchman*  Beard,  unlefs  you  do  redeem  it  by  fome 
Attempt,  either  of  Valour  or  Policy, 

Sir  And.  And't  be  any  way,  is  mud  be  with  Valour,  for 
Policy  I  hate  :  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownift,  as  a  Politician* 

Sir  To.  Why  then  build  nre  thy  Fortunes  upon  the  Bafis 
of  Valour.  Challenge  me  the  Duke's  Youth  to  fight  with 
(him,  hurt  him  in  eleven  Places,  my  Neice  flull  take  Note 
of  ir,  and  aflure  thy  felf,  there  is  no  Lovt^broker  in  the 
World  can  more  prevail  in  Mens  Commendation  with  Wo* 
men,  thm  Report  of  Valour. 

Fab.  There  is  no  way  but  this?  Sir  Jlndrtw. 

Sir  And.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  Cha'f.nge  tq 
him  i 

Sir  To.  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  Hand,  be  curd  and 
brief:  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  bee'oquenr,  and  full 
of  Invention;  taunt  him  with  the  fJcenfe  of  Infc  j  if  thou 
thou'fl:  him  fome  thrice,  it  (hall  not  b'e  amif>;  and  as  rtiany 
Lies  as  will  lye  in  thy  Sheet  of  Paper,  although  the  Sheet 
were  big  enough  for  the  Bed  of  Ware  in  England,  fet  'em 
down,  and  go  about  it.  Let  there  be  Gall  enough  in  thy 
Ink,  tho'  thdu  write  it  with  a  Goofe-Pen,  no  matter  :  A- 
bout  it*  * 

Sir  <A*.  Where  (hall  I  find  you? 

'  Sir  To.  Well  call  thee  at  the  Cubknlo :  Go. 

[Exit  Sir  Andrew. 
Fab.  This  is  a  dear  Minatin  to  you,  S  r  Toby. 

Sir  To.  I  kave  been  dear  to  him,  Lad,  fome  two  thoufand 
ftrong  or  fo. 

Fab.  We  fhall  have  a  rare  Letter  from  him  *  but  you*U 
not  deliver'*, 

SirT*. 
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Sir  To.  Never  truft  me  then ;  md  by  all  means  ftir  on  the 
Youth  to  an  AnfWcr.  I  think  Oxen  and  Wain-ropes  can- 
not hale  them  together.  For  Andrew*  if  he  were  open'd, 
and  you  find  (o  much  Blood  in  his  Liver  as  will  dog  the 
Foot  of  a  Flea,  MI  eat  the  reft  of  th*  Anatomy., 

Fab.  And  his  Oppofite  the  Youth  bears  in  his  Vilage  no 
great  Prefage  of  Cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Look  where  the  youngeft  Wren  of  mine  comes* 

Mar.  If  you  defire  the  Spleen,  and  will  laugh  your 
fclves  into  Stitches,  follow  me ;  yond  gull  Malvolio  is  turn- 
ed Jieathen,  a  very  Renegado;for  there  is  no  Chriftian  that 
means  to  be  fav'd  by  believing  rightly,  can  ever  believe 
fuch  impoffible  Paffiges  of  Groflht  f*.  He's  in  yellow  Stock- 
ings. 

1  Sir  To.  AndCrofs-garter'd? 

^  Man  Moft  villanoufly  j  like  a  Pedant  that  keeps  a  School 
i'th*  Church :  I  have  dog'd  him  like  his  Murtherer.  He 
does  obey  every  point  of  the  Letter  that  I  dropt  to  b<- 
tray  him;  he  does  (mile  his  Face  into  more  Lines  than  is  in 
the  new  Map,  with  the  Augmentation  of  the  Indies  ;  you 
have  not  feen  fuch  a  thijog  as 'tis  j  I  can  hardly  forbear  hur- 
ling, things  at  hiro.  I  know  my  tady  will  ftrike  him  i  if  (he 
do,  he'll  fmile,  and  tak't  for  a  gteat  Favour 
Sir  To.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE    III.    The  Street. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Anthonio. 

S*i>.  I  would  not  by  my  Will  have  troubled  you, 
put  (ince  you  tmke  your  Pleasure  of  your  Pains, 
I  will  no  farther  chide  you. 

Ant.  I  could  not  ft-y  behind  you ;  my  Defire, 
IVlore  (harp  thin  filed  Steel,  did  fpur  me  forth, 
And  not  all  Love  to  fee  you,,  tho*  fu  much 
£s  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  Voyage. 
JJut  Jealoufie,  what  might  befall  your  Travel,  ' 
Being  skilkfs  in  thefe  Parts;  which  to  a  Strange  , 
JJng  iided  and  unfriended,  often  pr#ve 
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Rough  and  unhofpitable.  My  willing  Love,     ; 
The  rather  by  thefe  Arguments  of  Fear 
Set  forth  in  your  Purfuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Anthonio$  t 
I  can  no  other  Anfwer  make, >but  Thanks: 
But  were  my  Worth,  as  is  my  Confcience  firm, 
You  fhould  find  better  Dealing :  What's  to  do? 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  Relicks  of  this  Town  ? 

Ant.  To  Morrow,  Sir,  beft  firft  go  fee  your  Lodging, 

Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  Night, 
I  pray  you  let  us  fatisfie  our  Eyes 
With  the  Memorials,  and  the  Things  of  Fame 
That  do  renown  this  City. 

Ant.  Would  you'ld  pardon  me : 
I  do  not  without  Danger  walk  thefe  Streets. 
Once  in  a  Sea-fight  'gainft  the  Duke  his  Gallies, 
I  did  fbme  Service*  of  fuch  Note  indeed, 
That  were  I  ta'en  here,  it  would  fcarce  be  anfwer'd. 

Seb.  Belike  you  flew  great  Number  of  his  People, 

Ant.  Th'Offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  Nature, 
Albeit  the  Quality  of  Time,  and  Quarrel, 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  Argument:    - 
It  might  have  fince  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them,  which  for  Traffick's  lake 
Moft  of  our  City  did.  Only  my  felf  ftood  out, 
For  which  if  I  be  lapfed  in  this  place 
I  (hall  pay  dear. 

Seb*  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant.  It  doth  not  fit  me :  Hold,  Sir,  here's  my  Purfe 
In  the  South  Suburbs  at  the  Elephant 
Is  beft  to  lodge  .•  I  will  befpeak  our  Diet, 
Whiles  you  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  your  Knowledge 
With  viewing  of  the  Town,  there  (hall  you  have  m<% 

Seb.  Why  I  your  Purfe? 

Ant.  Haply  your  Eye  (hall  light  upon  f>me  Toy 
You  have  defire  to  purchafe;  and  your  Store 
I  think  Is  not  for  idle  Markets,  Sir. 

Seb.  Vll  be  your  Purfe-bearer,  and  leave  you 
For  an  Hour. 

Am.  To  th'  Elfphdnt.     •         w  . 

Sch.  I  do  remember.  (Exeunt. 

SCENE 


8tfo  Twelfth-Night  *  or, 

$  C  EN  E  IV.   Olivia* Haufi. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria* 

Oli.  I  have  fait  after  him;  he  fays  he'll  come, 
Hbw  (halj  I  feaft  him  ?  What  beftow  of  him? 
For  Youth  is  bought  more  oft,  than  beggM,  or  borrow'd. 
I  {peak  too  loud,  where's  Malvelioj  he  is  fad  and  civil, 
An<J  fuits  Well  for  a  Servant  with  my  Fortunes. 
Where  is  Afalvolioi 

Mar.  He's  coming,  Madam: 
But  in  very  ftrange  manner.  He  is  ftire  pofTeft,  Madam. 

Oli.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  does  he  rave? 

Mar.  No,  Madam*  he  does  nothing  but  fmile?  your  La- 
dy (hip  were  beft  to  have  fome  guard  about  you,  if  he  come, 
for  fure  the  Man  is  tainted  in's  Wits, 

Oli.  Go,  call  him  hither. 

£#f tr  Malvolio* 
I  am  as  mad  as  be. 
If  fad  and  merry  Madnefs  equal  be* 
How  now,  Mdlvolio? 

Mai.  Sweet  Lady,  ha,  ha.  [SmiUfantsfiicallj. 

Olil  Smil'ft  thou  ?   I  fent  (Qr  thee  upon  a  fad  Occafion. 

MaL  gad  Lady,  I  could  be  fad; 
This  does  make  fome  Obftru&ioniu  the  Blood; 
This  croft-gartering,  but  what  of  that  f 
If  it  pleafe  the  Eye  of  one,  it  is  with  me  as  the  very  true 
Sonnet  is :  PJeafe  one,  and  plea/e  all. 

01$.  Why?  h*w  do'ft  thou  Man? 
What  is  the  matter  with -thee? 

MaL  Not  black  in  my  Mind,  though  yellow  in  my 
Legs:  It  did  come  to  his  Hands,  and  Commands  fhall 
be  executed.    I  think  we  do  know  that  fweet  Roman  Hand. 

Oli.  Witt  thou  go  to  Bed,  Mdvolio  t 

MaL  To  Bed/  ay,  fweet  Heart;  and  I'll  come  to  thee. 

OIL  God  comfort  thee ;  why  doft  thou  fmile  fo,  and  kifs 
thy  Hand  fo  oft } 

Mar,  How  do  you,  AfaholtQ  f , 

MaL  At  your  Rtqueft  I 
Yes,  Nightingales  anlwer  Daws* 
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Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  BoMneft  be- 
fore my  'Lady  i 
Mai.  Be  not  afraid  of  Greatnefs ;  'twas  well  writ, 
Ob,  What  metneft  thou  by  that,  Malvolio  ?  , 

Mai.  Some  are  born  great 
OU.  Ha/ 

Mai.  Some  atchitve  Greatnefs--— 
OU.  Whatfay'ft  thou/ 

MaL  And  fome  have  Greatnefs  thruft  upon  them'  »  ■  ■ 
OIL  Heav'n  reftore  thee* 

MaL  Remember  who  commended  thy  Yellow  Stockings-*-- 
OIL  Thy  yellow  Stockings  ? 
MaL  Wifh'd  to  Tee  thee  croft*garterfd — - 
Ob.  Crofs-garter'd 

Mai.  Goto,  thou  art  made,  if  thoudefir'ft  to  befo— 
OU.  Am  I  made ! 

MaL  If  not,  let  ope  fee  thee  a  Servant  ftill. 
Ob.  Why  this  is  very  Midfummer  Madnefi* 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  young  Geptlemefl  of  the  Duke  OrJ$-y 
no\  is  teturn'd,  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back;  he  attends 
your  Ladylhip's  Pleafure* 

OIL  I'll  come  to  him* 
Good  Maria,  let  this  Fellow  be  looVd  to*     Where's  my 
Gouiin  Tobj\  let  fome  of  my  People  have  a  fpecial  Care  of 
him,  I  would  not  have  him  mifcarry  for  the  Half  of  my 
Dowry.  [Exit. 

Mai.  Oh*  ho,  do  you  come  near  me  now/  No  worfe 
Mm  than  Sir  Toh  to  look  to  met  This  concurs  direftly 
with  the  Letter,  me  fends  him  on  purpofe  that  I  may  ap- 
pear ftubborn  to  him;  for  fhe  incites  me  to  that  in  the  Let- 
ter. Caft  thy  humble  Slough,  fays  flie;  be  oppofite  with 
a  Kinfman,  furly  with  Servants,  let  thy  Tongue  tang  with 
Arguments  of  State,  put  thy  felf  into  the  Trick  of  Singy- 
larity,  and  confequently  fets  down  the  ihanner  howj  as  a 
fad  Face,  a  reverend  Carriage*  a  flow  Tongue,  in  the  Habit 
t>f  lome  Sir  of  Note,  and  fo  forth.  I  have  lim'd  her,  but 
it  is  Jovis  doing,  and^w*  make  itae  thankful;  and  when 
fhe  went  away  now,  let  this  Fellow  be  look'd  tot  Fellow! 
Not  Mtlwlio,  nor  aftc*  my  Degree,  but  Fellow.    Why 

every 
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every  thing  adheres  together,  that  no  Dram  of  a  Scruple,  no 
Scruple  of  a  Scruple;  no  Obftecle;  no  incredulous  or  unfife 

Circumftarifce •  What  can  befaid?  Norhing  that  can  be,  can 

ccme  between  me,  and  the  full  Profpeft  of  my  Hopes. 
Well  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  Doer  of  this,  and  he  is  to  be 
thanked. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Fabian  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  Name  of  San&ity?  If  all 
the  Devils  in  Hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion  himfelf 
poffeft  him,  yet  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 

Fab.  Mere  he  is,  here  he  is;  how  is't  with  you,  Sir /How 
is't  with  you,  Man  f 

Mai.  Go  off,  I  difcard  you;  let  me  enjoy  my  privacy: 
Go  off. 

Mar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  Fiend  /peaks  within  him  j  did 
not  I  tell  you  }  Sir  Tobj,  my' Lady  prays  you  to  have  a  Care 
of  him. 

MaL  Ah  ha,  does  (he  fo  ? 

Sir  To.  Go  to,  go  to;  peace,  peace;  we  muft  deal  gently 
with  him-,  let  him  alone.  How  do  you  do,  Maholio  ?  How 
is't  with  youf  What  Man,  dtfie  the  Devil;  consider  he's  an 
Enemy  to  Mankind. 

MaL  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 

Mar.  La  you  I  and  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  Devil,  how  he 
takes  it  at  Heart.     Pray  God  he  be  not  bewitch'd. 

Fab.  Carry  his  Water  to  th*  wife  Woman, 

Mar.  Marry  and  it  (hall  be  done  to  Morrow  Morning  if 
I  live.  My  Lady  would  not  lofe  him  for  more  than  111 
fay. 

MaL  How  now,  Miftrefs? 

Mar..O  Lord. 

Sir  To.  Prethee  hold  thy  Peace,  that  is  not  the  way:  Do 
you  not  fee  you  move  him  f 

Fab.  No  way  bfct  Gentlenefs,  gently,  gently;  the  Fiend  is 
rough,  and  will  Dot  be  roughly  us'd. 

Sir  To.  Why  how  now,  my  Havock/How  doft  thoi^Chuck  \ 

MaL  Sir. 

Sir  To.  Ay  Biddy,  come  with  m%  What  Man, 'tis  not  for 
Gravity  to  play  at  Cherr)»pit  wiih  Satan.  Hang  him  foul 
Cgilier.  x 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  Prayers,  good  Sir  Tobj,  get  him 
to  pray/ 

Mai.  My  Prayers,  Minx! 

<#f*r.  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  wilt  not  hear  of  Godli- 
nefs. 

Mai.  Go,  hang  your  felves  all ;  you  ire  idle  (hallow 
Things*  I  am  not  of  your  Element,  you  (hall  know  more 
hereafter.  [Exit. 

Sir  To.  Is'cpoffible? 

Fab.  If  this  were  plaid  upon  a  Stage  now,  I  could  cofr 
demn  it  as  an  unprofitable  Fi&ion. 

Sir  To.  His  very  Genius  hath  taken  the  Infe&ion  of  the 
Device,  Man, 

Mar.  Nay,  purfue  him  now,  k ft  the  Device  take  Air, 
and  taint, 

Fab.  Why  we  (hall  make  him  mad  indeed. 

Mar.  The  Hotife  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  Room  and  bound. 
My  Neece  is  already  in  the  Belief  that  he's  mad }  we  may 
carry  it  thus  for  our  Pleafure  and  his  Penance,  "till  our  very 
Paftime  tired  out  of  Breath,  prompt  us  to  have  Mercy  on 
him ;  at  which  time  we  will  bring  the  Device  to  the  Bar, 
and  crown  thee  for  the  Finder  of  Madmen  j  but  fee,  but 
fee. 

Emer  Sir  Andrew. 

Fab.  More  Matter  for  a  May  Morning. 

Sir  And.  Here's  the  Challenge,  read  it:  I  warrant  there's 
Vinegar  and  Pepper  in't. 

Fab.  Is'tfb  fawcy/ 

Sir  And.  Ay,  i$'t?  I  warrant  him:  Do  but  read. 

Sir  To.  Give  me.  [Sir  Toby  reads. 

Tenth*  whatfoever  thou  art,  thou  art  but  afiurvj  Fellow. 

Fab.  <jood and,  valiant.  , 

Sir  To.  Wonder  not,  nor  admire  in  thy  Mind  why  I  do  call 
theefo%  for  Iwilljhew  thee  no  Reafonfort. 

Fab.  Avery  good  Note,  that  keeps  you  from  the  Blow  of 
the  Law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  com'fi  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  and  in  my  Sight  fbe 
ufes  thee  kindly -y  but  thou  liefi  in  thy  Throat$  that  is  not  the 
matter  I  challenge  thee  for. 

Fab.  Very  briefc  and  exceeding  good  Senfe-lefi. 
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Sir  To.  I  will  waylay  thee  going  homet  where  if  it  be  tiff 
faance  to  kill  me 

Fab.  Good.  x 

Sir  To.  Thou  kfWfi  mo  like  a  Rogue  and  a  Villain. 

Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'th'  windy  Side  of  the  Law:  Good* 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  well,  and  God  have  mercy  upon  our  Souls; 
he  may  have  mercy  upon  minef  but  my  Hope  it  better,  and  /• 
look^to  thyfelf.  Thj  Friend  as  thou  ujeft  htm,  and  thy  Jworu 
Enemy,  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Sir  To.  If  this  Letter  move  him  nor,  his  Legs  cannot : 
I'll  give't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  Occafion  fort:  He  is  now  in 
lome  Commerce  with  my  Lady,  and  will  bjr  and  by  depart; 

Sir  T*.  Go,  Sir  Andrtw%  fcout  roe  for  him  at  the  Corner 
of  the  Orchard  like  a  Bum-feaily ;  fofoon  as  ever  thou  feed 
him,  draw ;  and  as  thou  draw'ft,  faear  horribly ;  for  it  comes 
to  pafs  oft,  that  a  terrible  Oath,  with  a  fwaggering  Accent 
fliarply  twapg'd  off,  gives  Manhood  more  Approbation  than 
ever  Proof  it  ftlf  would  have  earn'd  him.  Away. 

Sir  And.  Jstay,  let  toe  alone  for  {wearing;  [Exit* 

Sir  To.  Now  Will  not  I  deliver  this  Letter;  for  the  Be- 
haviour of  the  young  Gentleman  gives  him  out  to  be  of 
food  Capacity  and  Breeding;  his  Imployment  between  his 
,ord  and  my  fleece,  confirms  no  lefs;,  therefore,  this  Let- 
ter heing  fo  excellently  ignorant,  will  breed  no  Terror  in 
the  Youth;  he  will  find  that  it  comes  from  a  Clod-pole. 
Bur,  Sir,  I  will  deliver  this  Challenge  by  Word  of  Mouth; 
fet  upon  Ague-cheek,  a  noble  Report  of  Valour,  and 
drive  the  Gentleman,  as  I  know  his  Youth  will  aptly  re- 
ceive ir,  into  a  mod  hideous  Opinion  of  his  Rage,  Skill, 
Fury,  and  Impetuofity.  This  will  fo  fright  them  both, 
that  they  will  kill  one  another  by  the  Look,  like  Cockatrices. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Viola* 

Fab.  Here  he  comes  with  your  Neece,  give  thctt  tfray 
Mil  he  take  leave,  and  prefently  after  hito. 

Sir  To.  I  wil!  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  horid  Mef- 
fage  for  a  Challenge.  [Exeunt. 

OH.  I  have  fjid  too  much  unto  a  Heart  of  Stone* 
And  laid  mine  Honour  too  unchary  on*r, 
There's  fomething  in  me  that  reproves  my  Fault? 

But 
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But  fuch  a  head-ftrong  potent  Fault  it  is. 

That  it  but  mocks  Reproof. 

f    Vio.  With  the  fame  hayiour  that  your  Paffiou  bears, 

Coes  on  my  Matter's  Grief. 

OIL  Here,  wear  this  Jewel  for  me,  'tis  my  Pidure; 
Refufe  it  not,  it  hath  no  Tongue  to  vex  you  : 
And  I  befeech  you  come  again  to  Morrow. 
What  /hall  you  ask  of  me  that  I'll  deny* 
That,  Honour  fav'd,  may  upon  asking  give/ . 

Pto.  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  Love  for  my  Mafter. 

OIL  How  with  mine  Honour  may  I  give  him  that, 
Which  2  have  given  to  you? 

Pio.  I  will  acquit  you. 

OU.  Well,  come  again  to  Morrow:  Fare  thee  well, 
A  Fiend  like  thee  might  bear  ipy  Soul  to  HclJ*  [Exitl 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Gentleman,  God  fave  thee. 

Pto.  And  you,  Sir,  ,     „. 

Sir  To*  That  Defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to't;  of  what 
Nature  the  Wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him,  I  know  not;  but 
thy  Intercepter  full  of  Dtfpi^ht,  bloody  as  the  Hunter,  at- 
tends thee  at  the  Orchard  End ;  difmount  thy  Tuck,  bk 
'<  yare  in  thy  Preparation,  for  thy  Affailant  is  quick,  skilful, 
and  deadly. 

P$o.  You  miftake,  Sir,  I  am  fure  no  Man  hath  any  Quar- 
rel to  me;  my  Remembrance  is  very  free  and  clear  from  any 
Image  of 'Offence  done  to  any  Man, 

Sir  To.  You'll  find  it  otherwifc,I  affure  y6u ;  therefore,  if 
you  hold  your  Life  at  any  Price,  betake  you  to  your  Guard, 
for  your  Oppofite  hath  in  him,  what  Youth,  Strength,  Skill, 
and  Wrath  can  furnilh  a  Maa  withal. 

Pic.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  what  is  he? 

SirTo.Ue  is  Knight  dubb'd  with  unhatch'd  Rapieri  and 
on  Carpet  Confiderstion,  but  he  is  a  Devil  in  private 
Brawl;  Souls  and  Bodies  hath^he  divore'd  three;  and  hi* 
Inceqfement  at  this  Moment  i$  Co  implacable,  that  Satisfacti- 
on can  be  none  but  by  Pangs  of  Death  and  Sepulcher:  Hob, 
nod,  is  his  Word ;  give't  or  tak't* 

Pio.  I  will  return  again  into  the  Houfe,  anddefire  fbme 
ConduA  of  the  Lady.    I  am  no  fighter.  I  have  hear4  of 
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fome  kind  of  Men,  that  put  Quarrels  pmpofely  on  others 
to  tafte  their  Valour :  Belike  thj$  »§  a  fy|an  of  thjt  Quirk* 

#>  7*0.  Sir,  no;  His  Indignation  drives  it  felf  out  of  a 
very  competent  Injury,  therefore  get  you  on,  and  give  htm 
hisDefire.  Back  you  ttiaHaottothtHoijfe.  unlets  you  under- 
take that  with  m*,  which  with  as  much  fafety  you  might 
anfwer  him;  therefore  or,  or  ftrip  your  Sword  ftark  naked; 
for  meddle  you  rauft,  that's  certain,  or  far(weajr  to  wear 
Iron  about  y«i*. 

fto.  this  is  as  uncivil  as  ftraiigf.  I  befeech  you  do  me 
this  courteous  Office,  as  to  know  of  t{i?  Knight  what  my 
Offence  to  him  is:  lit  is  (omitting  of  aty  Negligence,  no- 
thing of  my  Purpofe. 

Sir  To.  I  will  do  fo.  Signior  JF«£*4*,  ftayyou  by  this  Gen- 

•  tteman  'till  my  Return*  {Exit  Sir  Toby, 

Plo.  Pray  you,  Sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter? 
Fab.  I  know  the  Knignt  is  incens'd  againft  you,  even  to 
a  mortal  Arbitrament,  but  nothing  of  the  Circumftancemore. 
?iox  I  befeech  you  .what  manner  of  Man  k  he? 
Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  Promife  to  react  Mm  by 

*  hs  Form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  him  in  the  Proof  t>f  his 
Valour.  He  is  indeed,  Sir,  the  mod  .skilful,  bloody,  and  fa- 
tal Oppofite  that  you  could  poffibly  have  found  hi  any  part 
of  Jlljria:  Will  you  walk  towards  him  /  I  will  make  yoar 
Pcvc  with  H<m  it  I  can, 

Wo.  I  (hall  be  much  bound  to  you  fort:  lam  one  that 
had  rather  go  with  Sir  Pi  it  ft  than  Sir  Knight:  I  care  not 
who  knows  fo  much  of  my  Mettle.  [£x»*rt 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Why  Man,  he's  a  very  Devil,  I  have  not  fen 
fuch  a  Virago:  I  had  a  Pais  with  hi>p,  Rapier*  Scabbard  afld 
aU  9  and  he  g^ives  me  the  Stuck  in  with  fuch  a  npottal  Mo 
tion,  that  it  is  inevitable  \  and  oa  the  Anfwer,  hip  pays  you 
as  furely  as  your  Feet  hit  the  Ground  thfy  fttp  on.  Tkcj 
fay,  be  has  be«n  Fencer  to  die  Sophy. 

Sir  And.  Pox  on'r,  111  not  meddle  with  him. 

Sir  To.  Ay*  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified, 
Fabia#  can  fcarce  hold  him.* 

Sir  And.  Plapue  on't,  and  I  thought  he  h^d  been  vali 
ant,  and  fo  cunning  in  Fence,  Vd  have  fcen  htm  daflp&'d  t'c 
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I'd  have  challenged  him.    Let  him  let  the  matter  flip,  and 
Til  give  him  my  florfe,  grey  Capilet. 

Sir  To.  ill  make  the  Motion  $  ftand  here,  make  a  good 
Shew  on't,  this  ftiall  end  without  the  Perdition  of  Souls  5 
marry  I'll  ride  your  Horfe  as  wfeU  as  I  ride  you* 

Enter  Fabian  and  Viola. 
I  have  his  Horfe  to  take  up  the  Quarrel,  I  have  perfuaded 
hin  the  Youths  a  Devil.  [7b  Fabian* 

Fab.  He  is  as 'horribly  conceited  of  him  5  and  pants  and 
looks  pale,  as  if  a  Bear  were  at  his  Heels. 

Sir  To.  There's  no  Remedy,  Sir,  he  will  fight  with  you 
for's  Oath  fake:  Marry  he  hath  better  bethought  him  of  his 
Quarrel,  and  he  finds  that  now  fcarce  to  be  worth  talking  of; 
therefore  draw  for  the  Supportance  of  his  Vow,  he  protefts 
he  will  not  hurt  you. 

Vto.  Pray  Sod  defend  me;  a  little  thing  would  make  me 
tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  Man* 

Fab.  Give  Ground  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  Sir  Andrew*  there's  no  Remedy;  the  Gen- 
tleman will  for  his  Honour's  fake  have  one  bout  with  you  5 
he  cannot  by  the  Duello  avoid  it;  but  he  has  promised  me, 
as  he  is  a  Gentleman  and  a  Soldier,  he  will  not  hurt  you. 
Come  on,  art.  [Tbej  draw. 

Sir  And.  Pray  God  he  keep  his  Oath. 
Enter  Antonio. 

Fio.  I  do  affure  you  'tis  againft  my  Will. 

Ant.  Put  up  your  Sword;  if  this  young  Gentleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  Fault  on  me; 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defie  you.  [Drawing 

Sir  To.  You,  Sir/  Why.  what  are  youi 

Ant.  One,  Sir,  that  for  his  Love  dares  yet  do  more 
Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  N  ay,  if  you  be  an  Undertaker,  I  am  for  y  ou.  [Draws. 
Enter  Officers.  ^ 

Fab.  O good  Sir  Toby,  hold;  here  come  the  Officers.    - 

Sir  To.  1*11  be  with  you  anon. 

Fio.  Pray,  Sir,  put  your  Sword  up  if  you  pleafe, 

[To  Sir  Artdrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry  will  I,  Sir;  and  for  that  I  promise  you 
1*11  be  as  good 'as  my  Word.  He  will  bear  you  eafily,  and 
reins  well. 
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i  Off.  This  is  the  Man,  do  thy  Office. 

2  Qffl  Anthon$Qy  I  irreft  thee  it  the  Suit  of  Duke  Orfim. 

Ant.  You  miftake  me.  Sir* 

x  Offi  No,  Sir,  no  Jot;  I  know  your  Favour  well, 
Tho'  now  you  have  no  Sea-cap  on  your  Head* 
Take  him  away,  he  knows  I  know  htm  well* 

Am.  I  muft  obey.  This  comes  with  feeking  you  ;4 
But  there's  no  Remedy.    I  (hall  anfwer  it* 
What  will  you  do  ?  Now  my  Neceffity 
Mikes  me  to  ask  you  for  my  Purfe.  It  grieves  me 
Much  more;  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you. 
Than  what  befalls  my  felf:  You  (land  amaz'd. 
Bat  be  of  Comfort. 

i  Off.  Come ,  Sir,  away.  , 

Ant.  I  muft  intreat  of  you  fome  of  that  Mony. 

Vto.  What  Mony,  Sir/ 
For  the  fair  Kindntfs  you  have  (hew'd  me  here, 
And  part. being  prompted  by  your  prefent  Trouble, 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  AbUity 
I'll  lend  you  fomething;  my  having  is  not  much, 
I'll  make  Divifion  of  my  Prefent  with  you : 
Hold,  there's  half  my  Coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 
Is'c  poffiblc,  that  my  Deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  Perfuafion  t  Do  not  tempt  my  Mifery,  I 

Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  Man,  ! 

As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  Kindneffes 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Ft*.  I  know  of  none, 
Nor  know  I  you  by  Voice,  or  any  Feature. 
I  hate  Ingratitude  more  in  a  Man, 
Than  Lying, Vatnnefs,  Babliog  Drunkennefs, 
Or  any  Taint  of  Vice,  whofe  ftrong  Corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  Blood. 

Ant.  OhHeav'ns  themfefves! 

2  Cff.  Come,  Sir,  I  pray  you  go. 

Ant.  Let  me  (peak  a  little.  This  Youth  that  you  fee  to 
I  fnatcht  one  Half  out  of  the  Jaws  of  Death, 
Relieved  him  with  fuch  San&ity  of  Love, 
And  to  his  Image,  which  methought  did  promife 
\Mnf&  venerable  Worfh,  did  I  Devotion 
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i  Of.  What's  that  to  us,  the  Time  goes  by?  away. 

Ant.  But  oh,  how  vild  an  Idol  proves  this  God ! 
Thou  haft,  Sebafimn9  done  good  Feature  Ihame, 
In  Nature  there's  no  Blemifli  but  the.  Mind: 
None  can  be  call'd  Deform'd  but  the  Unkind. 
Virtue  is  Beauty,  but  the  beauteous  Evil 
Are  empty  Trunks,  o'er-flouriih'd  by  the  Devil. 

i  Of.  The  Man  grows  road,  away  with  him: 
Come,  come,  Sir.  / 

Ant.  Lead  me  on.  [Exit. 

Vie.  Methinks  his  Words  do  from  fuch  Paffion  fly, 
That  he  believes  himfelf,  fo  do  not  I: 
Prove  true  Imagination,  oh  prove  true, 
That  I,  dear  Brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you. 

Sir  To.  Come  hither,  Knight,  come  hither*  Fabian ;  we'll 
whifper  o'er  a  Couplet  or  two  of  moft  fage  Saws. 

Fio.  He  naro'd  Sebaftian;  I  my  Brother  knbw 
Yet  living  in  my  Glafs;  even  fuch,  and  fo 
In  favour  wat  my  Brother,  and  he  went  \ 

Still  in  this  Fafhion,  Colour,  Ornament, 
For  him  I  imitate:  Oh  if  it  prove. 
Tempefts  are  kind,  and  fait  Waves  frefli  in  Love.       [Exit. 

SirTo.  A  very  difhoneft  paltry  Boy,  and  more  a  Coward 
than  a  Hare;  his  Di&onefty  appears  in  leaving  his  Friend 
here  in  Neceffity,  and  denying  him ;  and  for  his  Coward* 
/hip  ask  Fabian. 

Fab.  A  Coward,  a  moft  devout  Coward,  religious  in 
it. 

Sir  And.  'Slid  I'll  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 

Sir  To.  Do,  cuff  him  foundly,  but  never  thy  Sword. 

Sir  And.  And  I  do  not. 

Fab.  Come,  let's  fee  the  Event. 

Sir  To.  I  dare  lay  any  Mony  'twill  be  nothing  yet. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  IV.    S  G  E  N  £     L 
SCENE  the  Street. 

.  Enter  Sebafttf  n  and  CUvm, 

Clo\\TlLL  you  make  me  believe  that  I  am  not  fent  for 
W      you? 

Seb.  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifli  Fellow, 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Clo.  Well  held  out  i'futh:  No,  I  do  not  know  you,  nor 
I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  Lady,  to  bid  you  come  fpeak 
with  her;  nor  your  Name  is  not  Matter  Cejario,  nor  this 
is  not  my.Nofe  neither;  nothing  that  is  fo,  is  fo. 

Seb.  I  prethee  vent  thy  Folly  fome  where  elfe,  thou  know'ft 

not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  Folly !  He  has  heard  that  Word  of  fome 
great  Man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  Fool,  Vent  my  Folly  /  I 
am  afraid  this  great  Lubber  the  World  will  prove  a  Cock* 
ney:  I  prithee  now  ungird  thy  Strangenefs,  and  tell  me  what 
I  fliall  vent  to  my  Lady*  (hall  I  vent  to  her  that  thou  arc 
coming? 

.  Seb.  I  prethee  fopli 111  Greek,  depart  frota  me,  there's  Mony 
for  thee.  If  you  tarry  Iortger  I  (hall  give  worfe  Pay* 
ipent. 

Clo.  By  my  Troth  thou  haft  an  open  Hand ;  thefe  wife 
Men  that  give  Fools  Mony,  get  themfelvesa  good  Report 
after  fourteen  Years  Purthafe. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian; 

Sir  And.  Now,  Sir,  have  I  met  you  again?  There's  for 

you.  [Striking  Sebaftian. 

'    Seb.  Why  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there:  Areall 

the  People  mid  ?  [Beating  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Hold,   Sir,  or  I'll  throw  your  Dagger  o'er  the 

Houfe.  .  , 

>  Clo.  This  will  I  tell  my  Lady  ftrait:    I  would  not  be 

*?        in  fome  of  your  Coats  for  two  pence.  |  [Exit  Clown. 

Sir  To.  Ome  on,  Sir,  hold,  [Holding  Seb^ftian. 

&r  And. 
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Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another  way  to  work 
i  with  him  i  HI  have  an  Adion  of  Battery  againlt  him,  if 
i  there  be  any  Law  in  fUjria;  tho'  I  ftruck  him  firft. 
Yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Sek  Let  go  thy  Hand. 

Sir  To.  Come,  Sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come  my 
young  Soldier,  put  up  your  Iron ;  you  are  well  flefti'd  : 
Come  on. 

Sob.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.  What  would'ft  thou  now  / 
If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  Sword. 

Sir  To.  What,  what  i  Nay  then  I  muft  have  an  Ounce  or, 
two  of  this  malapert  Biood  trom  you.  [They  draw  and] fight. 
Enttr  Olivia. 

OH.  Hold,  Tobjy  on  thy  Life  I  charge  thee  hold. 

Sir  To.  Madam. 

OH*  Will  it  be  ever  thus?  Ungracious  Wretch, 
Fit  for  the  Mountains  and  the  barbarous  Caves, 
Where  Manners  ne'er  were  preach'd:  Out  of  my  Sight. 
Be  not  offended,  dear  G/ario. 
Rudesby  be  gone.    I  prethee,  gentle  Friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 
Let  thy  fair  Wifdom,  hot  thy  Pafjion  fway 
In  this  uncivil  and  unjuft  Extent 
Agairft  thy  Peace.  Go  with  me  to  my  Houfe,      ! 
And  hear  thou  there,  how  many  fruitlefs  Pranks 
This  Ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
May'ft  fmile  at  this :  Thou  (hall  not  chufe  but  go: 
Do  not  deny,  beftirew  his  Soul  for  me$ 
He.  ftarted  one  poor  Heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Seb.  What  Relifti  is  in  this?  How  runs  the  Stream/ 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  elfe  this  is  a  Dream. 
JLet  Fancy  ftili  my  Senfe  in  Leth$  fteep, 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  me  deep. 

OU.  Nay  come  I  prethee,  would  thoud'ft  berul'dby  me. 

SeB.  Madam,  I  will. 

OU.  O  fay  fo,  and  fo  be.  [£***»#. 

SCENE    II.    Olivia  s  Houfe. 

Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

Mar*  Nay,  I  prethee  put  on  this  Gown  and  this  Beard  j 
make  him  believe  thou  art  Sirpopas  the  Curate;  do  it  quickly.  J 
l;il  cdl  Sir  Tit,  the  whilfc  Dd4|         G       0*       1 
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do.  Well,  I'll  put  it  on,  and  I  willdiflemblemy  felfin't; 
and  I  would  I  were  the  firft  that  ever  diffembled  in  fuch  \ 
Gown.  I  am  Rot  tall  enough  to  become  the  Fun&ion  well, 
nor  lean  enough  to  be  thought  a  good  Student ;  but  to  be 
faid  an  honeft  Man,  and  a  good  Houfekeeper*  goes  as  fairly 
as  to  fay,  a  careful  Man  and  a  great  Scholar.  The  Compt- 
titors  enter. 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Jove  blefs  thtfe,  Mr.  Parfon. 

do.  Bonos  dies,  Sir  Toby;  for  as  the  old  Hermit  of  Prag*tf 
that  never  faw  Pen  and  Ink,  very  wittily  faid  to  a  Neece  of 
King  Gorbodack*  that  that  is,  is;  fo  I  being  Mr.  Parfon,  am 
Mr.  Parfon;  for  what  is  thar,  but  that?  and  is,  but  is? 

fir  To.  To  him,  Sir  7  opts. 

Go.  What  hoa,  I  fay,  Peace  in  this  Prifon. 

Sir  To.  The  Knave  counterfeits  well;  a  good  Knave. 

[Milvoho  with  i* 

Mai.  Who  calls  there? 

Go.  Sir  Topas  the  Curate,  who  comes  to  sAxAldvoho  the 
Lunauck.  ■     . 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas,  good  Sir Topas goto  my  Lady, 

Go.  Out  hyperbolical  Fiend,  how  vcxeft  thou  this  Man! 
Talkeft  thou  nothing  but  of  Ladies? 

Sir  To.  Well  faid,  Mr.  Parfon. 

MaL  Sir  Topast  never  was  Man  thus  wrong'd,  good  Sir 
Topas  do  not  thin$  I  am  mad;  the^r  have  laid  me  here  in 
hideous  Darknefs.  \  / 

Co.  Fie,  thou  dlihoneft  Sathah}  I  call  thee  by  the  moft 
modeft  Terms,  for  I  am  one  of  thofe  gentle  ones  that  will 
ufe  the  Devil  himfelf  with  Curtefie :  Say'ft  thou  that  Houfc 
is  dark  t 

MaL  As  Hell,  Sir  Topas. 

CUu  Why  it  hath  bay  Windows  tranfparant  as  Bariei- 
does,  and  the  clear  Snnes  towards  the  South  North,  are  as 
luftrousas  Ebony ;  and  yet  complained  thou  of  Obftru&ion? 

MaL  I  am  not  mad,  Sir  Topas,  I  fay  to  you  this  Houfe 
is  dark. 

kfy.  Mad-man,  thou  errcft;  I  fay  there  is  no  Darknefs 
but  Ignorance,  in  which  ihou  art  more  puzsel'd  than  the 
Egyptians  in  their  Fogg, 
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Mai.  I  fay  this  Houfe  is  as  dark  as  Ignorance,  though 
Ignorance  were  as  dark  as  Hell;  and  I  fay  there  was  never 
Man  thus  ^ws'd,  I  am  no  more  mad  than  you  are,  make 
the  trial  of  it  in  any  conftant  Queftioti. 

Clo.  What  it  the  Opinion ,  of  Pythagoras,  concerning 
Wild-foul?  - 

Mat.  That  the  Soul  of  our  Grandam  might  happily  in- 
habit a  Bird. 

Clo.  .What  think'ft  thdu  of  his  Opinion? 

Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  Soul,  and  no  way  approve  his 
Opinion, 

Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  Remain  thou  ftill  in  Darknefs,  thou 
fhalt  hold  th'Opinion  of  Pythagoras*  e'er  I  will  allow  of  thy 
Wits,  and  fear  to  kill  a  Woodcock,  left  thou  difpoffefs  the 
Houfe  of  thy!  Grandam.    Fare  thee  well. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas. 

Sir  To.  My  moft  exquifire  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  Waters. 

Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy  Beard 
And  Gown,  he  fees  thee  not.  ^ 

Sir  To.  To  him  in  thine  own  Voice,  and  bring  me  word 
how  thou  find'ft  him :  I  would  we  were  all  rid  of  this  Knave- 
ry. If  he  may  be  conveniently  defiver'd,  I  would  he  were, 
for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offence  with  my  Neice,  that  I  can- 
not purfue  with  any  Safety  this  Sport  to  the  upftior.  Come 
by  and  by  *o  my  Chamber.  [Exit. 

0o.  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Robin,  tell  me  how  my  Lady  does. 

Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  Mj  Lady  is  unkind,  perdi(. 

Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  Alas,  why  is  Jhefo  ? 

Mai.  Fool,  I  fay*  '    ' 

Clo.  She  loves  another*  »     Who  calls,  ha ? 

Mai.  Good  Fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at  my 
hand,  help  me  to  a  Candle,  and  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper ;  as  I 
am  a  Gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thankful  to  thee  for't, 

Cb.  Mr.  Alaholio! 

MaU  Ay,  good  Fool. 

C/#    Alas,  Sir,  how  f.ll  you  befides  your  five  Wits/ 

Mai.  Fool,  there  was  never  Man  fo  notorioufly  abus'd  ; 
I  am  as  well  in  my  Wits,  Fool,  as  rhou  art.  Clo. 
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Ch.  But  ts  well  Itketi  thou  art  mad  ihdeed,  if  you  be  no 
better  ill  your  Whs  than  a  Fool. 

Mai.  They  have  here  propertied  tee ;  keep  fne  in  dark- 
nefs,  fend  Miniftcrs  to  me,  AfTes,  and  do  all  they  cm  to 
face  me  but  erf  toy  Wits 

Clo.  Advife  you  what  you  fay  :  The  Miniftcr  is  here. 
Malvdio,  Mrtvotio,  thy  Wits  the  Heav'ns  reftofre:  Endea- 
vour thy  felf  to  flecp,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibble  babble. 
„Mal.  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Maintain  no  Words  with  him,  good  Fellotf. 
Who  I,  Sir,  not  I,  Sir.     God  buy  you,  good  Stttefar. 
Marry  Amen.     I  will,  Sir,  I  will,  Sir. 
M*l.  Fool,  Fool,  Pool,  I  fay. 
do.  Alas,  Sir,  be  patient.  What  fay  yon,  Sir,  I  am  fhent 
for  fpeaking  to  you. 

Mai.  Good  Fool,  help  me  to  fomfe  Light,  and  fotoc 
Paper;  I  tell  thee  !  am  is  ftellin  my  Wits,  as  any  Man  in 
IUjria.  . 

Ch.  We!l-a4hy  that  you  Were,  Sir. 
Mai.  By  this  Hand  I  am :  Good  Fool,  fome  Ink,  Paper 
and  Light;  aftd  convey  what  I  will fet  down  to  toy  Lady: 
It  fliall  advantage  thee  ihore,  than  eVer  the  bearing  of  Let- 
ter did. 

C/fc.  I  will  help  you  ro*t.  But  tell  m-  true,  are  you  not 
mad  indeed,  or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

Mai.  Believe  me,  I  am  not,  I  tell  thee  true.' 
Clo.  Nay,  111  ne'er  believe  a  Mad-taan  *till  I  fee  hfe  Brains. 
I  will  fetch  you  Light,  and  Paper*  and  Ink. 

Md.  Fool,  Til  requite  it  in  thehigheft  degree  $ 
I  prethee  be  gone. 

Clo.  I  am  go%e,  Sir,  and  anon,  Sir*  [Si*tf*b 

Til  be  with  you  agtih 
In  a  trice,  like  to  the  old  Vice, 

Ymr  Need  to  fiftai*. 
Who  with  Dagger  of  Lath,  in  his  Rage  ]and  his  Wrath, 

Cries  ah,  ah,  to  the  Devil : 
Lik*  *  *»*d  Lad,  pair  thy  Nails,  Dad, 

Micu}  good  Man  Dtvd.  [£*''• 

SCENE 
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,SCE  N  F     izt.  -_..._.--:--  — 

n  £«/tr  Sebaftian. 

&i.  This  is  the  Air,  that  is  the  gldridtfc  San, 
This  Pearl  (he  gave  me,  I  do  feeft  tf*d  feet. 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  fee  thus* 
Yet  'tis  not  madnefs.     Where's  Anthonio  then  ? 
I  cauld  not  find  Him  at  the  Elepbatit, 
Yet  there  he  was, -and  there  I  found  this  Credit* 
That  he  did  range  the  Town  to  feek  me  out. 
His  Counfel  now  might  do  me  golden  Setvice* 
For  tho'  my  Soul  difputes  well  wirth  my  Senfe, 
That  this  may  be  fome  Error,  bat  ho  Madnefs 
Yet  doth  this  Accident  and  £lood  erf  Fortune* 
So  far  exceed  all  Inftance,  all  Difcourfe, 
That  I  am  ready  to  dtftruft  mine  Jiyes, 
And  wrangle  with  my  Reafon  that  perfuades  the 
To  any  other  Truft,  but  that  I  am  mad, 
Or  die  the  Lady's  mad;  yet  if  'twere  fo* 
She  could#not  fway  her  Houfe,  command  her  Followers, 
Take,  and  give  back  Affairs,  add  (heir  difpatcb, 
With  fuch  a  fmooth,  difcreet,  -and  ftable-bearing 
As  I  perceive  ihe  does*  There's  fomething  in't 
That  is  deceiVable.     But  here  the  Lady  comes. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Prkft. 

Olu  Blame  not  this  hafte  of  mine :  If  you  mean  well, 
Now  g$  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  Man 
Into  the  Chantry  by ,  there  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  Roof, 
Plight  me  the  full  aflfurancfr  of  your  Faith, 
That  my  moH  jealous  and  too  doubtful  Soul 
May  Jive  at  Peace.    He  fliall  conceal  it, 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  (hall  come  to  note, 
WKit  time  we  will  our  Celebration  keep 
According  to  my  Birth.  What  do  you  fay? 

Stb.  HI  follow  this  good  Mart,  and  go  with  you, 
And  having  fworn  Truth,  ever  will  be  true". 

Oli.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  Father,  and  Heav'n  fo  fliine, 
That  they  .may  fairly  note  this  Ad  of  mine.         [Ext*n$. 
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A  C   I   V.     3  c  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Clown  and  Fabian. 

fat.  XT  °  w>  as  t"l0U  ,ov^  me*  'ct  n,c  **c  ****  L€ttcr* 
XN     Qo.  Good  Mr.  Fttum,  grantmeanother  Rcqucft. 

Fab.  Any  thing. 

Gb.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  Letter* 

Fab.  This  is  to  give  a  Dog.  and  in  recompeoce  defirc 
my  Dog  again.  « 

Enter  D*kfi*  Viola,  Curie*  and  Lords. 

Duke.  Belong  you  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  Friends 

Clo.  Ay»  Sir,  we  are  fome  of  her  Trappings* 

D*kf*  I  know  thee  well ;  how  doft  thou,  my  good 
Fellow?  • 

,  Clo.  Truly,  Sir,  the  better  for  my  Foes,  and  the  worfe 
for  my  Friends. 

Duke.  Juft  the  contrary;  the  better  for  thy  Friends* 

Oo.  No,  Sir,  the  worfe. 

'D»kf>  How  can  that  be? 

Oo.  Marry,  Sir,  they  praift  me,  and  make  an  Afs  of  me; 
now  my  Foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  Afs :  So  that  by  my 
Foes,  Sir,  I  profit  in  the  Knowledge  of  my  fclf,  and  by  my 
Friends  I  am  abufed  :  So  that  Conclufions  to  be  as  KifTes,if 
your  four  Negatives  make  your  two  Affirmatives,  why  theo 
the  worfe  for  my  Friends,  and  the  better  for  my  Foes. 

Duke.  Why  this  is  excellent. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  no;  tho'  it  pleafe  you  to  be  one 
of  my  Friends 

Duke.  Thou  fh all  not  be  the  worfe  for  me,  there's  Gold. 

Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing,  Sir,  I  would 
could  make  it 'another* 

Duke.  O  you  give  me  ill  Counfel. 

Clo.  Put  your  Grace  in  your  Pocket,  Sir,  for  this  once,' 
and  let  your  Flelh  and  Blood  obey  it. 

D#^f.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  Sinner  to  be  a  double- 
dealer  :  There's  another. 

Clo.  Prints  Secundo^  Tertso,  is  a  good  Play,  and  the  old 
faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  The  triplex,  Sir,  is  a  good 
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tripping  Meafure,  or  the  Bells  of  St.  Bennct,  Sir,  may  put 
you  in  mind,  one,  tw6,  three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  Mony  out  of  me  at  this 
throw :  If  you  will  let  your  Lady  knotf  I  am  here  to  fpeak 
with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you,  it  may  awake  my 
Bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  lullaby  to  your  Bounty  •till  I  come  a- 
gain.  I  gp,  Sir,  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think,  that 
my  defire  of  having  is  the  fin  of  Covetoufncfs;  but,  as  you 
fay,  Sir,  let  your  Bounty  take  a  Nap,  I  will  awake  it  anotu 

[Exit  Clown. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Officers. 

Vto*  Here  comes  the  Man,  Sir,  that  did  refcueme. 

Duke.  That  Face  of  his  I  do  remember  well ; 
Yet  when  I  faw  it  laft,  it  was  befmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  fmoak  of  War: 
A  bawbling  Veffel  was  he  Captain  of, 
For  (hallow  Draught  and  Bulk  unprizable, 
With  which  fuch  fcathful  Grapple  did  he  make, 
With  the  moft  noble  Bottom  of  our  Fleet, 
That  very  Envy,  and  the  Tongue  of  Lofs 
Cry'd  Fame  a^nd  Honour  on  him.   What's  the  matter?         f 

1  Offi.  Orfino,  this  is  that  Antonio 
That  took  the  Phnnix  and  her  Fraught  from  Candj% 
And  this  is  he  that*  did  the  Tjgcr  board. 
When  your  young  Nephew  Titus  loft  his  Leg: 
Here  in  the  Streets,  defperate  of  Shame  and  State,  ] 

In  private  Brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

ho.  He  did  me  kindnefs,  Sir ;  drew  on  my  fide,' 
But  in  conclufion  put  ftrange  Speech  upon  me, 
I  krow  not  what  'twas,  but  Diftraftion. 

Duke.  Notable  Pirate,  thou  fait  Water  Thief, 
Whatfoolifti  Boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  Mercies, 
Whom  thou  in  Terms  fo  bloody,  and  fo  dear 
Haft  made  thine  Enemies/ 

Ant.  Orfinox  Noble  Sir, 
Be  pleas'd,  that  I  (hake  off  thefe  Names  you  give  me: 
Antonio  never  yet  was  Thief,  or  Pirate; 
Though  I  confef<,  on  bale  and  groud  enough* 
Orjtno's  Enemy.    A  Witchcraft  drew  me  hither: 
That  moft  ungrateful  Boy,  there  by  your  Side, 
From  the  rude  Seas  enrag'd  and  foamy  Mouth 

Did 
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Did  I  ftdpegi  •,  a  wrack  pa(l  Hope  he  was : 
His  Life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  Lo*e  Without  Retention,  or  Refbaint; 
AU  this  in  Dedication.    For  hjs  Sake* 
Did  I  wpofe  my  felf  (pure  for  his  Love) 
Into  the  Danger  of  this  adverfe  Town, 
Drw  lo  defend  him,  when  be  w*s  befet ;  / 
Whew  being  ippcehended,  his  falfc  Cunning 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  roe  in  Danger ) 
Taught  biro  to  face  me  out  of  his  Acquaintance, 
.  And  grtfw  a  twenty  Years  removed  thing, 
While  one  would  wink;  deny'd  roe  mine  awn  Purfe, 
Which  1  bad  recommended  to  his  ufe, 
Not  half  an  Hour  before. 

VtQ.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Duke.  When  came  ht  to  this  Town  ? 

Anu  To  Day,  my  Lord;  and  for  three  Months  before, 
No  Interim^  not  a  minute's  Vacancy* 
Both  Day  and  Night  did  we  keep  Company. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Here  comes  the  Countefs;   now  Heav'n  walks  on 
Earth* 

But  for  thee,  Fellow,  Fellow,  thy  Words  areMadnefs, 
Three  tyoiuh*  this  Youth  hath  tended  upon  roe ; 
But  more  of  that  anon.     Take  hup  afide. 

OH.  What  would  my  Lord,  byt  that  he  may  not  havfi 
Wherein  Olivia  may  fteoi  fcrvicea&Ie  t 
OJario,  you  do  not  keep  Proroife  with  roe» 

Vio*  Madam. 

Duke*  Gracious  Olivia. 

OH;  What  do  you  fey,  Cefiri$f  ©ood  my  Lord— 

Flo.  My  Lord  would  fpeak,  my  Duty  hu(bes  roe. 

OJi.  If  it  be  ought  to  the  old  Tune  my  Lord, 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine  Ear, 
As  howling  ofter  Mufick. 

Dnke.  Still  (q  cruel  ? 

OIL  Still  fo  confi*ntt  my  Lard. 

Dulp.  What  tofferverfnefs/  you  uncivil  Lady, 
To  whofe  ihgrat«?  and  unaufpicious  Alters, 
My  SouUhe  faithfuirft  Off$ri©gs  hm  breath'dout 
That  e'er  Devotion  tended.    What  (hall  Hot 
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Olu  Even  when  itpleif?  my  Lord,  that  (hall  become  him. 
Duke.  Why  ftiould  I  not,  had  I  the  Heart  to  dok9 
Like  to  the  Egyptian  Thieft  at  poipt  of  Death 
Kill  what  I  love?  a  lavage  Jealoufie, 
That  fometiroe  favours  nobly;  but  hear  me  thi$: 
Since  you  to  Non-R^rdance  caft  my  Faith, 
And  that  I  pvtty  kn<pw  the  Inftrument 
That  fcrews  roe  from  my  true;  Place  in  yoijr  Favour: 
Live  you  the  MirW**hrfaftcd  Tyrant  ftill. 
$ut  this  your  Minion,  whom  I  know  yom  low, 
And  whom,  by  Heav'n,  I  fwear,  I  tender  dearly, 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  tb*t  cru$l  Eye* 
Where  he  fits  crowned  in  hi*  Matter's  Spighf. 
Come  Boy  with  me.  njy  Thpugbcs  are  rip*  in  Mifchief: 
I'll  facrifice  the  Lamb  that  I  do  love. 
To  fpight  a  Raven's  Hearr  within  a  Dove, 

Pio.  And  I  moft  jqcond*  apt,  *nd  willingly, 
To  do  you  R$ft  a  thoufand  Dea»ths  would  die. 
Olu  Where  gp^s  Cefario  ? 
Vio.  After  hinp  liova. 
More  than  I  love  thefe  Eye?,  more  than  my  Life, 
More  by  ail  mores,  than  e'er  I  (hall  love  Wife, 
If  1  do  feign*  you  Witnefles  above 
punifh  my  Life,  for  tainting  of  my  Love* 
Olu  Ay  me,  detefted,  how  ami  beguil'df 
Fio,  Who  does  beguile  you?,  who  does  do  you  wrong  ? 
Olu  Haft  thou  forgot  thy  felf?  Is  it  fo  long/ 
Call  for  the  holy  Father. 
Dukt.  Come,  away. 

Ofi.  Whither,  my  Lord  ?  Cefarfo>  frusbamf,  flay. 
Duke.  Htttba&d? 

Olu  Ay,  Hushing  can  lie  that  deny? 
Dmkfi.  HerHusbaad,  Sirrah  I  m 
Vha>  No  my  Lord,  ik>5  I. 
Olu  Alas,  it  is  the  fUfenefs  of  thy  Fear, 
That  makes  thee  ftrjngle  thy  Propriety : 
Fear  »ot  Ctfarw*  take  thy  Fortures  up, 
Be  that  thou  know'ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  chit  thou  fear  ft. 
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Enter  Prieft. 

0  welcome,  Father. 

Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  Reverence 
Here  to  unfold,  tho*  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in:  Darknefs,  what  occafion  now 
Reveals  before  'tis  ripe  *,  what  thou  doft  know 
Hath  newly  paft  between  this  Youth  and  me. 

Prieft.  A  Contrad  of  eternal  Bond  of  Love, 
Confirm'd  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  Hands, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  dofe  of  Lips, 
Strengthned  by  enterchangement  of  your  Rings, 
And  all  the  Ceremony  of  this  Compaft 
Seal'd  in  my  Fundion,  by  my  Teftimony: 
Since  when,  my  Watch  hath  told  me*  toward  my  Grave 

1  have  traveled  but  two  Hours. 

D*kf.  O  thou  diflembling  Ctib;  what  wilt  thou  be 
When  Time  hath  fow'd  a  grizzel  on  thy  Cafe? 
Or  will  not  elfe  thy  Craft  fo  quickly  grow, 
That  thine  own  Trip  (hall  be  thine  overthrow  t 
Farewel,  and  take  her,  butdireftthy  Feet, 
Where  thou  and  I,  henceforth,  may  never  meet. 

Vto.  My  Lord,  I  do  proteft— — 

OU.  Odonotfwear, 
How  little  Faith,  tho'  thou  haft  too  much  Fear. 
Enter  Sir  Andrew  with  his  He*d  *r«ke. 

Sir  And.'  For  the  Love  of  God  a  Surgeon,  and  one  pre- 
fently  to  Sir  Tebj. 

O/i.  What's  the  matter?  .        „VT, 

Sir  And.  H'as  broke  my  Head  a-crofs,  and  given  bir  T*j 
a  bloody  Coxcomb  too:  For  the  Love  of  God  your  help, 
I  had  rather  than  forty  Pound  I  were  at  home, 

OU.  Who  has  done  this,  Sir  Andrew\ 

Sir  And.  The  Count's  Gentlemen,  otitCcfirtfi  we  took 
him  for  a  Coward,  but  he's  the  very  Devil  incarnate. 

Duke,  My  Gentleman  Ofarie? 

Sir  And.  Od'slifelings,  here  he  is:  You  brokemyHead 
for  nothing,  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was  fet  on  to  do  t  by 

"^o/why  do  you  fpeak  to  me,  I  never  hurt  you: 
You  drew  your  Sword  upon  me  without  Caule, 
But  I  befpeake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 
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Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Clown. 

Sir  And.  If  a  bloody  Coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have  hurt 
me:  I  think  you  fee  nothing  by  a  bloody  Coxcomb.  Here 
comes  Sir  Toby  hairing,  you  (hall  hear  more  i  but  if  he  had 
not  been  in  drink,  he  would  have  tickled  you  other-gates 
than  he  did. 

D*k**  How  now,  Gentleman  f  how  is't  with  you? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  one,  ha's  hurt  me,  and  there's  an  end 
on't;  Sot, didft  thou  fee  Dic^ Surgeon,  Sot? 

Qo.  O  he's  drunk,  Sir,  above  an  hour  agone;  his  Eyes 
were  fet  at  eight  i'th'  Morning. 

Sir  To.  Then  he's  a  Rogue  after  a  pafly  meafures  Pavin  : 
I  hate  a  drunken  Rogue. 

OH.  Away  with  him?  Who  hath  made  this  havock  with 
them? 

Sir  And.  I'll  help  you,  Sir  Toby,  becaufe  we'll  be  drcft 
together. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  help  an  Afs-head,  and  a  Coxcomb,  and  a 
Knave,  a  thin  fae'd  Knave,  a  Gull  ?    [Exe.  do.  To.  &  And. 

OH.  Get  him  to  Bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 
Enter  Sebaftian. 

Set.  I  am  lorry,  Madam,  I  have  hurt  yourKinfman: 
But  had  it  been  the  Brother  of  my  Blood, 
I  muft  have  done  no  lefs  with  Wit  and  Safety, 
You  throw  a  ftrange  regard  upon  me,  and  by  that 
I. do  perceive  it  hath  offended  you; 
Pardon  me,  fweet  one,  even  for  the  Vows 
We  made  each  other,  but  (b  late  ago. 

D#kf.  One  Face,  one  Voice,  one  Habit,  and  two  Perfons, 
A  natural  Perfpe&ive,  that  is,  and  is  not* 

Seb.  Antonio^  O  my dear Antonio  ! 
How  have  the  hours  racfc'd  and  tortur'd  me, 
Since  I  have  loft  thee? 

Ant.  Sebaftian  are  you? 

Seb.  Fear'd  thou  thar,  Antonio  I 

Ant.  How  Jiave  you  made  Divifion  of  your  felf, 
An  Apple  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  th*fe  two  Creatures.    Which  is  Sebafiian  I 

OIK  Moft  wonderful  f 

Seb.  Do  I  ftand  there?  \  never  had  a  Brother: 
Nor  can  there  b?  a  Deity  in  my  Nature 

Vol.U.  Ee  Of 
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Of  here  and  cveiy  whtee.    1  had  a  Sifter 
Whom  the  blind  Waves  and  Surges  have  devour'd: 
Of  Charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me?  [7#  Viola. 

What  Countryman?  what  Name?  what  Parentage  I 

Viq.  Of  McjfaUnc;  Seh*fti*nw*s  my  Father* 
Such  a  Sckdftian  was  my  Brother  too : 
So  went  he  fuited  to  he  wafcery  Tomb* 
If  Spirits  can  aflame  both  Form  and  Suit, 
you  come  to  fright  us. 

Sth  A  Spirit  I  am  indeed, 
But  am  in  that  Dimension  grofly  <Atdf 
Which  from  the  Womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  Woman,  as  the  reft  go  even, 
I  fboutd  my  Tear*  lee  fall  upon  your  Cheek, 
And  fay,  thrice  welcome  drowned  Viola. 

Vio.  My  Father  had  a  Moal  upon  his  BrOW« 

Stb.  And  fo  Jiad  mine. 

Fio.  And  dy'd  that  day  when  FhU  from  her  Bitth 
Hacl  numbred  thirteen  Yean. 

Set.  O  that  Record  is  lively  in  my  Sou], 
He  finiftied  indeed  his  mortal  A& 
That  day  that  made  my  Sifter  thirteen  Years* 

Vlo.  If  nothing  ktts  to  make  us  happy  both, 
But  this  my  Mafculme  ufilrp'd  Attire; 
Do  not  Embrace  me>  'till  each  Circumftance 
Of  Place,  Time,  Fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump 
That  I  am  Fiola;  which  to  confirm, 
111  bring  you  a  Captain  in  this  Town 
Where  lye  my  Maiden  Weeds ;  by  whofe  gentle  help 
I  was  preferv'd  ta  ferve  this  Noble  Duke* 
All  the  Occurrence  of  my  Fortune  fince 
Hath  been  between  this  Lady;  and  this  Lord. 

Scb.  So  comes  r,  Lady,  you  have  been  miflook;   [7i  Gli. 
'  But  Nature  to  her  Bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contracted  to  a  Maid* 
ttor  are  you  therein*  by  my  Life,  deceiv'd, 
You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  Maid  and  Man*    v 

Duke.  Be  not  amaz'd,  right  Noble  is  his  Blood; 
If  this  be  fo,  as  yet  the  Glaf>  feems  true, 
I  ihall  have  (hare  in  this  moft  happy  Wreck. 
Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times,        [TV  Viola, 

r-    V  ThoU 
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Thou  never  (hould'ft  love  Woman  like  to  me. 

Vto.  And  all  tkofe  fiyings  will  I  over*fwear, 
And  ail  thofe  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  Soul* 
As  doth  that  orbed  Continent,  the  Fire, 
That  fevers  Day  from  Night, 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  Hand* 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  Woman's  Weeds. 

Vto.  The  Captain  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  Shore, 
Hath  my  Maids  Garments :  He  upon  feme  A&ion 
Is  now  in  Durance,  at  Mabvolio*  Suit, 
A  Gentleman  and  Follower  of  my  Lady's. 

OIL  Ne  (haH  enlarge  htm:  Fetch  Malvotio  hither. 
And  yet  alas*  now  I  remember  me, 
They  fay,  poor  Gentleman,  he's  much  diftraft. 

Enter  the  Clown  with  a  Letter,  and  Fabian. 
A  moft  exa&ing  Frenzy  of  mine  own* 
From  my  remembrance  clearly  banifti'd  his. 
How  does  he,  Sirrah  i 

Qo.  Truly,  Madam,  he  holds  Bofcebmb  at  the  Staves  end 

,  as  well  as  a  Man  in  his  Cafe  may  dp:  H'ashere  writ  a  Letter 

to  you*  I  (hould  have  given't  you  to  day  Morning.     But 

as  a  ifcad  Man's  Epiftles  are  no  Gofpeh,  fb  it  skills  not  much 

when  they  are  deliver'd. 

01$.  Open't  and  read  it* 

Cto.  Look  then  to  be  well  cdify'd,  when  the  Fool  deli- 
vers the  Mad-man——  By  the  Lira,  Madam-  [Reads. 

OIL  How  now*  ait  thou  mad? 

Clo.  No,  Madam,  I  do  but  read  Madnefi:  And  your 
Ladyfhip  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  muft  allow 
Vox. 

OIL  Prethee  read  it  i'tby  rights  Wits. 

Clo.  So  I  do,  Madona;  but  to  read  his  right  Wits,  is 
to  read  thus:  Theiefore  perpend,  my  Princef,  and  give 
ear. 

OIL  Read  it  you,  Sirrah.  [To  Fabiar, 

Fab.  [Reads.]  By  the  Lord,  Madam,  you  wrong  me,  and 
the  World  Jhall  know  it :  Though  joh  have  put  me  into  Darkr 
nef$y  and  given  jour  drunken  Coufin  Rule  over  me,  yet  have  I 
benefit  of  my  Senfes  as  well  as  your  Ladyjbip.  I  have  jour 
own  Letter,  that  induced  me  to  the  femblance  I  put  on;  with 
the  which  I  doubt  noty  but  to  do  my  felf  much  Right*  or  you 

£  e  z  much 
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much  Shame :  Thinly  of  me  as  jon  pleafe :   /  leave  my  Dnty  4 
little  *nt bought  of  $  and  fptak^wt  of my  Injury. 

The  madly  us'd  Atdwfa. 

OU.  Did  he  write  this? 

Clo.  Ay,  Madam. 

Duke.  This  favours  not  much  of  Diftra&ion. 

OU.  See  him  deliver'd,  Fabian*  bring  him  hither. 
My  Lord,  fo  you  pleafe,  thefe  things  further  thought  on, 
To  think  me  as  .well  a  Sifter,  as  a  Wife, 
One  day  ftiall  crown  th* Alliance  on't,  fo  pleafe  you; 
Here  at  my  Houfe,  and  at  my  proper  Coft. 

Duke.  Madam,  I  am  moft  apt  t'embrace  your  offer. 
Your  Mafter  quits  you ;  and  for  your  Service  done  Wffl> 
So  much  againft  the  Metal  of  your  Sex,  [Ti  Viola. 

80  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding, 
And  fince  you  called  me  Mafter,  forib  long: 
Here  is  my  Hand,  you  (ball  from  this  time  be 
kYour  Matter's  Miftrefs. 

OU.  A  Sifter,  you  are  (he. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Duke.  Is  this  the  mad  Man  ? 

OU.  Ay,  my  Lord,  this  fame :  how  now  Malvolio ! 

Mai.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong, 
Notorious  wrong. 

OU.  Havel,  Malvolio t  No. 

Mai*  Lady  you  have,  pray  perufe  you  that  Letter* 
You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  Hand. 
Write  from  it  if  you  can,  in  Hjind  or  Phrafe, 
Or  fay  'tis  not  your  Seal,  nor  your  Invention; 
You  can  fay  none  of  this.     WelJ,  grant  it  then, 
And  tell  me  in  the  modefty  of  Honour, 
Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  Favour, 
Bad  me  come  fmiling,  and  crof$-garter'd  to  you, 
To  put  on  yellow  Stockings,  and  to  frown 
,  Upon  Sir  Tobj>  and  rhe  lighter  People? , 
And  afting  this  in  an  obedient  Hope, 
Why  have  you  fuffer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd. 
Kept  in  a  dark  Houfe,  vifited  by  the  Pricft, 
And  make  the  moft  notorious  Geek  or  Gall 
That  t'er  Invention  plaid  on  f  Tell  me  why  ? 
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What  you  wilt.  88$, 

OU.  Alas,  Mahvlio,  this  is  not  my  Writing! 
Tho',  I  confcfc,  much  like  the  Char  after: 
But,  out  of  queftioo,  'tis  Marias  Hand.  ^ 

And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  (he 
Krft  told  me  thou  waft  mad }  then  cam'ft  in  fmilingj 
And  in  fucB  Forms,  which  here  were  prefuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  Letter  .•  Prethee  be  content, 
This  praSice  hath  moft  fhrewdly  paft  upon  thee  J 
But  when  we  know  the  Grounds  and  Authors  of  it. 
Thou  ihalt  be  both  the  Plantiff  and  the  Judge 
Of  thine  own  CaUfe. 

Fab.  Good  Madam,  hear  me  ipeak* 
And  let  no  Quarrel,  nor  no  Brawl  to  come, 
Taint  the  Condition  of  this  prefent  Hour, 
Which  I  have  wondred  at.     In  hope  it  (hall  notj 
Moft  freely  I  confefs  my  felf  and  Toby 
Set  this  Device  againft  MaIvoUo  here, 
Upon  feme  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  Parts 
We  had  conceived  againft  him.    Maria  writ . 
The  Letter,  at  Sir  Tobfs  great  importance, 
In  recompence  whereof  he  hatfi  married  her# 
How  with  a  fportful  Malice  it  was  followed, 
May  rather  pluck  on  Laughter  than  Revenge* 
If  that  the  Injuries  be  juftly  weigh'd. 
That  have  on  both  fides  paft.. 

OU.  AI*s,  poor  Fool!  how  have  they  baffled  thee? 

Clc.  Why  fome  are  born  Great,  fome  atchieve  Greatnels* 
and  fome  have  Greatnefi  thrown  upon  them/  I  was  one, 
Sir,  in  this  Interlude;  one rSir  Topas,  Sir,  but  that's  all  one  1 
By  the  Lord,  Fool,  I  am  not  mad  \  but  do  you  remember, 
•  Madam,  why  laugh  you  at  fuch  a  barren  Rafcal?  And  you 
(mile  not  he's  gagg'd:  And  thus  the  Whirl-gigg  of  Time 
brines  in  his  Revenges* 

Mai.  1*11  be  reveng'd  on  the  whole  pack  of  you,   ^{Exin 

OU.  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. 

D*kf.  Purfue  him,  and  entreat  him  to  a  Peace  s 
He  hath  not  told  us]  of  the  Captain  yet  j 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  Time  convents, 
A  folemn  Combination  (hall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  Souls.    Mean  time,  fweet  Sifter, 

E  e  j  We 
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We  will  not  part  from  hence.    Cefierh  comtr 

(For  fo  you  (hall  be,  while  you  are  a  Man*) 

But  when  in  other  Habits  you  are  lees,        * 

Orfi*Ss  Kfiftrefs,  and  his  Fancy's  Queen.  [Ex$u#* 

Gown  fings» 

J#k*  that  I  was  and  a  little  tint  Bejp 
With  bej,  ho,  the  Wind  and  the  Ram  : 

jtfaeUJb  thing  was  hit  a  Toy* 
For  the  Rain  it  raineth  everj  day* 

But  when  I  came  to  Mans  Eftate, 

With  hey,  ho,  &c. 
'Gainjt  Knaves  and  Thieves  Men  Jhut  their  Cote, 

Fer  the  Rain,  Sec.  t 

But  when  I  cstmr  atlafi  to  Wtoe* 

With  hey,  he,  &c* 
Byfwaggering  could  f  never  thrive% 

Fer  the  Rain,  &t« 

But  when  1  came  unto- my  Bads, 

Wkh  hep,  he,  &i; 
With  TofpotsftiU  ta*d*unk§»  Heads* 

Fer  the  Rain,  &c. 

A  great  while  age  tfa  World  lug*** 

W$eh  hey,  he,  &c«  . 
But  that's  aU  en**  pur  Play  is  done, 

jind  we lljbivet*fictft yen  every. day* 

[Exit. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 

LEontes,'  King  of  Sicilia. 
Polixenes,  King  of  Bohemia. 
Mamillius,  Toung  Trince  ^Sicilia. 
Florizel,  Trince  of  Bohemia. 
Camillo,       *%  .       '? 

aS£2i>**«. ***■■■.         '    *' 

Dion,  J 

Archidamus,  a  Bohemian  Lord. 

Old  Shepherd*  reputed  Father  of  Perdita. 

Clown,  his  Son. 

'Autolicus;  a  Rogue.   ~ 

Hermione,  Queen  to  Leontes. 

Perdita,  Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione. 

Paulina*  Wife  u  Antigonus. 

£milias  a  Lady  attending  on  Hermione. 

B5&  I  «*****•       . 

Goalert  Shepherds ;  Shepherdeffes,  and  Attendants. 

SCENE  partly  in  Sicilia,   and  partly  in 
Bohemia. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

S  C  ERE   A  Palace. 

Inter  Camillo  and  Archidamus. 

,  ARCHJDAMVS.  ■ 
F  you  fli all  chance,  Camillo,  to  viflt  2ta&*- 
mia,  on  the  like  occafion  whereon  my  Ser- 
vices are  now  on  foof^  you  (hall  fee,  as  I 
have  faid,  great  difference  betwixt  our  Bo- 
hemia, and  your  Skilia* 

Cam.  I  think,  this  eommon  Summery  the 
King  of  Sicilia  means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  Vifitation  which 
he  juftly  owes  him. 

Arch.  Wherein  our  Entertainment  (hall  fhame  us  t   We 
will  be  juftified  in  our  Loves  5  for  indeed— 
Cam.  'Befeech  yoii~— 

Arch.  Verily  I  fpeakit  in  the  freedom  of  my  knowledge; 
we  cannot  with  fuch  Magnificence*—-  in  fo  rare    \      I 

know  not  what  to  fay —We  will  give  you  fleepy  Drinks, 

that  your  Senfes  (unintelligent  of  our  infufficience)  may, 
tho'  they  cannot  praife  us,  as  little  accufe  us. 

Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,   for  what's  given 
freely. 

Arch.  Believe  me,  I  fpeak  as  my  Underftanding  inftru&s 
me,  and  4s  mine  Honefty  puts  it  to  utterance. 

Cam.  Sicilia  cannot  Ihew  himfelf  over-kind  to  Bohemia  j 
they  were  trained  together  in  their  Childhoods  and  there 
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rcx>ted  betwixt  them  then  fach  an  Affe&ion,  which 
chafe  bat  branch  now*  Since  their  more  mature  Digs* 
tie*,  and  Royal  Necefikies,  made  feptration  of  their  Society ; 
their  Encounters,  though  not  perfonaJ,  have  been  royalty 
attornied  with  enterchange  of  Sifts,  Letters,  loving  Em» 
baffles,  that  they  have  feem'd  to  be  together,  tho'  abfeot  \ 
fliook  bands,  as  over  a  vaft  Sea,  and  embraced  as  it  woe 
from  the  ends  of  oppofed  Winds. '  The  Heavens  cottfrue 
their  ~L«ove$* 

Arch.  I  think  there  is  not  in  the  World,  either  Malice 
or  Matter  to  after  it.  ¥  on  liave  4A  unipcekaoie  comfoft  el 
your  young  Prince  Msmillimi  it  is  a  Gentleman  of  the  great- 
eft  promife  that  em  came  into  my  Note. 

Cum.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him: 
It  is  a  gallant  Child,  one  that,  indeed,  Phyficks  the  Subjed, 
makes  old  Hearts  frefli :  They  that  went  on  Crutches  e'er  he 
was  born,  deiire  yet  tbeir  Life  to  fee  him  a  Map. 

Arch.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die? 

Cum.  Yes,  if  there  were  soother  excufe,  why  they /hootf 
defire  to  live* 

Arch.  If  the  King  bad  no  Son,  they  wo^ld  defire  totiie 
on  Cratches  'till  he  had  oac.  *  [jExmu 

SCENE    D.    ' 

inter  Leontes,Hermione,M*millius,Polixenes,  4*^CamfBo. 

Pol.  Nine  changes  of  the  watry  Star  hath  been 
The  Shepherd*  Note,  fince  we  haw  left  our  Throne 
Without  a  Burthen,  Tkn?  as  long  again 
Would  be  fill'd  up,  my  Brother,  witkour  Thanhs, 
And  yet  we  fliould*  for  perpetuity, 
Go  hence  in  Debt :  And  therefore,  lite  a  Cypher, 
Yet  (landing  in  rich  place*  I  multiply 
With  one,  we  thank  you,  many  thousands  more, 
That  go  before  it. 

Leo.  Stay  your  Thanks  a  while, 
And  pay  them  when  you  part* 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to  morrow  : 
I  am  queftion'd  by  my  Fears  of  what  may  chance, 
Or  br*d  upon  our  abfence,  that  ttty  blow 
•  No  (heaping  Winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 
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This  is  put  forth  too  truly:  Befides,  I  have  ftiy'd 
To  tire  your  Royalty. 

Leo.  We  arc  tougher,  Brother, 
Than  you  can  put  us  to'r. 

PoL  No  longer  ftay. 

Loo.  One  fev'n  night  longer* 

PoL  Veryfooth,  tomorrow. 

Leo.  We'll  pan  the  time  between'*  then:  and  in  dial  tH 
no  gain-laying. 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not,  'befeech  you,  fo; 
There  is  no  Tongue  that  moves  \  none,,  none  i'th'  World 
So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me:  fo  it  (hould  now 
Were  there  neceffity  in  your  Requeft,  akho' 
'Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.    My  Affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward;  which  to  hinder, 
Were,  in  your  Love,  a  Whip  to  me;  my  ftay, 
To  you  a  Charge  aid  Trouble:  To  fa  ye  both, 
Farewpl,  our  Bmrtier. 

Loo.  Tongue- ty'd,  our  Queen?  /peak  you. 

Her.  I  had  thought,  Sir,   to  haw  held  my  peace,   until 
You  had  drawn  Oaths  from  him,  not  to  ftay:  Youi  Sir, 
Charge  him  too  coldly.    Tell  him,  you  are  fure 
All  in  Bohemias  well :  This Satisfa&km 
The  by-gone-day  proclaimed  j  fay  this  to  him, 
He's  beat  from  his  beft  Ward. 

Loo.  Well  fiid,  Hermione. 

Her.  To  tell,  helongsto  fee  his  Son,  were  ftrong; 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go ; 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  (hall  not  ftay,  N 
Well  thwack  him  hence  with  Diftaft. 
Yet  of  your  Royal  Prefence,  111  adventure    [7i  Polixenes. 
The  borrow  of  a  Week   When  at  Bohemia 
You  take  my  Lord,  I'll  give  him  my  Commiffion, 
To  lee  him  there  a  Month,  behind  the  Geft 
Prefixed  for's  parting  :  Yet,  good  heed,  leextts, 
I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'th'  Clock  behind 
What  Lady  fhe  her  Lord,     Yott'll  ftay? 

Pol.  No,  Madam. 

Her.  Nay,  but  you  will. 

PoL  I  may  not  verily. 
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Her.  Verily? 
You  put  me  off  with  limber  Vows;  but  I, 
Tho'  you  would  feek  t'unfphere  the  Stars  with  Oath* 
Should  yet  fay,  Sir,  no  going:  Verily 
You  fliall  not  go;  a  Lady's  verily  is.    -. 
As  potent  as  a  Lord's.    Will  you  go  yet? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  Prifoner, 
ftot  like  a  Gutft  ?  So  you  fliall  pay  your  Fees 
When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  Thanks.     How  fay  you? 
My  Prifoner?  or -my  Gueft?  by  your  dread  verily* 
One  of  them  you  (hall  be; 

PoL  Your  (Sueft  then,  Madam: 
To  be  your  Prifoner,  fliould  import  offending ; 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafie  to  commit, 
Than  you  to  punifh. 

Her.  Not  your  Goaler  then, 
But  your  kind  Hoftefs;  come,  I'll  queftiou  you 
Of  my  Lord's  Tricks  and  yours,  when  you  were  Boys: 
tYou  were  pretty  Lordings  then  ? 

PoL  We  were,  fair  Queen,    « 
Two  Lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 
Butfuch  a  day  to  morrow,  as  to  day,, 
And  to  be. Boy  eternal.  ' 

iter.  Vas  not  my  Lord 
The  verier  Wag  o'th*  two  ?  '* 

Pel.  We  were  as  twin'd  Lambs,  that  did  frisk  i'th'  San, 
And  bleat  the  one  at  th*  other  :  What  we  chang'd. 
Was  Innocence  for  Innocence;  we  knew  not  * 

The  Do&rine  of  ill-doing,  no  nor  dream'd 
That  any  did ;  Had  we  purfu'd  that  Life^ 
And  our  weak  Spirits  ne'er  been  higher  reared  ' 

With  ftronger  Blood,  we  fliould  have  anfwer'd  Heav'i! 
Boldly/  Not  Guilty;  the  Impofition  clear 'd, 
Hereditary  ours* 

Her.  By  this  we  gather  J 

You  have  rript  fince. 

PoL  O  my  moft  facred  Lady* 
Temptations  have  fince  then  been  born  to's;  £b 
In  thofe  unfledg'd  days,  was  my  Wife  a  Girl;         ^ 
Your  precious  felf  had  then  not  crpfrd  the  Eyes  j 

Of  my  young  Play-fellow, 
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Her.  Grace  to  boot: 
Of  this  make  no.  Coriclufion,  left  you  fay 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  Devils.    Yet  go  on, 
Thf  Offences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anfwer, 
If  you  firft  finn'd  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  Fault;  and  that  you  flipt  not 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leo.  Is  he  won  yet? 

Her.  He'll  ftay,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  At  my  Requeft  he  would  not : 
Hermione,  my  deareft,  thou  never  ipok'ft 
To  better  Purpofe. 

Her.  Never? 

Leo.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What?  have  I  twice  faid  well?  When  was't  before? 
I  prethee  tell  me;  Cram's  with  Praile,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things:  One  good  Deed,  dying  tonguelefs, 
Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  that. 
-Our  Praifes  are  our  Wages.     You  may  ride's 
With  one  foft  Kifs  a  thoufand  Furlongs,  e'er 
With  Spur  we  heat  an  Acre,    But  to  th'Goal : 
My  laft  good  Deed  was  to  intreat  his  ftay; 
What  was  my  firft?  It  has  an  elder  Sifter, 
Or  I  miftake  you:  O,  would  her  Name  were  Grace, 
But  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'  purpofe?  when  ? 
Nay,  let  me  have't;  I  long.  .  .v. 

Leo.  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbed  Months  had  fowfd  themfelves  to  Death, 
E'er  l  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand, 
And  clap  thy  felf,  my  Love;  then  didft  thou  utter, 
I  am  your's  for  ever. 

Her.  'Tis  Grace  indeed. 
Why  lo>you  now;  I  have  fpoke  to  th' purpofe  twice; 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  Royal  Husband ; 
Th' other,  for  fome  while  a  Friend. 

Leo.  Too  hot,  too  hot*——  '  [/tyd** 

To  mingle  Friend/hip  far,  is  mingling  Bloods. 
1  have  Tremor  Cordis  on  me  my  Heart  dances, 

But  not  for  Joy not  Joy  This  Entertainment 

May  a  free  Face  put  on;  derives  a  Liberty 
Front  Hcartinpfs,  from  Bounty,  fertile  Boforo, 
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And  well  become  the  Agent  \  't  may*  I  grant; . 

But  to  be  padling  Palms,  aad  pinching  Fingers, 

As  now  they  are^  and  making  pra&is'd  Smiles 

As  in  a  Looking-Glafs         'and  then  to  fi|h,  as  'twere 

The  Mort  o'th  Deer ;  oh,  that  is  Entertainment 

My  Bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  Brows-  ■  ■  M*milU*$f 

Art  thou  my  Boy? 

M*m.  Ay,'  my  good  Lord. 

Leo.  I  fecks!  r 

Why  that's  my  Bawcock  -7  what?  hts't  fmmch'd  thy  Nofe? 
They  fay  it  is  a  Copy  out  of  mine.    Come,  Captain, 
We  muft  be  neat}  not  Neat,  but  cleanly,  Captain* 
And  yet  the  Steer,' the  Heifer,  and  the  Calf, 
Are  all  call'd  Neat.     Still  VirginaHing  [ObfirvmgVct 

lixenes  amd  Herawme. 
Upon  his  Palm—  How  now,  you  wanton  Calf/ 
Art  thou  my  Calf? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  Lord.  (hive 

Leo.  Thou  want'ft  a  rough  Palh,  and  the  Shoots  that  I 
To  be  full,  like  me.    Yet. they  fay  we  are 
Almoft  as  like  as  Eggsj  Women  fay  fo, 
That  will  fay  any  thing}  but  were  they  falfe, 
As  o'er-dy'd  Blacks,  as  Windy,  as  Waters*,  fatfc 
As  Dice  are  to  be  wifti'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  born  'twixc  his  and  mine  \  yet  were  it  true, 
To  Hy  this  Boy  were  like  me,    Cotne,  Sir  Page, 
Look  on  me  with  your  weiking  Eye,  fweet  Villain. 
Moft  deareft,  my  Collop— —  Can  thy  Djto  I  may't  be— 
Imagination  1  thou  daft  ftab  to  th*  Center. 
Thou  doft  make  poflible  things  not  be  fo  held, 

ACommunicat*ft  with  Dreams- how  can  this  be  ? 

With  whit's  unreal,  thou  coaftive  art, 

And  frjiow'ft  nothing.   Then  'tis  very  credent, 

Thou  may'ft  £o-join  with  fomethi*i£,  and  thou  doft, 

£nd  that  beyond  commiffion,  and  I  find  it, 

And  that  to  the  Infe&ion  of  my  Brainsi 

^Vnd  hardniog  of  my  Brows. 

Pol.  What  means  SicilUi 

Her.  He  fomething  fecms  unfetled. 

fol.  How?  my  Lord? 

Leo.  What  cheer?  how  Is  it  with  you,  my  beft  Brother? 
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Her.  You  look  as  if  you  held  abrow  of  mucMiftra&ioe, 
Arc  you  mov'd,  my  Lord/ 

Lee.  No,  in  good  earneft, 
,  How  fometimes  Nature  will  betrays  its  Folly/ 
It's  Tendeinefii  and  make  it  felfa  Paftime 
To  harder  Boibms!  Looking  on  the  Lines 
Of  my  Boy's  Facet  methoughts  I  did  recoil 
Twenty  three  Years,  and  faw  my  felf  unbreech'd, 
In  ray  green  Velvet  Coat}  my  Dagger  muziel'd, 
Left  it  ibould  bite  its  Matter,  and  fo  prove, 
As  Ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous. 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  Kernel, 
This  Squafo,  this  Gentleman.    Mine  honeft  Friend, 
Will  you  take  Eggs  for  Mony  ? 

Mam.  No,  my  Lord,  I'll  fight. 

Leo.  You  will !  why  happy  Man  he's  dole.  My  Brother, 
Are  you  fo  fond  of  your  young  Prince,  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours? 

Pok  If  at  home,  Sir, 
He's  all  Exercife,  my  Mirth,  my  Matter; 
Now  my  fworn  Friend,  and  then  mine  Enemy; 
My  Parafite,  my  Soldier,  States-man,  all; 
He  makes  a  J$tff$  day,  (hort  as  December, 
And  with  this  varying  Childnefs,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts,  that  (hould  thick  my  Blood. 

Leo.  So  ftands  this  Squire 
Offic'd  with  me:  We  two  will  walk,  my  Lord, 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps.     Hermione^ 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  (hew  in  our  Brother's  welcome  j 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap: 
Next  to  thy  felf,  and  my  young  Rov* r,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  Heart,  *  * 

Her.   If  you  would  feck  u$, 
We  are  yours  i'th*  Garden :  (hall's  attend  you  there? 

Lee.  To  yourown  bents  difpofe  you}  you'd  be  found. 
Be  you  beneath  the  Sky :  I  am  angling  now, 
Tho'you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  Line, 
Go  to,  go  to.  \jAfidet  ebferving  Her. 

How  (he  hold?  up  the  Neb !  the  Bill  to  him  | 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefsof  a  Wife         [Exeunt  Po- 
ll?* Her.  and  Attendants*  ManentLto*  Mam.  WCam. 
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To  her  allowing  Husband.    Gone  already  / 

loch  thick,  Kacc  deep*,  o'er  Head  and  Ears,a  fork'd  one." 

Go  play,  Boy,  play—  Thy  Mother  plays,  and  I 

Play  too;  but  fo  difgrae'd  a  put,  whofc  Iflue 

Will  hifs  me  ^o  my  Grave;  Contempt  and  Clamour 

Will  be  my  Knell.   Gb  play.  Boy,  play There  hare  been, 

Or  I  am  much  deceive!,  Cuckolds  e'er  now ; 
And  many  a  Man  there  isi  even  at  this  prefenr, 
Now  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  Wife  by  th' Arm, 
.That  little  thinks  (he  has  fyeen  fluie'd  in  his  abfence, 
And  his  Pond  fifti'd  by  his  next  Neighbour,  by 
Sjr  Smile  his  Neighbour:  Nay,  there's  comfort  in't, 
Whiles  other  Men  have  Gates,  and  thofe  Gates  open'd, 
As  mine,  againft  their  Will.     Should  all  defpair 
That  have  revolted  Wives,  the  tenth  of  Mankind 
Would  hang  themfelves.    Phyfick  for't,  there's  none: 
It  is  a  bawdy  PJanet,  that  will  ftrike 
Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  powerful :  think  it. 
Erora  Eaft,  Weft,  North  and  South,  be  it  concluded, 
No  Barricado  for  a  Belly.     Know'r, 
It  will  let  in  and  out  the  Enemy, 
With  Bag  and  Baggage:  Many  a  thoufand  of 's 
Have  the  Difcafe,  and  fwel't  not.    How  now,  Boy? 

Mam.  I  am  like  yo  J,  they  fay. 

Leo.  Why,  that's  fome  comforr. 
What?  Camilla  there? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Leo.  Go  pUy,  AtamilliHs,  thou'rt  an  honeft  Man: 

{Exit  Mamillios* 
Camillo%  this  great  Sir  will  yet  flay  longer. 

Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  Anchor  hold* 
When  you  caft  out,  it  ftill  came  home, 

Leo.  Didft  note  it  f 

Cam.  He  would  not  ftay  at  your  Petitions,  made 
H«s  bqfioefs  more  materia). 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  it  i 
They're  here  with  me  already;  whifp'ring,  rounding: 
iSicllia  is  a  fo-fjrth;  'tis  far  gone, 
When  I  (hall  guft  it  laft.     Hdw  came't,  Camilla, 
That  he  did  ftav? 

Gr* 
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dm.  At  the  good  Queen's  Entreaty. 

Leo.  At  the  Queen's  beft;  <§ood  fhould  be  pertinent; 
But  fo  it  is,  it  is  nor.    Was  this  taken 
By  any  underftanding  Pate  but  thine? 
For  the  Conceit  is  {baking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  Blocks,  not  noted,  h% 
But  of  the  finer  Natures?  By  fome  Severals 
Of  Head- piece  extraordinary?  Lower  Mefles 
Perchance  are  to  this  Bufinefs  purblind?  Say. 

Cam.  Bufinefs,  my  Lord?  I  think  moft  underftand        j 
tohtmia  ftays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Haf 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer.  * 

Leo.  I,  but  why? 

Cam.  To  fatisfie  your  Highnefs,  and  the  Entreaties 
Of  ou{  moft  gracious  Miftrefs. 

Leo.  Sttisfie? 
Th*  Entreaties  of  your  Miftrefs  ?  Satisfie  f 
Let  that  fuffice.   I  have  trufted  thee,  Camillo, 
With  all  the  nearefi  things  to  my  Heart,  as  well 
My  Chamber-Councels,  wherein,  Prieft  like,  thou 
Haft  cleans'd  my  Bofom:  I,  from  thee  departed 
Thy  Penitent  reformed  }  but  we  have  been 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  Integrity,  deceiv'd 
In  that  which  feems  fo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  To  bide  upon't;  thou  art  not  honeft ;  or, 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,  thou  art  a  Coward, 
Which  hoxes  Honefty  behind,  retraining 
From  Courfe  requiYd  ;  or  clfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  Servant  grafted  in  my  ferious  Truft, 
And  therein  negligent;  or  elfe  a  Fool, 
That  feeft  a  Same  plaid  home,  the  rich  Stake  drawn, 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  Jeft. 

Cam.  My  gracious  Lord, 
I  raay.be  negligent,  fooliih  and  fearful, 
In  every  one  ofthefe;  no  Man  is  free, 
But  that   his  Negligence,  his  Folly,  Fear; 
Among  ft  the  infinite  Doing  of  the  World, 
Sometimes  puts  forth  in  your  Affairs,  my  Lord. 
If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent, 

Vol.  If.  Ff  ^le  If 
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It  was  my  Folly  -,  if  induftrioufly 
I  play'd  the  Fool,  it  was  my  Negligence, 
Not  weighing  well  the  End?  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  whece  I  die  Iffue  doubted. 
Whereof  the  Execution  didrry  out 
Againft  the  Nonperformance,  'twas  a  Fear 
Which  oft  infe£s  the  Wiftft:  Thefc,my  Lord, 
Are  fuch  allow'd  Infirmities,  that  Honefty 
Is  .never  free  of.    But  befeech  your  Grace 
Be  plainer  with  me,  let  me  know  my  Trefpafs 
By  its  own  Viftge;  if  I  then  deny  it* 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo.  Ha'not  you  feen,  Gmilk? 
(But  that's  paft  Doubt;  you  have,  or.your  Eye-gbfi 
Is  thicker  than  a  Cuckold's  Horn)  or  heard? 
(For  to  a  Vifion  fo  apparent.  Rumour 
Cannot  be  route)  or  Thought?   (for  Cogitation 
Refidesnotin  that  Man,  (hat  do's  not  think; 
My  Wife  is  flippery  ?  If  thou  wiJt,  confefs, 
Or  elfe  be  impudently  Negative* 
To  have  nor  Eyes,  nor  Ears,  nor  Thought,  theniay      t 
My  Wife's  a  Holy  Horfe,  defrrves  a  Name 
As  rank  as  any  Flax-wfipcl*,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  Troth-plight:  Say't  and  juftify't. 

Cant.  I  would  not  be  a  Stander-by,  to  hear 
My  Sovereign  Mftrefs  clouded  {o,  without 
My  prefent  Vengeance  taken;  'flwew  ray  Heart* 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this,  which  to  reiterate,  were  Sin 
As  deep  as  that,  tho*  true. 

Leo.  Is  Whifpering  nothing? 
Is  leaning  Cheek  to  Cheek?  Is  meeting  Noft$  / 
Kiffing  with  infide  Up?  Storing  the  Carreer 
Of  Laughter,  with  a  Sigh  I  A  Note  infallible 
Of  breaking  Honefty :  horfing  Foot  on  Foot? 
Skulking  in  Corners?  wifhlng  Clocks  more  fmft  ? 
Hours  Minutes?  The  Noon  Midnight?  and  all  Eyes 
Blind  with  the  Pin  and  Web,  but  theirs;  theirs  only. 
That  would  unfeen  be  wicked ?  Js  this  nothing? 
Why  then  the  World,  and  all  that's  iirt  is  nothing; 
The  covering  Sky  is  nothing,  Bohemia  nothing, 

My 
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My  Wife  is  nothing,  nor  nothing  have  thefe  Nothings 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam.  Good  my  Lord,  be  cur'd 
Of  this  difeas'd  Opinion,  and  betimes, 
For  'tis  mod  dangerous. 

Leo.  Say  it  be,  'ris  true. 

Cam.  No,  no,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  It  is;  you  lie,  you  lie: 
I  fay  thou  licit,  Camillo,  add  I  hat*  thee. 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofi  Lowr,  *  mindleft  Sa?e, 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  Temporizer,  that 
Canft  with  thine  Eyes  at  once  fee  Good  and  Evil, 
Inclining  to  them  both ;  Were  my  Wife's  Liver 
Infe&ed,  as  her  Life,  (he  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  Glafs 

Cam.  Who  do's  infeft  her? 

Leo.  Why  he  that  wears  her  like  her  Medal,  banging 
About  his  Neck,  Bohemia;  who*  if  I 
Had  Servants  true  about  me,  that  bear  Eyes 
To  fee  a  like  mine  Honour,  as  their  Profits, 
Their  own  particular  Thrifts,  they  would  do  thaf^ 
Which  fhould  undo  more  doing:  I,  and  thou 
His  Cup-bearer,  whom  I  from  meaner  Form 
H*ve  bench'd,and  rear'd  to  worship,  who  may 'ft  fee 
Mainly,  as  Heav'n  fees  Earth,  and  Earth  fees  Heav'n, 
How  I  am  gall'd,  thou  migbt'ft  be»fpkre  a  Cup, 
To  give  mine  Enemy  a  lafting  Wink, 
Which  Draught  to  me  were  Cordial. 

Cam.  Sir,  my  Lord, 
I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  rafli  Potion, 
But  with  a  lingring  Dram,  that  fliould  not  work 
Malicioufly,  like  a  Poifon}  But  I  cannot 
Believe  this  Crack  to  be  in  my  dread  Miftrefi, 
So  (bveraignly  being  honourable. 
I  have  lov'd  thee. 

Leo.  Make  that  thy  Queftion,  and  go  rot : 
Do'ft  think  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfetled, 
To  appoint  my  felf  in  this  Vexation  t 
Sully  the  Purity  and  Whitentfs  of  my  Sheets, 
Which  to  prefei've,  is  Sleep-,  which  being  fpottecJ, 
Is  Goads,  Thortis,  Ntttles,  Tails  of  Wafpsj 

F  f  1  Givt 


c)oo  The  Winter  s  tale. 

Give  Scandal  to  the  Blood  o'th'  Prince,  my  Son, 
Who  1  do  think  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine, 
Without  ripe  moving  to't?  Would  I  do  this? 
Could  Man  fo  blench? 

Cam.  I  muft  believe  you,  Sir, 
I  do,  and  will  fetch  off  Bohemia  fort: 
Provided,  that  when  he's  remov'd,  your  Highncfs 
Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  yours  at  firft, 
Even  for  your  Son's  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealiog 
The  Injury  of  Tongues,  in  Courts  and  Kingdoms 
Known  and  ally'd  to  yours. 

Leo,  Thou  doft  advife  me, 
Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  Courfe  have  fet  down: 
I'll  give  no  Blemifti  to  her  Honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  Lord, 
Go  then;  and  with  a  Countenance  as  clear 
As  Friendftiip  wears  at  Feafts,  keep  mtk  Bohemia, 
And  with  your  Queen :  I  am  his  Cupbearer, 
If  from'  me  he  have  wholefome  Beveridge, 
Account  me  not  your  Servant. 

Leo.  This  is  all. 
Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  Heart  \ 
Do't  not,  thou  fpHt'ft  thine  own. 

Cam.  Til  do't,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  I  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  haft  advised  me.  [Exiu 

Cam.  O  miferable  Lady :  But  for  me/ 
What  Cafe  ftand  I  in?  I  muft  be  the  Poifoner 
Of  good  PolixeneS)  and  my  Ground  to  do't, 
Is  the  Obedience  to  a  Mafter,  one,. 
Who  in  Rebellion  with  himfelt  will  have 
All  that  are  his,  fo  too.  .  To  this  Deed 
Promotion  follows.     If  I  could  find  Example 
Of  Thoufands  that  had  ftruck  anoioted  Kings, 
And  flourifii'd  after,  Pld  not  do't:  But  fince 
Nor  Brafs,  nor  Stone,  nor  Parchment  bears  not  one, 
Let  Viilany  it  felf  forfwear't.     I  muft 
Forfake  the  Court  ,  To  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  Break-neck.     Happy  Star,  reign  now. 
Here  comes  Bohemia* 

Enter 

* 


ihe  Winters  Tale.  $<>i 

Enter  Polixeaes. 

PoL  This  is  ftrangc?  Methinks' 
My  Favour  here  begins  to  warp.  Not  (peak  ? 
Good  Day,  Camillo. 

Cam.  Hail,  itioft  Royal  Sir, 

PoL  What  is  the  News  i'th*  Court  ? 

Cam.  None  rare,  my  Lord. 

PoL  The  King  hath  on  him  fach  a  Countenance, 
As  had  he  loft  fome  Province,  and  a  Region 
Lov'd,  as  he  loves  htmfelf :  EVen  now  I  met  him 
With  cuftomary  Complement,  when  he 
Wafting  his  Eyes>  to  th*  contrary,  and  falling 
A  Lip  of  much  Contempt,  fpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  confider  what  is  Breeding, 
That  changes  thus  his  Manners. 

Cam*  I  dare  not  know,  my  Lord. 

PoL  How,  dare  not  ?  do  not  ?  Do  you  know,  and  dare  not? 
Be  intelligent  to  me,  'tis  thereabouts : 
For  to  your  felf,  what  do  you  know,  you  muft, 
And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.     Good  Camillo, 
Your  chang'd  Complexions  are  to  me  a  Mirror, 
Which  (hews  me  mine  chang'd  too  j  for  I  muft  be 
A  Party  in  this  Alteration,  finding 
My  felf  thus  altered  with't. 

Cam.  There  is  a  Sicknefs 
Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  diftemper;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  Difeafe,  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

PoL  How  caught  of  me  I 
Make  me  hot  lighted  like  the  Bafilisk. 
I  have  looked  on  Thoufmds,  who  have  iped  the  better 
By  my  Regard,  but  kill'd  none  fo:  Camillo$ 
As  you  are  certainly  a  Gentleman,  thereto 
Clerk-like  expedience,  which  no  lefs  Adorns 
Our  Gentry,  than  our  Parents  noble  Names, 
In  whofe  Succefs  we  are  gentle:  I  befeech  you, 
If  you  know  ought  which  do's  behove  my  Knowledge 
Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprifon't  not 
In  ignorant  Concealment. 

Cam^  I  may  not  anfwer. 
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PoL  A  Sicknefs  caught  of  me,  ind  yet  I  well& 
I  mull  be  anfwer'tf.     Doft  thou  hear,  Camitk, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  Parts  of  Min, 
Which  Honour  do's  acknowledge,  whereof  the  lead  - 
Is  not  this  Suit  of  mine,  that  thou  declare 
What  Incidency  thou  doft  guefc  of  Harm 
Is  creeping  towards  me}  how  far  off,  how  near. 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be  5 
If  not,  how  beft  to  bear  it,  , 

Cam.  Sir,  I  will  tell  you, 
Since  I  am  charged  in  Honour,  and  by  hrm 
That  I  think  honourable;  therefore  mark  my  Counfrf, 
Which  muft  be  ev*n  as  fwifrly  follow'd  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it  ^  or  both  your  felf  and  me, 
Cry  lo&,  and  fo  good  Night, 

PoL  On,  good  CamitUf 

Cam.  I  am  Appointed  to  murder  you* 

PoL  By  whom,  Camille? 

Can:.  By  the  King. 

Pol.  For  what? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay  with  all  Confidence  he  fwtvs 
As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  Inftrument  t 

To  vice  you  to't,  that  you  have  toucht  his  Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol.  Oh  then,  my  beft  Blood  turn 
To  an  infeded  (Jelly,  and  my  Name 
Be  yoak'd  with  his  that  did  betray  the  beft* 
Turn  then  my  frefluft  Reputation  to 
A  Savour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  Noftril 
Where  I  arrive;  and  my  Approach  be  fhun'di 
Nay  hated  toe,  worfe  than  the  great'ft  Infc&ion 
That  e'er  was  h  a-d,  or  read.  v 

Cam.  Swear  his  Thought  over 
By  each  particular  Star  in  Heav'n,  and 
By  all  their  i*  fl  iences}  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  Sea  for  to  obey  the  Moon, 
As  or  by  Oath  remove,  or  Counfel  ftake 
The  Fabrickofhis  Folly,  whofe  Foundation 
Is  pyPd  upon  his  Faith,  and  will  continue 
The  ftanding  of  his  Body. 

Pol.  How  ihould  this  grow  ? 
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Ctm.  I  know  not;  but  I  am  fure  9tis  fafer  to 
Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  born. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  Honefty, 
That  lyes  inclofed  in  this  Tiunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn'd,  away  to  Night; 
Your  Followers  I  will  whifpdr  to  the  Bufinefs, 
And  will  by  twoes,  and  threes  at  feveral  Pofterns, 
Clear  them  o'thf  City*     For  my  felf,  III  put 
My  Fortunes  to  your  Service,  which  are  here 
By  this  Difcovery  loft.     Be  not  uncertain, 
For  by  the  Honour  of  my  Parents,  I 
Have  utter'd  Truth;  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 
I  dare  not  (land  by;  nor  fliaH  you  be  fafer 
'Than  one  condemned  by  the  King s  own  Mouth: 
Thereon  his  Execution  {worn. 

PoL  I  do  believe  thee: 
I  faw  his  Heart  in's  Face.    Give  me  thy  Hand ; 
Be  Pilot  to  me,  and  thy  Places  (hall 
Still  neighbour  mine.  My  Ships  are  ready,  and 
My  People  did  expeft  my  hence  departure 
Two  Days  ago.     This  Jealoufic 
Is  for  a  precious  Creature;  as  (he's  rare, 
Muft  it  be  great;  and,  as  his  Perfbn's  mighty, 
Muft  it  be  violent;  and,  as  he  do*s  conceive, 
Hejsdiihonour'd  by  a  Man,  whichever 
Profefsfd  to  him ;  Why  his  Revenges  muft    ' 
In  that  be  madrinore  bitten  Fear  o'er-fliades  me : 
Good  Expedition  be  my  Friend,  and  comfort 
The  gracious  Queen,  part  of  his  Theam ,  but  nothing 
Of  his  ill-tane  Sufpicion.    Come,  Camilla 
I  will  refpeft  thee  as  a  Father,  if 
Thou  bear'ft  my  Life,  off  hence.    Let  us  avoid. 

Cam.  It  is  in  mine  Authority  to  command 
The  Keys  of  all  the  Pofterns:  Pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  take  the  urgent  Hour.  Come,  Sir,  away.  [Exeunt. 


Ff4  ACT 
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ACT    II.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Hermione,  Mamillus,  and  Ladies, 

JKr.'TpAKE  the  Boy  to  you;  he  fo  troubles  me, 
X    'Tis  pift  enduring. 

i  Lady.  Come,  my  grac.ous  Lord,' 
Shall  I  be  your  Play- fellow? 

Mam.  No,  Til  none  of  you. 

i  Lady.  Why,  myfweet  Lord? 

Mam.  You'll  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me,  is  if 
I  were  a  Baby  ftill,     I  love  you  better. 

2  Lady.  And  why  fo,  my  Lord/ 

Mam.  Not  for  becaufe  / 

Your  Brows  are  blacker;  yet  black  Brows,  they  fay, 
Become  fome  Women  beft,  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  Hair  there,  but  in  a  Semicircle, 
Or  a  Half-Moon  made  witti  a  Pen. 

2  Lady.  Who  taught  you  this? 

Mam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  W omens  Faces:  Pfay  now, 
What  Colour  be  your  Eye-brows? 

i  Lady.  Blue,  my  Lord. 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  Mock:  I  hive  feen  a  Lady's  Nofc 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  Eye-brows. 

i  Lady.  Hark  ye, 
The  Queen,  your  Mother,  rounds  apace:  We  fliall 
Prefent  our  Services  to  a  fine  new  Prince 
One  of  thefe  Days,  and  then  you'll  wanton  with  us, 
If  we  would  have  you. 

2  Lady.  She  is  fpread  of  late 
Into  a  goodly  Bulk,  good  Time  encounter  her. 

Her.  What  Wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you?  Come,  Sir,  now 
I  am  f>r  you  again.     Pray  you  fit  by  us, 
And  tell-s  a  Tale. 

Mam.  Merry,  or  fid,  ftial'e  be? 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 
1     Mam.  A  fad  Tale's  beft  for  Winter. 
1  have  one  of  Sprights  and  Goblins. 

Her.  Let's  have  that,  good  Sir. 

Come 
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Come  on,  fit  down.    Come  on,  and  do  your  belt, 

To  fright  me  with  your  Sprights:  You're  powerful  at  it. 

Mam*  There  was  a  Man,     * 

Her.  Nay, 'come  fit  down-,  then  on; 

Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  Church-yard :  I  will  tell  it  foftly  * 
Yond  Crickets  (hall  not  hear  it. 

Her.  Come  on  then,  and  giv't  me  in  mine  Ear. 
Enter  Leontes,  Artigonus,  and  Lords. 

Lee.  Was  he  met  there?  his  Train?  Camillo  with  him? 

Lord.  Behind  the  Tuft  of  Pines  I  met  them,  never 
Saw  I  Men  fcowr  fo  on  their  way :  I  ey'd  them 
Even,  to  their  Ships. 

Leo .  How  bleft  am  I 
In  my  juft  Cenfure ?  In  my  true  Opinion? 
Alack,  for  lefler  Knowledge,  how  accursed, 
In  beiqg  fo  bleft  ?  There  may  be  in  the  Cup 
A  Spider  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink  •,  depait, 
And  yet  partake  no  Venom ;  tor  his  Knowledge 
Is  not  infe&ed -,  but  if  one  prefent 
Th'abhorr'd  Ingredient  to  his  Eye,  make  known 
How.  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  Gorge,  his  Sides 
With  violent  Hefts.    I  have  drunk,  and  feen  the  Spider 
Camillo  was  his  Help  in  this,  his  Pander  s 
There  is  a  Plot  againft  my  Life,  my  Crown; 
All's  true  that  is  miftjuftcd;  that  falfe  Villain, 
Whom  I  employ'd,  wai  pre-employ'd  by  him; 
He  hath  difcover'd  my  Defign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch' d  Thing-,  yea,  a  very  Trick 
For  them  to  play  at  will :  How  came  the  Pofterns 
So  eafily  open? 

Lord.  By  hfe  great  Authority, 
Which  often  have  no  lefs  prevailed,  than  fo 
On  your  Command, 

Leo.  I  know't  too  weW. 
Give  me  the  Boy,  I  am  glad  you  didnotnurfe  him, 
Though  he  do's  bear  fome  Signs  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  Blood  in  him. 
Her.  What  is  this?  Sport? 

Leo.  Bear  the  Boy  hence,  he  (hall  not  tome  about  her, 
Away  with  him,  and  let  her  fport  her  felf 
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With  that  (he's  big  with,  for  'tis  Pelixenes 
Has  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  But  Pld  fay  he  had  not*    . 
And  I'll  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  Saying* 
How  e'er  you  lean  to  th*  Nay  ward. 

Leo.  You,  my  Lords, 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well ;  be  but  about 
To  fay  (he  is  a  goodly  Lady,  aod 
The  Joftice  of  your  Hearts  will  thereto  add, 
•Tis  pity  (he's  not  bone  ft :  Honourable : 
Praife  her  but  for  thU  her  withotit*door  Form, 
Which  on  ray  Faith  deferves  high  Speech,  and  ftraight 
The  Shrug,  the  Hum,  or  Ha,  thefe  Petty-brands 
That  Calumny  doth  ufe:  Oh  I  am  out, 
That  Mercy  do's,  for  Calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  it  felf,  thefe  Shrugs,  thefe  Hum's,  and  Hi's, 
When  you  have  faid  flit's  goodly,  come  between 
E'er  you  can  fay  (he's  honeft:  But  heft  known, 
From  him  that  has  moft  Caufe  to  grieve  it  (hould  be^ 
She's  an  Adultrefc. 

Her.  Should  a  Villain  fay  fo, 
The  moft  repleniflTd  Villain  in  the  World, " 
He  were  as  much  more  Villain:  You,  my  Lord, 

Do  but  miftake. 

Leo.  You  have  miftook,  my  Lady, 

Tolixenes  for  Leonus.     O  thou  thing, 

Which  PU  not  call  a  Creature  of  thy  Place, 

Left  Barbarifm,  making  me  the  Precedent, 

Should  a  like  Language  ufe  to  all  Degrees, 

And  mannerly  Diftinguiftiment  leave  out, 

Betwixt  the  Prince  and  Bep^ar.    I  have  faid 

She's  an  Adultrefs,  I  have  Cud  with  whom  r 

More;  She's  a  Traitor,  and  Camilla  is 

A  Federary  with  her,  and  one  that  knows 

What  (he  (hould  (hame  to  know  her  felf, 

But  with  her  moft  vild  Principal;  that  (he's 

A  Bed  Swarver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 

That  Vulgar  give  bold'ft  Titles;  ay,  and  privy 

To  this  their  late  Efcape. 
Her.  No,  by  my  Life, 

Privy  to  none  of  this:  How  will  this  grieve  you, 
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When  you  (hall  come  to  clearer  Knowledge,  thtt 
You  thus  have  puMt&'d  met  Gentle,  my  Lord, 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  than  to  fay 
You  did  miftake. 

Leo.  No,  if  I  miftake 
In  thofe  Foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
The  Center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  School-boy's  Top.     Away  with  her,  to  Prifon : 
He  who  (hall  fpeak  with  her,  is  afar  off  guilty, 
But  that  he  fpeab. 

Her.  There  is  fon?e  ill  Plafliet  reigns; 
I  muft  be  patient,  'till  the  Heav'ns  look 
With  an  Afpeft  more  favourable.  Good  my  Lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  Sex  , 

Commonly  aro,,  the  want  of  which  vain  Dew 
Perchance  ftiaH  dry  your  Pities*,  but  I  have 
That  honourable  Grief  lodg'd  here,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  Tears  drown :  'Befeech  you  all,  my  Lords, 
With  Thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  Charities 
Shall  taft  inftruft  you,  meafureme;  and  fo 
The  King's  Will  be  perform'd. 

Leo.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 

Her.  Whbis't  that  goes  with  me?  Befeech  your  Hjghnefi 
My  Women  may  be  with  me,  for  you  fee  s 

My  Plight  requires  it.    Do  not  weep,  good  Eatfls, 
There  is  no  caufe;  when  you  {hall  know  your  Miftrefs 
Has  deferv'd  Prifon,  then  abound  in  Tear/, 
As  I  come  out;  this  Aftion  I  now  go  onJ 
Is  for  my  better  Grace.    Adieu,  my  Lot d, 
I  never  wi(h'd  to  fee  you  forry  ;  now 
I  truft  I  (hall.  My  Women  come,  you  have  leave* 

Leo.  Go,  do  our  bidding;  hence, 

Lord.  Befeech  your  Highnefs  call  the  Queen  again. 

Ant.  Be  certain  what  you  do,  Sir,  Jeft  your  Tuftice 
Prove  Violence,  in  the  which  three  great  ones  lufFer, 
Your  ftlf,  your  Queen,  your  Son. 

Lord.  For  her,  my  Lord, 
I  dare  my  Life  lay  down,  and  will  do't,  Sir, 
Pleafe  you  t'accept  it,  that  the  Queen  isfpotlefs 
1'tlTEyes  of  Heav'n,  and  to  you,  I  mean 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her* 

r^  Ant. 
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Anu  If  it  prove 
She's  otherwife,  HI  keep  my  Stable  where 
1  lodge  my  Wife,  Til  go  in  Couples  with  her: 
Then  when  I  feel,  andiee  her,  no  further  trufther; 
For  every  Inch  of  Woman  in  the  World, 
L  every  Dram  of  Woman's  Fleih  is  falfe, 
IfAiebe. 

Leo.  Hold  your  Peaces. 

Lord.  Good  my  Lord. 

Ant.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  our  felves : 
You  are  abufed  by  feme  Putter  on, 
That  will  be  damn'd  for't ;  would  I  knew  the  Villain, 
I  would  Land-damn  him:  Be  flie  Honourrflaw'd, 
I  have  three  Daughters;  the  Eldeft  is  eleven } 
The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine-,  and  Sons  five; 
If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for'r.    By  mine  Honour 
HI  geld  'em  all:  Fourteen  they  fliall  not  fee 
To  bring  filfe  Generations:  They  are  Co-heirs, 
I  had  rather  glib  my  felf,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  Iffue. 

Leo.  Ceafe,  no  more: 
You  fmell  this  BuHnefs  with  a  Senfe  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  Man's  Nofe;  but  I  do  fee't,  andfeel't, 
As  you  feel  doing  thus ;  and  fee  withal 
The  Inftruments  that  feeh 

Ant.  If  it  be  fo, 
We  need  no  Grave  to  bury  Honefty, 
There's  not  a  Qrain  of  it,  the  Face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  Earth. 

Leo.  What?  lack  I  credit  ? 

Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  I,  my  Lord, 
Upon  this  Ground  i  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  your  Honour  true,  than  your  Sufpicion; 
Be  blam'd  fort  how  you  might* 

Leo.  Why  what  need  we 
Commune  with  you  for  this  f  But  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  Inftigation?  Our  Prerogative 
Calls  not  your  Counfels,  but  our  natural  Goodnzfs 
Imparts  this}  which,  if  you,  or  ftupified, 
Or  fecming  fo,  in  skill,  cannot,  or  wiii  not 

Relilh 
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Relifti  a  Truth,  like  us:  Inform  your  felves, 
We  need  no  more  of  your  Advice:  The  Matter, 
The  Loft,  the  Gain,  the  ord'ring  on't, 
Is  all  properly  ours. 

Ant.  And  I  wi(h,  my  Liege, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  Judgment  try'd  it, 
Without  more  Overture. 

Leo.  How  could  that  be  ?  * 

Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  Age; 
Or  thou  wert  born  a  Fool.   Camillas  Flight 
Added  to  their  Familiarity, 
f  Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  Conje&ure, 
That  lack'd  Sight  only,  nought  for  Approbation, 
But  only  feeing  all  other  Circumftances 
Made  up  to  th'  Deed)  doth  pufti  on  this  Proceeding; 
Yet  for  a  greater  Confirmation, 
For  in  in  Aft  of  this  Importance,  'twere 
Moft  pitious  to  be  wild,  I  have  difpatch'd  in  Poll, 
To  facred  Dtlphos,  to  Apollo's  Temple,  * 

Cleomines  and  Beon%  whom  you  know 
Of  ftufPd  Sufficiency :  Now,  from  the  Oracle 
They  will  bring  all,  whofe  fpiritual  Counfel  had, 
Shall  flop,  or  fpur  me.     Have  I  dcjne  well? 

Lord.  Well  done,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Tho*  I  am  fatisfy'd,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know  5  yet  ftiall  the  Oracle 
Give  reft  to  th'  Minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  Credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  th'  Truth.  So  we  have  thought  it  good 
From  our  free  Perfon,  fhe  fliould  be  confin'd, 
Left  that  the  Treachery  of  the  two*  fled  hence, 
Be  left  her  to  perform*     Come,  follow  us, 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publicity  for  this  Bufinefs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

Ant.  To  Laughter,  as  I  take  it, 
If  the  good  Truth  were  known.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE-   II. 

Enter  PauHna  and  a  Gentleman. 

Pant.  The  Keeper  of  Ac  Prifon,  call  ta  hinrr 

[Exit  Genu 
Let  him  have  the  Knowledge  whom  I  am.    Gctod  Lawfy, 
No  Court  in  Europe  is  too  gdod  for  thee; 
What  doft  thou  then  in  Prifon  ?  Now,  good  Sir, 
You  know  me*  :do  yon  not  ? 

[Re-enur  Gentleman  with  the\Goater. 

Goa.  For  a  worthy  Lady, 
And  one,  .whom  much  I  honour* 
.    Pan.  Pray  you  then, 
Condnft  me  to  the  Queev 
.  Go*.  I  may  not,  Madam, 
To  the  contrary  I  have  exffrefs  Commandment. 

Pan.  Herrt  **do  to  lock  up  HoneOy  and  Honour  from 
Th*  Accefs  of  gende  Vrfitors!  Is'c  lawful  pray  yoa 
To  fee  the  Women?  Any  of  them  ?  Emilia  t 

Got.  So  pleafe  you,  Madam, 
To  put  >part  thefe  yofcr  Attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth* 

Pan.  I  pray  you  now  call  her: 
Withdraw  yoor  felves. 

Go  a.  And,  Madam, 
I  muft  be  prefer*  at  your  Conference. 

Pan.  Well;  be  it  for  Prcthee. 

Enter  Emilit. 
Here's  fuch  a-do  to  Intake  no  Stain  a  Stain, 
As  paffes  colouring*    Dear  Gentlewoman, 
How  fares  our  gracious  Lady  ? 

Emit.  As  well  as  one  fo  great,  and  to  forlorn 
May  hold  together;  on  her  Frights  and  Griefs, 
Which  never  tender  Lady  hath  born  greafer, 
She  is,  fomething  before  her  Time,  dcliver'd. 

Pan.  A  Boy : 

Emit'.  A  Daughter,  and  a  goodly  Babe, 
Lufty,  and  like  to  live ;  The  Qjeen  receives 
Much  Comfort  in't.    Say*,  my  poor  Prifoner,    * 
I  am  innocent  as  you. 

Pan.  I  dare  be  (worn :  xDigi  Xhfifi 
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There  dangerous,  uofafe  Lunes  i'th*  King,  beftirew  then, 

He  muft  be  told  on*,  and  (hall;  th*  Office 

Becomes  a  Woman  beft.    Ill  take  it  upon  me, 

If  I  prove  Honey-mbttth,d;iet  my  Tongue  blifter ; 

And  n^ver  to  my  red^Iook'd  Anger  be 

The  Trumpet  any  more.  Pray  you,  Emilia 

Commend  my  taft  Obedience  to  the  Queen, 

If  (he  dares  t<uft  me  with  her  little  Babe* 

I'll  ftew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 

Her  Advocate  to  th'ipud'lh    We  do  not  know 

How  he  may  foften  at  the  Sight  o'th'  Child : 

The  Silence  often  of  pure  Innocence 

Ptrfuades,  when  Speaking  fails. 

Emit.  Mod  worthy  Madam, 
Your  Honour  and  your  Goodnefs  is  fo  evident, 
That  your  free  Undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  Iffue :  There  is  no  Lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  Errand ;  pleafe  your  Ladyfhip 
To.  vifit  the  next  Room,  I'll  prefenfly 
Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moft  noble  Offer, 
Who  but  to  Day  hammered  of  this  Dcfign, 
But  durft  not  tempt  a  Minifter  of  Honour, 
Left  (he  fhould  be  deny'd. 

Pan.  Tell  her,  Emili*, 
III  ufe  that  Tongue  I  have;  if  Wit  flow  from'r, 
As  boldnefs  from  my  Bofom,  let't  not  be  doubted 
I  Ihall  do  good. 

EmiL  Now  be  you  bleft  for  it : 
I'll  to  the  Queen :  Pleafe  you  come  fomething  nearer. 

Go*.  Madam,  if  t  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Babe, 
I  know  not  what  I  ihall  incur  to  pafs  it, 
Having  no  Warrant. 

Pan.  You  need  not  fear  it,  Sir, 
The  Child  was  Prifoner  to  the  Womb,  and  is 
By  Law  and  Procefs  of  great  Nature,  thence 
Free'd,  and  enfranchised,  not  a  Party  to 
The  Anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of, 
If  any  be,  the  Trefpafs  of  the  Queen* 

Goa.  I  do  believe  it. 

Pah.  Do  not  you  fear,  upon  mine  Honour,  I 
Will  ftand  betwixt  you  and  Danger.  [Exenm. 
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SCENE     IIL 

Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords>  and,  other  Attendant. 

Lee.  Nor  Night,  nor  Day,  no  reft;  it  is  but  Weakncfs 
To  bear  the  Matter  thus;  mear  Weaknefs,  if 
The  Caufe  were  not  in  Being;  part  o'ch*  (jaufe, 
She,  th'  Adultrefs;  for  the  Harlot-King 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  Arm ;  out  of  the  Blank 
And  Level  of  my  Brain ;  Plot-proof;  but  (he 
I  can  hook  to  me :  Say  that  (he  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  Fire,  a  Moiety  of  my  Reft 
Might  come  to  me  again.     Who's  there  ? 
Enter  an  Attendant. 

Atten.  My  Lord. 

Leo.  How  do's  the  Boy  ? 

Atten.  He  took  good  reft  to  Night;  'tis  hop'd 
His  Sicknefs  is  difcharg'd. 

Lee.  To  fee  his  Noblenefs  I 
Conceiving  the  Difhonour  of  his  Mother, 
He  ftraight  deciin'd,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply, 
Faften'd,  and  fix'd  the  Shame  on't  in  himfelf  i 
Threw  off  his  Spirit,  his  Appetite,  his  Sleep, 
And  down-right  languifh'd.  Leave  me  folely ;  go, 
See  how  he  fires."  Fie,  fie,  no  Thought  of  him, 
The  very  Thought  of  my  Revenges  that  way 
Recoyl  upon  me;  in  himfelf  too  Mighty  ; 
Until  a  Time  may  ferve,  for  prefent  Vengeance 
Take  it  on  her.     Camillo*  and  Polixenes 
Laugh  at  me,  make  their  Paftime  at  my  Sorrow  ; 
They  (hould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them,  nor 
Shall  (he,  within  my  Power. 

Enter  Paulina  with  a  Child. 

Lord.  You  mu ft  not  enter. 

Pan.  Nay  rather,  good  my  Lords,  be  fecondto  me: 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  Paffion  more,  alas, 
Than  the  Queen's  Life?  A  gracious  innocent  Soul, 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

Ant.  That's  enough. 

Atten.  Madam,  he  hath  not  flept  to  Night;  commanded. 
None  (hould  come  near  him. 
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Pan.  Not  fo  hot,  good  Sir, 
I  come  to  bring  him  Sleep.    *Tis  fuch  as  you 
That  creep  like  Shadows  by  him*  and  do  figh 
At  each  his  needlefs  heavings;  fuch  as  you 
Nourifti  the  Caufe  of  his  awaking.     I 
Do  come  with  words,  as  medicinal,  as  true  \ 
Honeft,  as  either,  to  purge  him  of  chat  Humour, 
That  prefles  him  from  Sleep. 

Leo.  What  noife  there,  ho  ? 

Past.  No  noife,  my  Lord,  but  needful  Conference, 
About  fome  Goffips  for  your  Highnefs. 

Leo.  How? 
Away  with  that  iaudacious  Lady.     Antigonm% 
I  charg'd  thee  that  (he  fhould  not  come  about  me, 
I  knew  fhe  would. 

Ant.  I  told  her  fo,  my  Lord, 
On  your  Difpleafures  peril  and  on  mine, 
She  fliould  norvifit  you* 

Leo.  What?  can  ft  not  rule  her? 

Pan.  From  all  Difhonefty  he  can  }  in  this, 
Unlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done, 
Commit  me,  for  committing  Honour,  truft  it. 
He  (hall  not  rule  me. 

Ant.  La-you  now,  you  hear, 
When  (he  will  take  the  Rein,  I  let  her  run, 
But  (he'll  not  (tumble. 

Pan.  Good  my  Liege,  I  come— 
And  I  befeech  you  hear  me,  who  pro feffes 
My  felf  your  loyal  Servant,  your  Phyfician, 
Your  moft  obedient  Counfellor :  Yet  that  dares     , 
Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  Evils, 
Than  fuch  as  moft  feem  yours.     I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  Queen. 

Leo.  Good  Queen  ? 

Pan.  Good  Queen,  my  Lord,  good  Queen, 
I  ky  good  Queen  } 

And  would,  by  Combat,  make  her  good,  were  I 
A  Man,  the  worft  about  you. 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Pan.  Let  him  that  makes  but  Trifles  of  his  Eyes 
Firft  hand  me:  On  mine  own  accord  I'll  off, 
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But  firft,  I'll  do  my  Errand.    The  good  Queen; 
For  (he  is  good,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  Daughter^ 
Here  'tis  *  commends  it  to  your  Bleffing. 

[Laying  down  th§  Child. 

Leo.  Out  \ 
A  mankind  Witch  I  Hence  with  her,  out  o'door; 
A  mod  intelligencing  Bawd* 

P*u.  Notfo, 
I  am  as  ignorant  in  that  as  you, 
In  fo  entitling  me;  and  no  left  honeft 
Than  you  are  mad  \  which  is  enough,  I'll  warrant, 
As  this  World  goes,  to  pafs  for  honed. 

Leo.  Traitors  f 
Will  you  not  pufti  her  out  ?  Give  her  theBaftard.  [To  Ant. 
Thou  Dotard,  thou  ait  Woman-tyr'd;  unroofted 
By  thy  Dame  Part  let  here.    Take  up  the  Baftard, 
Take't  up,  I  fay,  give't  to  the  Crban. 

Pah.  For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  thy  Hands,  if  thou 
Take'ft  up  the  Princefs,  by  that  forced  Bafcnefs 
Which  he  has  put  uponftt. 

Leo.  He  dreads  his  Wife. 

Pan.  So  I  would  you  did :  then  'twere  paft  all  doubt 
You'ld  call  your  Children  yours. 

Leo.  A  Ncftof  Traitors! 

Anu  I  am  none,  by  this  good  Light. 

Pan.  Nor  Ij  nor  any 
But  one  that's  here}  and  that's  himfelf.  For  he, 
The  (acred  Honour  of  himfelf,  his  Queen's, 
His  hopeful  Sons,  his  Babes  betrays  to  Slander, 
Whofe  Sting  is  (harper  than  the  Swords,  and  will  not 
("For  as  the  Cafe  now  (lands,  it  is  a  Curfe 
He  cannot  be  compelFd  to't)  once  remove 
The  Root  of  his  Opinion,  which  is  rotten 
As  ever  Oak,  or  Stone  was  found. 

Leo.  A  Callat 
Of  boundlefs  Tongue,  who  late  hath  beat  her  Husband 
And  now  baits  me.    This  Brat  is  none  of  mine. 
It  is  the  Iffue  of  Polixenes.  % 

Hence  with  it,  and  t^pcther  with  the  Dam, 
Commit  them  to  thfc  Fire. 
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Pan.  It  is  yours; 
And,  might  wc  lay  th*  old  Proverb  to  your  Charge; 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  worfe.     Behold,  my  Lords 
Altho'  the  Print  be  little,  the  whole  Matter 
And  Copy  of  the  Father  ^  Eye,  Nofe,  Lipi 
The  trick  of  *s  Frown,  his  Forehead,  nay,  the  Valley^ 
The  pretty  Dimples  of  his  Chin,  and  Cheek,  his  Smiles, 
The  very  Mold,  and  frame  of  his  Hand,  Nail,  Finger. 
And  thou  good  Goddefs  Nature,  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 
The  ordering  of  the  Mind  too,  'mongft  all  Colours 
Nx>  Yellow  in't,  left  {he  fufped,  as  he  do«, 
Her  Children,  not  her  Husbands. 

Leo.  A  grofs  Hag!  • 

And  Loztl,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd, 
Thou  wilt  not  ftay  her  Tongue. 

Jt*t.  Hang  all  the  Husbands 
That  cannot  do  that  Feat,  you'll  leave  your  fclf 
Hardly  one  Subjed. 

Leo.  Once  more  take  hex  hence. 

Pan*  A  moft  unworthy  and  unnatural  Lord 
Can  do  no  pore. 

Leo.  I'll  ha'  thee  burnt. 

Pom.  I  care  not; 
It  is  an  Heretick  that  makes  the  Fire, 
Not  (he  tfhich  burns  in*t.    I'll  not  call  you  Tyrant', 
But  this  moft  cruel  Ufage  of  your  Queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  Accusation 
Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  Fancy)  fometimes  favours 
Of  Tyranny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you^ 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  World.  / 

Leo.  On  your  Allegiance,  j 

Out  of  the  Chamber  with  her.    Were  }  a  Tyrant, 
Where  were  her  Life  1  She  durft  not  call  me  fo, 
If  (he  did  know  me  one.    Away  with/her. 

Pa*.  I  pray  you  do  notpufti  me,  Jllbeeone. 
Look  to  your  Babe,  my  Lord,  'tis  yours  j  Jove  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  Spirit.    What  neld  thefe  Hands! 
You  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o'er  Jfiis  Follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  tfhe  of  you. 
So,  fo :  Fare  we),  we  are  gon^l  -   JMxfo 
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Leo.  Thou,  Traitor,  haft  fet  on  thy  Wife  to  this* 
My  Child  ?  away  with't.    Even  thou,  that  haft 
A  Heart  fo  tender  o'er  it,  tak^  it  hence, 
And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  with  Fire. 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.  Take  it  up  ftfaight : 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  'tis  done, 
And  by  good  Teftimony,  or  PlldTeifce  thy  Life, 
With  what  *hou  elfe  call'ft  thine :   If  thou  refufe, 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  Wrath,  fay  fo  ; 
The  Baftard-brains  with  thefe  my  proper  Hands 
Shall  I  dafti  out*  Go  take  it  to  the  Fire, 
For  thou  fett'ft  .cfh  thy  Wife* 

Ant.  I  did  not,  Sir : 
<The  Lords,  my  noble  Fellows,  if  they  pleafe, 
Can  clear  me  iVt. 

Lord.  We  can,  my  Royal  Liege, 
He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 

Leo.  You're  Liars  all. 

Lords.  'Befeech  your  Highnef*  give  us  better  Credit. 
We  have  always  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befeech  you 
So  to  efteem  of  us  t  And  on  our  Knees  we  beg, 
(As  Recompence  of  our  dear  Services 
Paft*  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofc. 
Which  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  I  flue.     We  all  kneel—*- 

Lee*  I  am  a  Father  for  each  Wind  that  blows : 
Shall  I  live  on,  to  fee  this  Baftard  kneel, 
And  call  me  Father?  better  burn  it  now, 
Thancurfe  it  then.     But  be  it}  let  it  live: 
It  fliall  not  neither.    You  Sir,  come  you  hither;  [To  Anu 
You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 
With  Lady  Margery  your  Midwife  there, 
To  fave  this  Baftard's  Life;  for  'tis  a  Baftard, 
So  fure  as  this  Beard's  grey :  What  will  you  adventure, 
To  fave  this  Brat's  Life? 

Ant.  Any  thing,  my  Lord, 
That  my  Ability  may  undergo,  , 
And  Noblenefs  impofe  :x  At  leaft  thus  much  $ 
I'll  pawn  the  little  Blood  which  I  have  left, 
Tb  fave  the  Innocent ;  any  thing  poffible* 

•       Digitized*by^»OOOLC         *, 


The  Winters  Tale.  $i7 

Leo.  It  fhall  be  poflible;  fwear  by  this  Sword 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

Ant.  I  will,  my  Lord.       ^r        f 

Leo.  Mark  and  perform  it;  pB^ou?  for  the  fail 
•  Of  any  point  in't,  (hall  not  only  he 
.  Death  to  thy  felf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  Wife* 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.    We  enjoin  thee, 
As  thou  arc  Liege-man  to  us,  that  thou  carry- 
This  femald  Baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it'  " 
To  fome  remote  and  defart  Place,  auite  out 
Of  our  Dominions;  and  that  there  thou  leave  it, 
Without  much  Mercy,  to  its  own  Prote&ion, 
An4  favour  of  the  ^Climate;  as  by  ftrange  Fortune 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  Juftic*  charge  thee, 
On  thy  Soul's  Peril,  and  thy  Body's  Torture, 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  (bme  place, 
Wher*  Chance  may  nurfe  or  erid  it.     Take  it  up# 

Ant.  I  fwear*  to  do  this  -?  tho'  a  prefent  Dfeath 
Had  been  more  merciful.     Come  on,  poor  Babe, 
Some  powerful  Spirit  inftru&  the  Kites  and  Ravens 
To  be  thy  Nurfes.    Wolves  and  Bears,  thejr  fay>         ] 
(Caftins:  their  Savagenefs  afidfe)  have  done  \     ■• 

Like  offices  tS  Pity.     Sir;  be  profperous  •..:-• 
In  more  than  this  Deed  does  require  j  and  Bleffing,  - 
Againft  this  Cruelty,  fight  on  thy  fide, 
Poor  thing  condemn'd  to  Eofs.  -'  [Exit  wth  the  Chili. 

Leo.  No;  PJl-not-rear. 
Another's  IiTue. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  Pofts 
From  thofe  you  fent  to  thf  Oracle,  are  come 
An  hour  fince.     Cleomines  and  Dion% 
Being  well  arriv'd  from  Delphos,  are  both  landed, 
Hading  to  th*  Court. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  you,  Sir,  their  lpeed 
Hath  been  beyond  Account. 

Leo.  Twenty  three  days 
They  have  been  abfent :  'tis  good  lpeed  i  foretels 
The  great  Apollo  fuddenly  will  have 
The  truth  ot  this  appear.     Prepare  you  Lords, 
Summon  a  Seffion,  that  we  may  Arraign 
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Our  moft  difloyal  Lady ;  for  as  (he  htth 

Been  publickly  accus'd,  fo  (hall  (he  have 

A  juft  and  open  Trfal.    While  (he  lives  . 

My  Heart  will  be  a  BHWp^to  me.    Leave  me, 

And  think  upon  ray  Bidding.  [Exam. 


ACT  III.     SCENE   L 

Enter  Cleomines  and  Dion. 

CU*.  HpHE  Climate's  delicate,  the  Air  moft  fweet, 

X    Fertile  the  Ifle,  the  Temple  much  furpaffing 
The  common  Praife  it  bears. 

Dhn.  I  (hall  report 
For  moft  it  caught  me,  the  Celeftial  Habits, 
Methinks  I  fo  (hould  term  them,  and  the  Reverence 
Of  the  grave  Wearers.    O,  the  Sacrifice  ^ 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  unearthly 
Itwasi'th' Offering! 

Geo.  3tttofall,  the  Burft 
And  the  Bar-deafning  Voice  o'th*  Oracle, 
Kin  to  Jwe's  Thunder,  fo  furpris'd  my  Senfc, 
That  I  was  nothing. 

Vio.  Ifth*  Event  o'th'  Journey 
Prove  as  fuqeefiful  to  the  Queen  (O  be'e  fo) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafanr,  fpeedy; 
The  time  is  worth  the  ufe  on't. 

Cleo.  Great  dpollo, 
Turn  all  to  th'beft !  The  Proclamations, 
So  forcing  Faults  upon  Hcrmio»c, 
I  little  like. 

Die.  The  violent  Carriage  of  it 
Will  dear,  or  end  the  Bufinef',  when  the  Oracle, 
Thus  by  jipolUt*  great  Divine  feal'd  up, 
Shall  the  Contents  difcover:  Something  rare 
Even  then  will  rufli  to  Knowledge.    Go;  fre(h  Horfes, 
And  gracious  be  the  Iffuc.  [ExemU 


SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 

Enter  Lcontes,  Lords,  Officers,  Hermione,  as  to  her  Trial, 
with  Paulina  and  Ladies. 

Leo*  This  Seflion$,to  our  great  Grief,  we  pronouns?, 
Even  pujfaes  'gaiiift  our  Heart.     The  Party  try'd, 
The  Daughter  of  a  King  our  Wife,  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd,  let  us  be  clear'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  Juftice,  which  (hall  have  due  Courfe,; 
Even  to  the  Guilt,  or  the  Purgation.  -^ 

Produce  the  Prifoner. 

Off.  It  is  his  Highnefs  Pleafure,  that  the  Queen 
Appear  in  Perfon  here  in  Court.    Silence  I  , 

Leo.  Read  the  Indi&ment. 

Offi.  Hermione,  Queen  to  the  worthy  Leontes,  King  of 
Sicilia,  thou  art  here  accufed  and  arraigned  of  High  Treafon, 
in  committing  Adultery  with  Polixenes  King  of  Bohemia,  and 
conjpiring  with  £amillo  to  take  away  the  Life  of  our  Sove- 
raign  Lord  the  King,  thy  Royal  Husband;  the  Pretence  where- 
of being  by  Circumftance  partly  laid  open,  then  Hermione,  con- 
trary to  the  Faith  and  Allegiance  of  a  true  Subject,  didjt  cou*» 
fel  and  aid  them,  for  their  better  fafetj,  to  fly  away  by 
Night.  ■'* 

Her.  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  muft  be  but  that 
Which  contradi&s  my  Accufation,  and 
The  Teftimony  on  my  Part,  no  other 
But  what  comes  from  my  felfi  it  (hall  fcarce  boot  me 
To  fay,  Not  guilty:  Mine  Integrity 
Being  counted  Falfhood,  (hall,  as  I  cxprefs  it, 
Be  fo  received.     But  thus,  if  Powers  Divine 
Behold  our  Human  A&ions,  as  they  do, 
1  doubt  not  then,  but  Innocence  (hall  make 
Falfe  Accufations  blu(h,  and  Tyranny 
Tremble  at  Patience.  You,  my  Lord,  beft  know, 
Who  lead  will  feem  to  do  fo,  my  paft  Life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chaff,  and  truer 
As  I  am  now  unhappy,  which  is  more 
Than  Hiftory  can  pattern,  tho*  devis'd, 
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And  play'd  to  take  Spe&ators.    For  behold  me, 

A  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Bed,  which  owe 

A  Moiety  of  the  Throne :  A  great  King's  Daughter, 

The  Mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  (landing 

To  prate  and  talk  for  Life,  and  Honour,  fore 

Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.     For  Life,  I  prize  it 

As  Inveigh  Grief  (which  I  would  fpare:)  For  Honour, 

t'Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 

And  only  that  I  ftand  for.     I  appeal 

To  your  own  Conscience*  Sir,  before  Pelixenes 

Came  to  your  Court,  how  I  was  in  your  Grace, 

How  merited  to  be  fo;  fince  he  came, 

With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrent  I 

Have  ftrain'd  t'appear  thus  5  if  one  jot  beyond 

The  bounds  of  Honour,  or  in  ad,  or  will, 

.That  way  enclining,  hardned  be  the  Hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  fiear'ft  of  Kin  • 

Cry  fie  upon  my  Grave. 

Lee.  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
tThat  any  of  thofe  bolder  Vices  wanted 
Lefs  Impudence  to  gain-fay  what  they  did, 
{Than  to  perform  it  firft. 

Her.  That  is  true  enough, 
Tho'  'tis  a  faying,  Sir,  not  due  to  me. 

Leo.  You  will  not  own  it. 

Her.  More  than  Miftrefs  of; 
What  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  mull  not 
At  all  acknowledge.     For  Polixcnes, 
With  whom  I  am  accus'd,  I  do  confefs 
I  lov'd  him,  as  in  Honour  he  requir'd  ; 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  Love,  as  might  become 
A  Lady  like  me }  with  a  Love,  even  fuch, 
So  and  no  other,  as  your  felf  commanded  : 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think  had  been  in  me 
Both  Difobedience  and  Ingratitude 
To  you,  and  towards  your  Friends;  whofe  Love  had  Ipokd 
Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  Infant,  freely, 
That  it  was  yours.     Now  for  Confpiracy, 
I  know  not  how  it  t*fts,  tho*  it  be  difh'd 
For  me  to  try  how  j  all  I  know  of  it, 
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Is,  that  Cdmillo  was  an  honcft  Man ;  .    J 

And  why  he  left  your  Court,  the  Gods  themfelvcs, 
Wotting  no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant* 

Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
What  you  have  undertaken  to  do  in*s  abfence* 

Her.  Sir, 
You  fpeak  a  Language  that  I  underftand  not ; 
My  Life  (lands  in  the  level  of  your  Dreams, 
Which  111  lay  down. 

Leo.  Your  A&ions  are  my  Dreams, 
You  had  a  Baftard  by  Polixenesy 
And  I  but  dream'd  it:  As  you  were  paft  all  Shame, 
f  Thofe  of  your  Fad  are  fo)  fo  paft  all  Truth } 
Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails:  For  as 
Thy  Brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  it  fclf, 
"No  Father  owning  ir,  (which  is  indeed 
More  criminal  in  thee,  than  \t)  fo  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  J  u  ft  ice,  in  whofe  eafieft  Paflage 
Look  for  no  left  than  Death* 

Her.  Sir,  lpare  your  Threats , 
The  Bug  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  feek: 
To  me  can  Life  be  no  Commodity, 
The  Crown  and  Comfort  of  my  Life,  your  Favour, 
I  do  give  loft,  for  I  do  feel  it  gone, 
But  know  not  how  it  wenr.     My  fecond  Joy, 
The  Fiift-fruits  of  my  Body,  from  his  Pretence 
I  am  barr'd  like  one  infe&ious.  My  third  Comfort, 
Star'd  moft  unluckily,  is  from  my  Breaft 
(The  innocent  Milk  in  its  moft  innocent  Mouthy 
Hard  out  to  Murder  \  my  felf  on  every  Poft 
Proclairo'd  a  Strumpet  \  with  immodeft  Hatred 
The  Child-bed  Privilege  deny'd  wh/ch  'longs 
To  Women  of  all  Fafhion:  Laftly,  hurried 
Here,  to  this  place,  Tth*  open  Air,  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  Limbs.     Now,  ray  Liege, 
Tell  me  what  Bleflings  I  have  here  alive, 
That  I  fliould  fear  to  die  f  Therefore  proceed : 
But  yet  hear  this ;  miftake  me  not;  no  Life, 
I  prize  it  not  a  Straw,  but  for  mine  Honour, 
Which  I  would  free:  If  I  (hall  be  condemned 

Upon 
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Upon  Surmifes,  all  Proofs  fleeping  elfe, 
But  what  your  Jealoufies  awake,  I  tell  you 
Tis  Rigour,  and  nor  Law.  Your  Honours  alt, 
I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oracle : 
Apollo  be  my  Judge* 

LereU  This  your  Requeft 

Enter  Dion  and  Cleomines. 
Is  altogether  juft;  therefore  bring  forth. 
And  in  Apollo's  Name,  his  Oracle. 

Her.  The  Emperor  of  Ruffia  was  my  Father, 
Oh  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  Daughter's  Trial }  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  ftatnefs  of  my  Mifery,  yet  with  Eyes 
Of  Pity,  not  Rivenge. 

Officer.  You  here  (hall  fwear  upon  the  Sword  of  Jufticei 
That  you,  CUomines  and  Dion,  have 
Been  both  at  Delphos,  and  from  thence  have  brought 
This  feal'd-up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  deliver'd 
Of  great  Apollo's  Prieft ;  and  that  fince.then, 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  Seal, 
Nor  read  the  Secrets  in't. 

Cleo.  Dion.  All  this  we  fwear. 

Leo.  Break  up  the  Seals  and  read. 

Officer.  Hermione  is  Chaft,  Polixenes  blameUfs,  Camillo 
a  true  Subje8%  Leontes  a  jealous  Tyrant,  hie  innocent  Babe 
truly  begotten,  and  the  King  jhall  live  without  an  Heir*  if  that 
which  is  U/t  be  not  found. 

Lords.  Now  bleffed  be  the  great  Apollo. 

Her.  Praifed. 

Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  Truth  f 

Offic,  Ay,  my  Lord,  even  fo  as  it  is  here  fet  down. 

Leo.  There  is  no  Truth  at  all  i*th'  Oracle ; 
The  Seffions  ftall  proceed;  this  is  meer  Falihood. 
Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord  the  King  j  the  King. 

Leo.  What  is  the  Bufinef*  ? 

Ser.  O  Sir,  I  ft  all  be  hated  to  Report  it. 
The  Prince  your  Son,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  Queen's  fpeed,  is  gone. 

Leo.  How,  gone/ 
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Scr.  Is  dead* 

Leo.,  AfolWs  angry,  and  the  Heav'ns  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  atmy  Injufticfc.  How  now  thete?     [Her.  faints. 

Past.  This  News  is  mortal  to  the  Queen :  Look  down 
And  fee  whit  Death  is  doing* 

Leo.  Take  her  hence ; 
Her  Heart  is  but  o'er-charg'd;  (he  will  recover. 

[Exempt  Paulina  and  Ladies  with  Hermione^ 
I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  Sufpicion; 
•Befcech  you  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  Remedies  for  Life.    jtfoUo,  pardon 
My  great  Prophanefs  'gainft  thine  Oracle. 
Ill  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes, 
New  woo  my  Queen,  recal  the  good  Camillo 
(Whom  I  proclaim  a  Man  of  Truth,  of  Mercy) 
For  being  tranfported  by  my  Jealousies 
To  bloody  Thoughts  and  to  Revenge,  I  chofe 
Camillo  for  the  Minifter,  to  poifon 
My  Friend  PoUxenes;  which  had  been  done, 
But  that  the  good  Mind  of  Camillo  tardied 
My  fwift  command ;  thd'  I  with  Death,  and  with 
Reward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him. 
Not  doing  it,  and  being  done;  he  (moft  Human, 
And  fill'd  with  Honour)  to  my  kingly  Gueft 
Unclafp'd  my  Pra&ice,  quit  his  Fortunes  here, 
Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard 
Ofall  Uncertainties,  himfelf  commended, 
No  richer  than  his  Honour:  How  heglifters 
Through  my  dark  Ruft !  And  how  his  Piety 
Does  my  Deeds  make  the  blacker! 

Enter  Paulina.  ^ 

Pan.  Woe  the  while  :  • 

O  cut  my  Lace,  left  my  Heart,  cracking  it, 
Break  too.  • 

Lord.  What  Fit  is  this,  good  Lady  ? 

Pan.  What  ftudied  Torments,  Tyrant,  haft  for  me? 
What  Wheels?    Racks i  Fires?  What  Flaying?  Boiling? 

Burning, 
In  Leads  or  Oils?  What  old  or  new  Torture 
Muft  I  receive?  whofe  ve*y  word  deferves 
To  taft  of  thy  moft  worft.    Thy  Tyranny, 
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(Together  working  with  thy  Jealoufies, 
Fancies  too  weak  for  Boys,  too  green  and  idle 
Jor  ©iris  of  nine,)  O  think  what  they  hive  done, 
And  then  run  mad  indeed }  ftark  mad}  for  all 
Thy  by-gone  Fooleries  were  but  Spices  of  it. 
That  fhou  betray'dft  Polixcncs,  'twas  nothing. 
That  did  but  (hew  thee,  of  a  Fool,  inconftant, 
And  damnable  ingrateful:  Nor  was't  much* 
Thou  would' ft  have  poilbn'd  good  Camillas  Honour, 
To  have  him  kill  a  King :  Poor  Trelbaffes, 
More  monftrous  {landing  by :  Wher ei ore  I  reckon 
The  calling  forth  to  Crows  thy  Baby-daughter, 
To  be,  or  none,  or  little;  tho'  a  Devil        • 
Would  have  fhcd' Water  out  of  Fire,  e'er  don't: 
Nor  is't  diredly  laid  to  thee,  the  Death 
Of  the  young  Prince,  whofe  honourable  Thoughts 
(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender,)  cleft  the  Heart 
That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  foolifli  Sire, 
Blemi(h*d  his  gracious  Dam :  This  is  not,  no, 
'  Laid  to  thy  Anfwer*  but  the  laft:  O  Lords, 
When  I  have  faid,  cry  Woe,  the  Queen,  the  Queen, 
The  fweeteft  deareft  Creature's  Dead*  and  Vengeance  fort 
Not  dropt  down  yet. 

Lord.  The  higher  Powers  forbid. 

Pan.  I  fay  (he's  dead;  1*1!  fwear'r.  If  Word,  nor  Oath 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee:  If  you  can  briflg 
Tin&ure,  or  Luftre  in  her  Lip,  her  Eye, 
Heat  outwardly,  or  Breath  within,  I'll  ferve  yotf 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.     But,  O  thou  Tyrant  I 
D  ft  not  repent  thcfe  things,  for  they  are  heavier 
That  all  thy  Woes  can  ftir ;   therefore  betake  theq 
To  nothing  but  Defpair.    A  thoufand  Knees, 
Ten  thoufand  Years  together,  naked,  fading, 
Upon  a  iarren  Mountain,  and  ftill  Wihfer 
In  Storm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  Gods 
To  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

Leo.  Go  on,  go  on: 
Thou,  canft  not  fpeak  too  much,  I  have  deferv'd 
All  Tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord.  Say  no  more,  ' 

Howe'er  the  bufinefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
reh'boldnefc  of  your  Speech        "     ;„Google    *** 


The  Winters  Tale.  5>*r 

P***  I  am  forry  for't. 
All  faults  I  bake,  when  I  {hall  come  to  know  them, 
I  do  repent :  Alas,  I  have  fhew'd  too  much 
The  Raftinefs  of  a  Woman ;  he  is  touched 
To  tti*  noble  Heart.    What's  gone,  and  what's  pad  help, 
Should  be  paft  Grie£    Do  not  feceive  Affli&ion 
At  my  Petition,  I  befeech  you }  rather 
Let  me  be  puniiVd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  fliould  forget.    Now,  good  my  Liege, 
Sir,  Royal  Sir,  forgive  a  foolifli  Woman. 
The  Love  I  bore  your  Queen  (Jo,  Fool  again) 
Til  fpeakofher  no  more,  nor  of  your  Children: 
I'll  not  remember  you  of  my  own  Lord, 
Who  is  loft  too.     Take  your  patience  to  you, 
And  Til  fay  nothing. 

Leo.  Thou  didft  fpeak  but  well, 
When  mod  the  Truth;   which  I  receive  much  better 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.     Prithee  bring  me 
To  the  dead  Bodies  of  my  Queen  and  Son, 
One  Grave  (hall  be  for  both.     Upon  them  fliall 
The  Caufes  of  their  Death  appear,  unto 
Our  flume  perpetual;  once  a  day  111  vifit 
TheChappel  where  they  lye,  and  Tears  died  there 
Shall  be  my  Recreation.     So  long  as  Nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  Exercife,  fo  long 
I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.    Come  and  lead  me 
To  thefc  Sorrows.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III, 

A  defart  Country ;  the  Sea  at  a  little  diftance. 

Enter  Antigonus  with  a  Child,  and  a  Marintr, 
Ant.  Thou  art  perfeft  then,  our  Ship  hath  touch;d  upon 
The  Defarts  of  Bohemia. 

Mar.  Ay,  my  Lord,  and  fear 

We  have  landed  in  ill  time:  The  Skies  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  prefent  Blufters.    In  my  Confcience, 
The  Heav'ns  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry, 
ysnd  frown  upon's.  , 
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Ant.  Their  facrcd  Wills  be  done;  get  thee  Aboard, 
Look  to  thy  Bark,  I'll  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mat.  Make  your  beft  hafie,  and  go  not 
Too  far  Pth*  Land ;  'tis  like  to  be  loud  Weather* 
Befides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  Creatures 
Of  prey,  that  keep  upon't. 

Ant.  Go  thou  away* 
I'll  follow  inftantly. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  tfth'  Bufinefs.  \EjoU 

Ant.  Come,  poor  Babe ; 
1  have  heard,  but  not  believ'd,  the  Spirits  o'th'  Dead 
May  walk  again:  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  Mother 
Appeared  to  me  laft  Night ;  for  ne'er  was  Dream 
So  like  a  waking.     To  me  comes  a  Creature, 
Sometimes  her  Head  on  one  fide,  fome  another, 
I  never  faw  a  Veffelof  like  Sorrow    , 
So  filPd,  and  fo  becoming;  in  pure  white  Robes, 
Like  very  San&ity,  (he  did  approach 
My  Cabin  where  I  lay;  thrice  bow'd  before  jne»    * 
And*  gafping  to  begin  fome  Speech*  her  Eyes 
Became  two  Spouts ;  the  fury  fpenr,  anon 
Did  this  break  from  her*    Good  Antigen** 
Since  Fate,  againft  thy  better  Difpofition, 
Hath  made  thy  Perfon  for  the,thrower-out 

Of  my  poor  Babe,  according  to  thine  Oath, 
Place?  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 

There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying;  and  for  the  Babe 

Is  counted  loft  for  ever  and  ever,  Pcrdita 

I  prethee  cairt.     For  this  ungentle  bufinefs 

Put  on  thee,  by  my  Lord,  thou  ne'er  (halt  fee 

Thy  Wife  Paulina  more.    And  fo,  with  (hriekf, 

She  melted  into  Air.     Affrighted  much, 

1  did  in  time  colled  my  felf,  and  thought 
.   This  was  lb,  and  no  (lumber :  Dreams  are  Toys* 

Yet  for  this  once,  yea  fuperftitioufly, 

I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.     I  do  believe 

Hcrmione  hath  fuffer'd  Death,  and  that 

Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  Iffue 
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Of  King  Polixenes,  it  fhould  here  be  laid, 
Either  for  Life  or  Death,  upon  the  Earth 
Of  its  right  Father.    Bloflbm,  fpeed  thee  well* 

[Lying  down  the  Child* 
There  lye,  and  there  thy  Charafter:  There  thefe* 
Which  may,  if  Fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee.  Pretty  one, 
And  ftill  reft  thine.  The  Storm  begins,  poor  Wrttcb, 
That  for  thy  Mother's  fault,  art  thus  exposed 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow.    Weep  I  cannot, 
But  my  Heart  bleeds:  and  molt  accurft  am  I 
To  be  by  Oath  enjoin'd  to  this.    FareweL 
The  Day  frowns  more  and  nqjbre;  thou  art  like  to  have 
A  lullaby  too  rough:  I  never  faw 
The  Heav'ns  fo  dim  by  Day.    A  lavage  Clamour/ 
Well  may  I  get  aboard:  This  is  the  Chace, 
I  am  gone  for  ever*  [Exit  pxrfiud  bj  s%  Betr* 

Enter  an  eld  Shepherd* 
Shep.  I  would  there  were  no  Age  between  ten  and  three 
and  twenty,  or  that  Youth  would  fleep  out  the  reft:  For 
there  is  nothing,  in  the  between,    but  getting  Wenches 
with  Child,  wronging  the  Ancientry,  dealing,  fighting—-— 
Hark  you  now— -would  any  but  thefeboiJ'd  Brains  of  nine- 
teen, and  two  and  twenty,  Hunt  this  Weather?  They  have 
fcar'd  away  two  of  my  beft  Sheep*  which  I  fear  the  Wolf 
will  fooner  find  than  the  Mafter;  if  any  where  I  have  them* 
'tis  by  the  Sea-fide,  brouzing  of  Ivy,    Good  luck,  and't  be 
the  will,  what  we  have  here?  \T*kingup  the  Child.]  Mercy 
on's,  a  Barn  f  a  very  pretty  Barn  I  a  Boy  or  a  Child,  I  won- 
der! a  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty  one,  fure  fome  'fcape:  Thd* 
I  am  not  Bookifh,  yet  I  can  read  Waiting-Gentlewoman  in  the 
'fcape.    This  has  been  fome  Stair-work,  fome  Trunk-work, 
fome  behind-door-work:  They  were  warmer  that  got  this, 
than  the  poor  thing  is  here.    I'll  take  it  up  for  pity,  yet  Tit 
tarry  'till  my  Son  come:  He  hollow'd  but  even  now.  Whoa, 
ho-noa. 

Enter  Clown. 
Clo.  Hilloa,  loa# 

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near?  If  thou'lt  fee  a  thing  to  talk  on 
when  thou  art  dead  and  /otteo,  come  hkhcr.  What  aiTft 
thou,  Man? 
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Go.  I  havefeen  two  fuch  fights,  by  Set  and  by  Land; 
but  I  am  nor  to  fay  it  is  a  Sea,  for  it  is  now  the  Sky,  be- 
twixt the  Firmament  and  it,  you  cannot  thruft  a  Bodkin'* 
point. 
,  Shep.  Why,  Boy,  how  is  it? 

Go.  I  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it 
rages,  how  it  takes  up  the  Shore  \  but  that's  not  to  the 
point  j  Oh  the  moft  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  Souls,  fome* 
times  to  fee  'em,  and  not  to  fee  'em :  Now  the  Ship  bear- 
ing the  Moon  with  her  Main-maft,  and  anon  fwallow'd 
with  Yeft  and  Froth,  as  you'ld  thruft  a  Cork  into  a  Hogf- 
head.  And  then  the  Land-fervice,  to  fee  how  the  Bear 
torcf  out  his  Shoulder-bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help, 
and  faid  his  Name  was  jtntiginus,  a  Nobleman,  But  to 
make  an  end  of  the  Ship,  to  fee  how  the  Sea  flap-dragon'd 
it.  But  firft,  how  the  poor  Souls  roar'd,  and  the  Sea 
mock'd  them.  And  how  the  poor  Gentleman  roar'd,  and 
the  Bear  mock'd  him,  both  roaring  louder  than  the  Sea,  or 
Weathen 

Shep.  Name  of  Mercy,  when  was  this,  Boy? 

Qo.  Now,  now,  I  have  not  winked  fince  I  faw  thefe 
fights,  the  Men  are  not  cold  under  Water,  nor  the  Bear 
half  dined  on  the  Gentleman;  he's  at  it  now. 

Shep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  helped  the  old 
Man. 

Go.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  Ship-fide,  to  have 
help'd  her,  there  your  Charity  would  have  lack'd  footing. 

Shep.  Heavy  Matters,  heavy  Matters  •,  but  look  thee 
here,  Boy.  Now  blefs  thy  felf;  thou  meet'ft  with  things 
dying,  I  with  things  new  born.  Here  is  a  fight  for  thee; 
Look  thee,  a  Bearing-cloath  for  a  Squire's  Child!-  Look 
thee  here,  take  up,  take  up,  Boy,  open>,  fo,  let's  fee,  it 
was  told  me  I  (hould  be  rich  by  the  Fairies,  This  is  fome 
Changling}  open'r,  what  is  within,  Boy/ 

Go.  You're  a  mad  old  Man  j  It  the  Sins  of  your 
Youth  are  forgiven  you,  you  are  well  to  live*  Gold,  all 
Gold. 

Shep.  This  is  Fairy  Gold,  Boy,  and  'twill  prove  fo.  Up 
with  ir,  keep  it  clofe:  Home,  home,  the  next  way.  We 
are  lucky,  Boy,  and  to  be  fo  ftill  requires  nothing  but  Se- 

crefie. 
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crefie.  Let  my  Sheep  go:  Come,  good  Boy,  the  next  way 
home. 

Cto.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  Findings,  Til  go 
fee  if  the  Bear  be  gone  from  the  Gentleman,  and  how  much 
he  hath  eaten :  They  are  never  Curft,  but  when  they  are 
hungry:  If  there  be  any  of  him  left,  I'll  bury  it. 

Shep.  That's  a  good  Deed  j  if  thou  may'ft  difcern  by 
tlbat  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  thf  fight 
of  him. 

Clo.  Marry,  will  I,  and  you  {hall  help  to  put  him  i'cK 
Ground. 

Shep.  'Tis  -*  locty  Day,  Boy,  *pd  well  do  good  Deeds 
on't.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    L 

s 

Enter  77me9  The  Churns* 

iTtme.T  That  pleafe  fome,  try  all,  both  Joy  and  Terror 
A  Of  good  and  bad,  that  make  and  unfold  Error ; 

.  Now  take  upon  mc,  in  the  Name  of  Time, 
To  ufc  my  Wings.    Impine  it  not  a  Crime 
To  me,  or  my  iwift  Pa  flag e,  that  I  Aide 
O'er  fixteen  Years,  and  leave  the  growth  untry'd 
Of  that  wide  gap  j  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  overthrow  Law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 
To  plant,  and  o*er-whelm  Cuftom.    Let  me  pals 
The  fame  I  am,  e'er  ancient'ft  Order  was, 
Or  what  is  now  received.     I  witnefs  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in,  fo  (hall  I  do 
To  the  freiheft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  dale 
Th'glifttring  of  this  prefent,  as  my  Tale 
Now  feems  to  it:  Your  Patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  Glais,  and  give  my  Scene  fuch  growing 
As  you  had  flept  between.    Leontes  leaving 
Th'Effe&s  of  his  fond  Tealoufies,  fo  grieving 
That  he  (huts  up  himfelf  j  imagine  me, 

.  Gentle  Spe&ators,  that  I  now  mav  be 

VoL.ir.  H'h  Ja 
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I  mention  H*re  a  Son  o'th'  King's,  which  Florizsl 

t  now  name\o  yoto,  and  with  Tpeed  lb  pace    . 

'to  Fpeak  otrkrditay  now  grown  in  grtc* 

Equal  with  wo\dring.     What  of  her  enfues,  ' 

I  lift  not  Prophelie:  Biit  let  Tftrtie's  NeWs 

Be  known  when 'tis  brought  forth.  A$hepheftft  daughter, 

And  what  to  her  adhfere%  wtiidi  ffcllow*  Sftfcf, 

Is  th*  Argument  of  Time  j  of  this  allow, 

If  ever  you  have  fpent  Time  w6rfe,  eMr  nffw* 

If  never,  yet  that  Time  himfelf  doth  f*y, 

He  wiftes  earheftly,  yfiu  ftevfcr  toa^.  £feritf 

S  C  £  N  £    IL 

A^^r-Pdlk^Nes  4*iCaitftUo. 

P#/.  I  praythee,  good  Camilla,  beiio  more  importunate; 
'tis  a  Sicknefs  denying  ttat  any  thing,  a  Death  to  grant 
this. 

Cam.  It  is  fifrtch  Y*af$  fifitfe  I  ftw  my  Cotontfyi  dW&fch 
I  have,  for  the  moft  pa  t,  being  airtd  flfertfcd,  I  ikfire  to 
lay  my  Bones  thete.  Betide*  tfce  fe-itittM  Ktogi  ih}  Mt- 
fter,  hath  fent  for  fee,  to  whofe  feeing  Sbrr'Mr*  f  aright  bc 
fome  allay,  or  I  o^ertvieh  to  think  ft,  whith  is  atoot&rt  Spur 
to  my  departure.  . 

Pol.  As  thou  lov'ft  the,  Carhill^  wipe  toot  out  the  Wft  1 
of  thy  Services,  by  leaving  toe  itow;  the  itefcd  I  hftv*  of 
thee,  thine  own  Goodnrefs  fcatft  mad*:  Better  net  to  halve 
had  thee,  than  thus  to  want  thee.  Thou  having  made  toe 
Bufinefs,  which  none,  without  thee,  can  fufficientfy  ma- 
nage, muft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thy  felf,  or  ttjte 
away  with  thee  the  very  Services  thou  haft  dofre  \  which 
if  I  have  not  enough  coAfidefed,  «  too  rtiuch  I  cannot, 
to  be  more  thankful  to  thee  fliall  be  my  fltidy^  and  my 
profit  therein,  the  heaping  Friendships.  Of  that  fatal 
Country  StcMa,  prefthee  fpeak  no  more,  tohofe  very  Da- 
rning puniflies  me  with  the  remembrance  of  that  Peni- 
tent, as  thou  call*ft  him,  and  reconciled  Kibg  my  Bro- 
ther, wh  Te  hfs  of  his  moft  precious  Queen  and  Chil- 
dren, 
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dren,  ire  evert  mw  to  be  afrefla  lamented.  Say  to  me? 
when  fa*rtl  iW  the  Priace.  FloriJbel  my  Son  ?  Kings 
are  no  left  unhappy*  their  Ifluc  not  being  gracious,  than 
they  arei*  lafog  them,  when,  they  have  approved  their 
Virtues. 

CW.  Sir,  it  k  thrift  days  &ndt  t  fiw  th4  Prftce;  what 
his  hippie  Affair*  my  he,  a**  t#  «t  unknown :  but  I  have 
f  miflingly,j  flatted,  he  is  «f  late  fwxrh  retired  from  Court, 
and  is  lefs  frequeite  tfc  his  Priory  Bxerc&t  than  formerly 
he  hath  appear'd. 

PoL  I  have  cdnfider'd  fb  fhlich,  Camille,  and  with  forte 
care  fo  far,  that  I  have  Eye*  under  thy  Service,  *hieh 
look  upon  his  remeyedffef*  ?  from  whom  I  Jiave  this  Intel- 
ligence, that  he  H  fcldona  from  the  Houfe  of  a  ffloft  homely 
Shepherd;  a  Mas*  they  fay,  tkat  from  very  nothing,  and 
beyond  the  Imagination  of  his, Neighbours*  i$  grown  into 
an  unfpeakable  Eftatc. 

Cam.  I  have  heard,  Sir,  atf  iueh  a  Man,  rtho  hath  a 
Daughter  of  moft  rare  Note;  the  DUport  of  her  is  extend- 
ed more,  than  an  be  thought  to  begin  from  fach  a  Cot- 
tage. 

Pol.  That's  likewife  part  of  my  Intelligence  5  but,  I 
fear,  the  Angle  that  plu4ks  our  Sbft  thither.  Thou  (halt 
accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  ("nor  appear- 
ing what  we  are)  have  fome  queftion  with  the  Shep- 
herd^ from  whofo  Simplicity,  I  think  it  not  uneafie  to  get 
the  caufe  of  ftiy  Son's  refort  thither.  Prethee  be  my  pre- 
fint  Paltner  id  Afe  bufineB,  and  lay  aMe  the  thoughts  of 
Sicilia. 

Cam*  I  willingly  obey  yoo#  Command. 

Pol.  My  beft  CamiUo,  we  muft  Difguife  our  fel*es2 

[Exchm. 

8CEN  E     III. 

• ,  EntAr  kuxcA\c*s  Jmgmi* 

When  Vafudils  fatf*  to  Peer, 

With  heigh  the  Doxy  over  the  dde9 
Why  then  comes  in  tbejbett  ttW  Tear  .- 

For  th+ted  Shod  reign*  in  the  Winter  s  pale. 

H  h  z  The        J 

^1 
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The  white  Sheet  bleaching  on  the  Hedge, 
tftth  hey  the  fweet  Birds*  O  how  theyjmg  * 

Doth  fit  my  fugging  Teeth  an  edge, 

For  a  quart  of  Me  it  a  difb  fer  a  King. 

The  Lark,  With  T$rra  lyra  chaunts, 

With  hey,  with  hey  the  Thrmjb  and  the  Lay  z 

Are  Summer  Sengs  for  me  and  my  Aunts, 
While  we  lye  tumbling  in  the  Hay* 

I  have  ferved  Prince  Tlerizjel,  and  in  my  time  wore  three 
i  ile,  but  now  I  am  out  of  Service. 

But  (ball  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  Dear* 

The  pah  Moon  {bines  by  Night: 
And  when  I  wander  here  and  there, 

I  then  do  mofi  go  right. 

If  Tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live,  1 

And  bear  the  Sow-skin  Budgetf 
Then  my  Account  I  well  may  give9 

And  if  the  Stocks  avouch  it. 

My  Traffick  is  Sheets;  when  the  Kite  builds,  look  to  lef- 
fer  Linen.  My  Father  nam'd  me  Autolicus,  who  being, 
as  I  am,  litter'd  under  Mercury*  was  hkewife  a  Snapper- 
up  of  unconfider'd  Trifles:  With  Die  and  Dr*b,  I  pur- 
chas'd  Caparifon,  and  my  Revenue  is  the  filly  Cheat. 
Gallows,  and  Knock,  are  too  powerful  op  the  High- 
way, Beating  and  Hanging  are  Terrors  to  me:  For  the 
Life  to  come,  I  deep  out  the  thought  of  it.    A.  Prize!  a 

Prize  I 

Enter  Clown. 
Clo.  Let  me  fee,  every  eleven  Weather  Tods,  every  Tod 
ieldb  Pound  and  odd  Shillings:  Fifteen  hundred  Jhorn, 
at  comes  the  Wooll  to  ? 

4ut.  If  the  fprindge  hold,  the  Cock's  mine,         [Afid*. 

lo.  I  cannot  do  it  without  Compters.     Let  me  fee,  what 

to  buy  for  our  Sheep-fliearing-Feaft?  Three  Pound 

/ar,  five  Pound  of  Currants,  Rice What  will  this 

of  mine  do  with  Rice?  But  my  Father  hath  made 
'«.  her 
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her  Miftrefs  of  the  Feaft,  and  ftie  lays  it  on.  She  hath 
made  me  four  and  twenty  Note- gays  for  the  Shearers;  three- 
Man. Song-men,  al]»  and  very  good  ones,  but  they  are  mod 
of  them,  Mean  and  Bates  *7  but  one  Puritan  among  them, 
and  he  fings  Pfalms'to  Horn-Pipes,  I  mud  have  Saffron  to 
colour  the  Wardens  Pies,  Mace— -Dates-none— —  that's 
out,of  my  Note:  Nutmegs,  feVenj  a  Race  or  two  of  Ginger, 
but  that  I  may  beg:  Four  Pound  of  Pruns,  and  as  many  of 
Rafins  oW  Sun. 

Am.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born.  [Groveling  on  the  Ground. 

Clo.  Pth*  name  of  me 

Aut.  Oh  help  me,  help  me:  Pluck  but  off  thefe  Rags^ 
and  then  Death,  Death* — ■ 

*  Clo.  Alack,  poor  Soul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  Rags  to 
lay  oh  thee,  rather  than  hare  thefe  ott. 

Am.  Oh,  Sir,  the  ioathibmnefs  of  them  offends  me,  more 
than  the  ftripes  I  have  received,  which  are  mighty  ones, 
and  millions, ' 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  Man!  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to 
a  gre*t  matter; 

Am.  I  am  robb'd,  Sir,  and  beaten;  my  Mony  and  Ap- 
parel ta'cn  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  Things  put  upon 
ine. 

Clo.  What,  by  a  Horfo-man,  or  a  Foot-man  / 

Am.  A  Foot-man,  fweet  Sir,  a  Foot-man. 

Clo.  Indeed,  he  (hould  be  a  Foot-man,  by  the  Garments 
he  has  left  with  thee;  if  this  be  a  Horfe-man's  Coat,  it  hath 
feen  very  hot  Service.  Lend  me  thy  hand,  Ml  help  thee. 
Come,  lend  me  thy  hand.  \Hdpng  him  *p* 

Am.  Oh  1  good  Sir,  tenderly,  oh  J 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  Soul. 

Am.  O  good  Sir,  foftly,  good  Sir:  I  fear,  Sir,  my 
Shoulder-blade  is  out. 

Clo.  How  now?  canft  (land  f 

Am.  Softly,  dear  Sir ;  good  Sir,  foftly ;  you  ha*  done 
me  a  charitable  Office. 

Clo.  Doft  lack  any  Mony  ?  I  have  a  little  Mony  for 
thee. 

Am.  No,  good  fweet  Sir:  No,  I  befeech  you,  Sir;  I 
have  a  Kinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  Mile  hence,  tmti 

Hh  3  ,  whom 
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whom  I  was  ming-,  I  {h«U  there  have  Mopy,  ofjny  thinj» 
I  want :  Offer  me  no  Ma&y>  I  pr*y  ypw,  th#  talis  my 
Heart. 

Co.  Wh»t   mapner   of  Fellow    was  he  tbftt   rohb'4 

yw? 

,4**,  A  Fellow,  Sir,  that  I  h*ve  kqowq  to  go  ^«t 
with  Trpl^my-dames :  I  knew  him  once  *  Servatt 
of  the  Prince ;  I  cannot  tell,  good  Sir,  for  which  of  his 
Virtues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly  Wtrip'd  out  of  the 
C*urt,  '" 

Go.  His  Vices  you  would  fty  \  there's  po  Virtue  whip'd 
out  of  the  Court;  they  ckerifo  it  to  m^ke  it  flay  there,  and 
yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

Am.  Vices  I  wwW  Ay*  Sir*  I  know  this  Map  well,  he 
hath  been  fince  an  Ape*beftrer,  then  a  Proceft-fcrv*r,  a 
Bailiff;  th*n  he  compart  *  Motion  of  (he  Prodigal  Son, 
and  married  a  Tinker's  Wife,  within  a  Mile  when  my 
Land  and  Living  lyes ;  and,  having  flown  over  many  kaa- 
viih  Profeflions,  he  itcried  aply  in  Rogue *,  feme  «11  him 
AutoUcm. 

Cfo.  Out  upon  him*  Prigi  for  my  L,ife  Prig;  hf  {nunts 
Wakes,  Fairs,  and  Bear*baKipg« 

Ant.  Very  true;  Sir;  he,  Sir,  he;  that's  the  Rogue  that 
put  me-into  tfais  Apparel. 

Clo.  Not  a  more  cowardly  Rogue  in  all  fyhtmi*;  it 
you  bad  but  looked  big,  *nd  fpit  at  him,  he'M  have 
run. 

A&.  I  muA  confcfs  to  you,  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter;  I  am 
faJCp  of  He*r*  that  way,  and  that  he  knew  I  warrant 
him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  do  now? 

A***  Sweet  Spr,  mu$h  better  than  I  was;  I  can  ft*nd, 
and  walk;  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  yotfc  and  p*ce  fofc- 
ly  towards  my  Kinfman'f. 

Ch.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way? 

Am.  Wo,  good  fae'd  Sir;  no,  fwcet  Sir, 

S/o.  Then  fare  wel,  I  muft  go  and  bijy  Spices  for  our 
Sheep-ftearing.  [£*/* 

A*h  Profper  yt>ji,  fweet  $ir9  Your  Pqr fe  is  n^t  hot 
enough  to  purchad'  your  Spice.    I'll  be  with  yo»  tf  your 
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Sheep-fheartag  loo:  \H  Wake  not  this  Cheat  bring  out  ano- 
ther, and  the  Shearers  prove  Sheep,  let  me  be  unrol'd,  tod 
my  Name  put  into  the  Book  of  Virtue. 

S  Q  N  G. 

J*  **i  J*g  *»*  *befi$*f4th  wq9 

Awd  merrily  bent  the  StiU-a. 
A  merry  Heart  gets  all  the  Jajf 

Tour  fad  tires  im  a  MtU-a  [ExiM 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Florizel  and  Permit*. 

Fie.  Thcfe  your  unufual  Weeds,  to  each  port  of  jrou 
Does  give  a  Life :  No  Shepherdefs  but  Flera, 
Peering  in  Afrits  front.    This'your  Sheep-ihearieg, 
Is  as  a  merry  meeting  of  the  petty  Gods, 
.And  you  the  Queen  on't. 

Per.  Sir;  my  gracious  Lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extreams,  it  not  becomes  me : 
Oh  pardoo,  that  I  name  them:  Your  high  felf, 
The  gracious  mark  cfth'  Land,  you  have  obfeur'd 
With  a  Swain's  wearing;  and  me,  poor  lowly  Maid* 
Moft  Goddefs-like  prenk'd  up.     But  that  our  Feift?, 
In  every  Mefs,  have  Folly;  and  the  Feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  Cuftom,  I  (hould  blufli 
To  fep  you  fo  attir'd;  fworn,  I  think, 
To  fliew  my  ftlf  a  Glafs. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  tine 
When  my  good  Falcon  made  her  flight  a-crofs 
Thy  Father's  Ground. 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caufe; 
To  me  the  difference  forges  dread,  your  Greatneft 
Hath  not  been  ua'd  $o  Feerj  even  now  I  tremble 
To  think  your  Father,  by  feme  accident* 
Should  pais  this  way,  as  you  did:  Oh  the  Fates, 
How  would  he  look  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble, 
Vildly  bound  up!  What  would  he  fay  !  Qr  hew 

Hh+  ^Md 
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Should  I,  in  thefc  my  borrowed  Flaunts,  behold 
The  fternnefs  of  his  Prefence  ? 

Flo.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  Jollity :  The  Gods  themfelvesi 
Humbling  their  Deities  to  Love,  have  taken 
The  Shapes  of  Beads  upon  them*  .  3^'/*r 
Became  a  Bull,  and  bellow'd ;  the  green  Nefttm* 
A  Ram,  and  bleated ;  and  the  Fire-rob'd  Gcid, 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  humble  Swain, 
As  I  feem  now.     Their  Transformations, 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  Beauty  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chad  :  Since  my  Defires 
Run  not  before  mine  Honour,  nor  my  Lufts 
Burn  hotter  than  my  Faith. 

Per.  O  but,  dear  Sir, 
Your  Resolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 

Oppos'd,  as  it  muft  be,  by  th'Power  of  the  King. 

One  of  thefe  two  muft  be  Neccflities, 

Which  then  will  fpeak,  that  you  muft  change  thij  purpoft^ 

Or  I  my  Life. 

Flo.  Thou  deareft  Pcpdita, 

With  thefe  fore'd  Thoughts  I  prethee  darken  not 

The  Mirth  o*th'  Feaft}  Or  I'll  be  thine,  my  Fair, 

Or  not  my  Father's.f    $or  I  cannot  be 

Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 

I  be  not  thine.    To  this  I  am  moft  conftanti 

Tho'  Deftiny  fay  no.     Be  merry,  gentle,  i 

Strangle  fuch  Thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 

That  you  behold  the  while.    Your  Guefts  are  coming; 

Lift  up  you  Countenance,  as  it  were  the  day 

Of  Celebration  of  that  Nuptial,  which 

We  two  have  fwarn  ftiall  come. 
Per.  O  Lady  Fortune, 

Stand  you  aufpicious. 

jEvter  Shepherd,  Clown,  Mopfa,  Dorcas  Servant* ;  with  P<h 
lixenes  and  Camillo  difguisd. 
Flo*  See,  your  Guefts  approach  \ 

Addrefs  your  felf  to  entertain  them  fprig&tly 

And  let's  be  red  with  Mirth. 
Shep.  Fie,  Daughter  j  wheq,my  old  Wife  liv'd,  upon 
*  .4       ''  This 
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This  day  (he  was  both  Pantler,  Butler,  Cook 
Both  Dame  and  Servant;  welcom'd  all,  ferv'dall} 
Would  fing  her  Song,  and  dance  her  turn  j  now  here 
At  upper  end  o'th'  Table,  now  i'th  middle ; 
On  his  Shoulder,  and  his;  her  Face  o'fire 
With  Labour;  and  the  things  (he  took  to  quench  it 
She  would  to  each  one  fip.    You  are  retired, 
As  if  you  were  a  feafted  one;  and  not 
The  Moftefs  of  the  meeting:  Pray  you  bid 
Thefe  unknown  Friends  toY  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  Friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  Bluflies,  and  prefent  your  felf    » 
That  which  you  are,  Miftrefs  o'th*  Feaft.  Come  on, 
And  bid,  us  welcome  tb  your  Sheep*  (hearing, 
As  your  good  Flock  (hall  profper. 

Per.  Sirs,  welcome*  [To  Polix.  and  Canu 

It  is  my  Father's  Will,  I  fhould  take  on  me 
The  Hoftefsfliip  o'th*  Day,  you're  welcome,  Sirs, 
Give  me  thofe  Flowers  there,  Dorcas.    Reverend  Sirs, 
For  you  there's  Rofemary,  and  Rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming  and  Savour  all  the  Winter  long; 
Grace  and  Remembrance  be  to  you  both. 
And  welcome  to  our  Shearing* 

PoL  Shepherdefs, 
A  fair  one  are  you,  well  you  fit  our  Ages 
With  Flowers  of  Winter.  * 

Por.  Sir,  the  Year  growing  ancient, 
Nor  yet  on  Summer's  Defctb,  nor  on  the  Birth 
Of  trembling  Winter,  the  faireft  Flowers  o'th'  Seafon 
Are  our  Carnations,  and  ftreak'd  Gillyflowers, 
Which  lome  call  Nature's  Baftards,  of  that  kind 
Our  ruftick  Garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
kTo  get  flips  of  them* 

PoL  Wherefore,  gentle  Maiden, 
Do  you  negled  them? 

Per.  For  I  haye  heard  it  faid, 
There  is  an  Art,  which  in  their  pidenefs  (hares 
With  great  creating-Nature. 

PoL  Say  there  be, 
Yet  Nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean* 

But 

Digitized  by  LiOOQ IC 


5  j  S  the  Winter*  Tale. 

But  Nature  makes  that  mean;  fo  over  that  Ait, 
Which  you  fay  adds  to  Nature  is  an  Art 
That  Nature  makes;  you  fee,  fweet  Maid,  ire  marry 
A  gentler  Sien  tojthe  wildeft  Stock, 
And  make  conceive  a  Bark  of  btfer  kind 
By  Bud  of  Nobler  Race.    This  is  an  Arc 
Which  does  mend  Nature i  Chang*  it  rather}  but 
LThe  Art  it  felf  is  Nature. 

P&.  So  it  is. 

Pel.  Then  make  your  Garden  rich  in  Gillyflowers* 
And  do  not  call  them  Baftardt  • 

Per.  Ill  not  put 
The  Dible  in  fiarth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them  * 
No  more  than  were  I  Painted,  I  would  wifli 
This  Youth  (hould  fay  'twere  well ;  and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.    Here's  Flowers  far  you  j 
Hot  Lavender,  Mints,  Savory,  Marjoram, 
The  Mary-gold,  that  goes  to  Bed  with  th>9un, 
And  withJiim  riles,  weeping:  Thefeare  Mowers 
Of  middle  Summer,  and?  I  think,  {hey  are  given 
To  Men  of  middle  Age.    Y'are  welcome. 

Cam.  I  (hould  leave  grasieg,  were  I  of  your  Week* 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per.  Out  alas  \ 
You'ld  be  fo  lean,  that  biafte  of  J****rf 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.    Now,  my  fkireft 

Friends, 
I  would  I  had  fome  Flowers  o'th*  Spring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day  j  and  yours,  and  yours, 
That  wear  upon  your  Virgir -branches  yet 
Your  Maidenheads  growing:  O  Proferpina, 
For  the  Flowers  now,  that,  frighted)  thou  let'ft  All 
From  Dfffis  Waggon  :  Daffadih, 
That  come  before  the  Swallow  dares,  and  take 
The  Winds  of  March  with  Beauty ;  Violets,  dim, 
But  fleeter  than  the  Lids  ofjmno's  Eyes, 
Or  Cjthered%  Breath;  pale ftrim-rofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  e'er  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  Strength,  a  Malady 
Mod  incident  to  Maids;  bold  Oxlips,  and 

The 
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The  Crown-In>ptf ill  i  Ullkfof  tftl  kfeds, 
The  Flower-de-Lis  being  on*     O  thefe  I  lack 
To  make  you  Garlands  of,  and  my  fwt0£  Fjiffld 
To  drew  h*a>  o'er  aad  o'tr.  '  ' 

/to.  What?  like  a  Coarfel 

Per.  No,  like  a  Bank,  for  Loye  to  lye  and  play  on  t 
Not  like  a  Coarfe;  or  if,  not  to  be  bipied* 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  Arms.    Come,  take  yoitf  JFJo wtrfr 
Methinks  I  play  as  I  have  feco  ttwp  do 
In  Whhfon  Paftorafe:  Sure  this  Kobe  of  mm 
Does  change  my  Difpofition. 

Flo.  What  you  do, 
Still  betters  what  is  done.    When  you  fpeak,  Sweet, 
I'll  have  you  do  it  ever  \  when  you  fing, 
I'll  have  you  buy  and  fell  fo;  fo  give  AJms; 
Pray  fo  ^  arid  for  the  ord 'ring  your  Affairs* 
To  fing  them  too.    When  you  do  Dance,  I  wift*  yon 
A  Wave  & th9  Sea,  that  you  might  eter  do 
Nothing  but  that;  move  ftill,  ftill  fo9 
And  own  no  other  FunftioiH    Each  your  doing, 
So  Angular  in  each  particular, 
Crowns  what  you  are  doing  in  the  prefcnt  Deeds* 
That  all  your  Ads  are  Queens* 

Per.  O  DoricUij 
Your  Praifes  are  too  large  \  but  that  your  Youth 
And  the  true  Blood  which  peeps  forth  fairly  through  it. 
Do  plainly  give  you  otot  an  unftain'd  Sb  phsrd,. 
With  Wifdom,  I  might  fear,  my  Dtwles, 
You  wao'd,  nje  the  falfe  way* 

Fk.  I  think  you  have 
As  little  Skill  to  fear,  ay  I  have  pur^ofe 
To  put  you  to't.    But  come,  our  Dance  I  pray  \ 
Your  Handy  my  Permits ;  fo  Turtles  pair 
tThat  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  I'll  fwear  for  #em. 

Pol.  This  is  the  prettieft  low-born  Lafs,  that  ev*r 
Ran  on  the  green-ford;  nothing  fee  does,  or  fettcs, 
But  froacks  of  fomething  greater  than  her  fdf, 
Joo  noble  for  this  place. 

(km.  He  tells  her  fonwthing 

That 
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That  makes  her  Blood  look  on't:  Good  footh  (he  is 
"The  Queen  of  Curds  and  Cream.  - 

Go.  Come  on,  ftrike  up. 

Dor.  Moffa,  muft  be  your  Miftrefs;  marry  Garlick  to 
mend  her  killing  with. 

M&p.  Now  in  good  time. 

do.  Not  a  word,  a  word,  we  ftand  upon  our  Manners. 
Come  ftrike  up. 

Here  a  Dance  of  Shepherds  and  Sbepherdefes. 

Pol.  Pray,  good  Shepherd,  what  fair  Swain  is  this 
Which  Dances  with  your  Daughter} 

Shep.  They  call  him  Doricles,  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  Feeding ;  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  Report,  and  I  believe  it: 
He  looks  like  footh }  he  fays  he  loves  my  Daughter, 
I  think  fo  too  -?  for  never  gaz'd  the  Moon 
Upon  the  Water,  as  he'll  ftand  and  read 
As  'twere  my  Daughter's  Eyes :  And,  to  be  plain, 
I  think  there  is  not  half  a  Kifs  to  chufe 
\Vho  loves  another  beft. 

Vol.  She  Dances  featly, 

Shep.  So  (he  does  any  thing,  tho*  I  report  it 
That  (hould  be  filent;  if  young  Darkles 
Do  light  upon  her,  (he  (hall  bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  O  Matter,  if  you  did  but  hear  flie  Pedfer  at  the 
Door,  you  would  never  Dance  again  after  a  Tabor  and 
Pipe:  No,  the  Bag-pipe  could  not  move  you;  he  fings  fe- 
veral  Tunes  fatter  than  you'll  tell  Mony  ^  he  utters  thera 
as  he  had  eaten  Ballad*,  and  all  Mens  Ears  grew  to  his 
Tunes. 

Clo.  He  could  never  come  better;  he  fliall  come  inj  I 
love  a  Ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  doleful  Matter 
merrily  fet  down ;  or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and  fung 
lamentably. 

Ser.  He  hath  Songs  for  Man  or  Woman  of  all   Sizes ; 

no  Milliner  can  fo  fit  his  Cuftomers  with  Gloves:   He  has 

the  prettied  Love-fongs  for  Maids,    fo  without  Bawcfry, 

(which  is  ftrange)  with  fuch  delicate  burthens  of  Dildos 

*  and 
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and  Fadings-.  Jump  her  and  thump  her;  and  where  fbme 
ftretch-mouth'd  Rafcal  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mifchief, 
and  break  a  foul  gap  into  the  matter,  he  makes  the  Maid  to 
anfwer,  Whoop,  do  me  no  harm,  good  Man;  puts  him  off, 
flights  him,  with  Whoop,  do  me  no  harm,  good  Man. 
Pol.  This  is  a  brave  Fellow. 

Clo.  Believe  me,   thoutalkeft  of  an  admirable  conceit** 
Fellow,  has  he  any  unbraided  Wares? 

'  Ser.  He  hath  Ribbons  of  all  the  Colours  i'th'  Rainbow ; 
Points,  more  than  all  the  Lawyers  in  Bohemia  can  learnedly 
handle,  tho'  they  come  to  him  by  the  grofs:  Inkles,  Cad- 
diffes,  Cambricks,  Lawns;  why  he  fings  'em  over,  a*th*y 
were  Gods  or  Goddeffes;  you  would  think  a  Smock  were  a 
She- Angel,  he  fo  chants  to  the  Sleeve-hand,  and  the  work 
about  the  Square  on't. 

Clo.  Prcthee  bring  him  in,    and  let  hftn  approach  fing- 
er. Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurriilous  Words  in*$ 
Tunes. 

Clo.  You  have  of  thefe  Pedlers,  that  have  more  in  them, 
than  you'ld  think,  Sifter. 

Per.  Ay,  good  Brother,  or  go  about  to  think.  ^ 

Enter  Autolicus  finging. 

Lawn  as  white  as  driven  Snow,  { 

Cyprefs  blacky  as  etr  was  Crow; 

Gloves  asfweet  as  Damasl^  Rofes, 

Masks  for  Faces,  and  for  Nofcs  \ 

Bugle-Bracelets,  Necklace  Amber*  ' 

Perfume  for  a  Lady's  Chamber  : 

Golden  Quoifs^  and  Stomachers, 

For  my  Lads  to  give  their  Dears : 

Pins,  andfoaking  Sticks  of  Steel, 

What  Maids  Uckjrom  Head  to  Heel: 

Come  buy  of  me,  come:  Come  buy,  come  buy] 
Buy  Lads,  or  elfe  your  Lajfes  cry  :  Come  buy. 

Clo.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa,  thou  fhoukPft  take 
no  Mony  of  me;  but  being  enthrall'd  as  I  am,  it  will  alfo 
be  the  Bondage  of  certain  Ribbons  and  Gloves. 

Mop. 
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Mop*  I  *ai  promised  (boa  agtktft  the  Feaft,  but  they 
mom  net  too  late  mv< 

D#r.  He  hath  pvonm'd  yott  more  than  that,  of  there  be 
Liars* 

Af«^  He  bath  paid  you  all  he  prittfcis'd  yoa:  'May  be 
he  has  paid  you  more,  which  will  fbame  you  it  give  him 


C/o.  Is  there  no  Manners  kfe  MJ*ng  Maid*?  Witt  <h*y 
wear  their  Plackets,  *ri»e  they  ihovld  bear  theft*  Face*?  Is 
there  not  Milkangitinie  ?  when  yea  if e  going  tar  bed?  *r 
fcifMiofe?  to  whittle  of  tkefe  Seems*  tat  you  attft  be 
tittl*»taftHiig  before  eR  our  Gpeftij  #cii  vdJ  they  ire  *Wf- 
prrog:  CiaAour  yoer  Tongee**  and  ntfta  word  more. 

M*r.  I  have  done :  Come,  yoa  prsjoisM  ibe  a  tawdry 
Lace,  and  a  pair  of  fweet  Gloves. 

CU.  Hate  I  not  toidthee  how  I  w*  tfttttftiby  theway, 
end  loft  all  my  Mony  ? 

Am.  And  indeed,  «•*,*  there  art  Geeeners  itafcd,  there- 
fore it  behoves  Men  to  be  wary. 

tio.  Feer  nee  rhd»,  Man,  tb*»  fhdr  loft  nothing  here. 
Auu  I  hope  fo,  Sir,  for  I  have  about  mi  mtty  Parcels 
of  Charge, 

CU.  What  haft  here?  Ballads? 
x      Mop.  Pray  now  buy  fame,  I  lave  a  Ballad  in  Print,  a 
Life,  for  then  we  are  Aire  they  aie  arte; 

Am%  Here's  one  to  a  eepy  deJoful  Ttabe,  hew  a  Ufurcrt 
Wife  was  brought  ter  bed  with  twenty  Mooy  Bags  at  a  Bur-   - 
then,  and  how  (he  ksg'd  to  eat  Adder's  Heads,  and  Toads 
Carbonado'd. 

Mop.  Is  it  true*  think  yott? 
Ant.  Very  true;  *Ad  bit  a  month  old. 
Dor.  Blefs  me  fre0  marrying  a  Ufate** 
-rf*r.  Here's  the  Midwife's  name  to't  ;.  one  Miftrefs  7kfc* 
JW*r,  and  five  or  fix  honeft  Wivtt  rim  were  prefent* 
Why  (hauld  I  carry  lyes  abroad? 
Mop.  Pray  yeu  now  buy  it, 

Clo.  Come  or,  lay  it  by;  and  let's  firft  fee  moe  Ballads ; 
well  buy  the  other  things  aooir. 

Am.  Here's  another  Ballad  of  a  Fife,  that  appealed  upofl 
the  Coaft,  oo  Wedmfdaj  the  fonr&ore  of  AfrU,  forty  thou* 

fand 
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fti^d  Paidort  4b(5v^  Wit^r,  aad  C**g  this  Ballad  agairift  the 
ilrtd  tletttsof  Maids}  k  was  thought  (be  wis  a  Womaft, 
and  was  turn'd  into  a  cold  frfti,  for  flie  would  dot  exchange 
Flefti  With  one  that  tev'd  bars  The  BdM  is  ?*ry  pitiful, 
and  as  true. 

D*r.  Is  it  true  too,  think  yM? 

-rf«/.  Five  Jufticcs  hands  at  it  j  and  Witneffes  more  than 
my  Packfcillhord. 

C/*.  Lay  it  by  too:  Andther. 

Ant.  this  is  a  merry  Ballad,  but  a  tcty  pretty  otte. 

Mop.  Let's  have  fome  iherff  66cs. 

Aut.  Why  this  is  a  paffing  ffierry  one,  and  goes  to  the 
tune  of  two  Maids  wooing  a  Man ;  there's  fcarce  a  Maid 
Weftoard  but  ft  e  fi»g$  ft:  "fis  in  Rtqtrdt,  I  can  tell  you* 

Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it}  if  thou'lt  bear  a  part,  thou 
flialt  hear,  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Par.  We  had  the  Tufte  on't  a  Month  a-gd. 

Ahu  I  can  bear  my  part,  you  ffiuft  toerw  'tis  my  eccd- 
patibn :  Have  at  h  wkh  you. 

SONG. 

Attt.  Get  you  ba*c*9  fat  I  mufiga^ 

When  fits  not  jon  to  h**** 
t>or.  Whither  i 
Map.  O  vAiithtr  i 
Dor.  Whither  f 
Mop.  //  itcomes  thy  Ottb  fisH  well*    } 

.  Thb*  to  me  thy  Secrets  till. 
Dor.  Me  too>  let  me  go  thither  : 
Mop.  Or  thou  gaejt  to  th*  Grange,  or  A£tt> 
Dor.  If  to  either  thou  dajt  HI : 
Aut.  Neither. 
Don  What  neither  ? 
Aug.  Neither. 

Dor.  Thorn  haft  jkrarn  my  Lot*  to  he, 
Mop.  Thorn  haft  fworn  it  more  to  ma: 

Then  whisker  gooft  ?  Say  whither  f 

Cla.  We'll  have  this  Song  out  anon  by  our  fei*es :  My 
father  and  the  Gentlemen  are  in  fad  talk,  and  well  not  trouv 
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hie  them:  Come  bring  away  thy  Pack  after  me;  Wenches; 
JH1  buy  ibr  you  both:  Pcdler  let's  have  the  fir  ft  Choice  j 

follow  me  Girls. 
/    jbtu  And  you  /hall  pay  well  for  'cm. 

SONG. 

Will  you  buy  any  Tapef  or  Lace  for  jour  Cape, 
My  dainty  Duck^  my  Dcer-a  i     '        ' 
,    TjAny  Silk%  any  Thready  any  Toys  for  your  Head 
*      Ofthenew%andfin%fin%ftWarc-a: 
Come  to  the  Pcdler,  Monfs  a  medler* 
That  doth  utter  all  Mem  Ware-a* 
,».  [Exit  Clown,  Autolicus,  Dorcas,  and  Mopfi;  . 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Matter,  there  are  three  Carters,  three  Shepherds, 
three  Neat-herds,  and  three  Swine-herds  that  have  made  them- 
felves  all  Men  of  Hair,  they  call  themfelves  Saitiers,  and 
they  have  a  Dance,  which  the  Wenches  fay  is  a  Gally-mau- 
fry  of  Gambols,  becaufe  they  are  not  in't:  But  they  them- 
felves are  o*ch'  mind,  if  it  be  not  too  rough  for  fome,  that 
know  little  but  Bowling,  it  will  plcafe  pentifully. 

Shep.  Away  \  we'll  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too  much 
homely  foolery  already.    I  know,  Sir,  we  weary  you. 

Pol.  You  weary  thofe  that  refrefli  us  :  'Pray  let's  lee 
thefe  four-threes  of  Herdfmen. 

Ser.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report,  Sir,  bath 
danc'd  before  the  King ,  and  not  the  worft  of  the  three,  but 
jumps  twelve  foot  and  half  by  th*  fquare. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating;  fince  thefe  good  Men  are 
pleas'd,  let  them  come  in,  but  quickly  now. 

Here  a  Dance  of  twelve  Satyrs. 

Pol.  O  Father,  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ?  Tis  timt  to  part  them* 
He's  fimple,  and  tells  much.    How  now,  fair  Shepherd, 
*  Your  Heart  is  full  of  fomcthing,  that  doss  take 
Your  Mind  from  Feafting.     Sooth,  when  I  was  young, 
And  handed  Love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
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To  load  my  flie  with  Knacks:  I  would hhrt  Ran&ck'd 
The  Pedlei;*s  filkcn  Treafury,  and  have  pourUit 
To  her  Acceptance ;  you  have  let  him  go, 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.     If  your  Lais 
Interpretation  ftiould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  Love,  or  Bounty »  you  were  ftraited 
For  a  Reply  at  leaft,  if  you  make  t  Care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Fh.  Old  Sir,  I  know 
Such  prices  not  fuch  Trifles  as  theft  are} 
The  Gifts  (he  looks  from  me,  are  packt  and  lockt 
Up  in  my  Heart,  which  I  have  given  already,     / 
But  not  deliver'd.    O  hear  me  breath  my  Life 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who,  it  ihould  feem 
Math  fometime  lov'd.    I  take  thy  Hand,  this  Hand, 
As  foft  as  Dove's  Down,  and  as  white  as  it, 
Or  Ethiopia  Tooth,  or  the  fin'd  Snow* 
That's  bolted  by  th'  Northern  Blaft,  twice  o'er. 

PoU  What  follows  this? 
How  prettily  the  young  Swain  feems  to  wafli 
The  Handv  was  fair  before!  I  have  put  you  out} 
But  to  your  Proteftation :  Let  me  hear 
What  you  proftis. 

Fh.  Do,  and  be  witnefs  to't» 

PoL  And  this  my  Neighbour  too? 

FU.  And  he,  and  more 
Than  he,!and  Men ;  the  Earth,  and  Heav'ns,  and  all ; 
That  were  I  crown'd  the  noft  Imperial  Monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy ;  were  I  the  faireft  Youth 
That  ever  made  Eye  fwerve,  had  Force  and  Knowlege 
Mcfre  than  was  ever  Man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  Lovej  for  her  imploy  them  all, 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  Service, 
Or  to  their  own  Perdition. 

Pol.  Fairly  offer'd. 

Cam.  This  (hews  a  found  Affe&ion. 

Shep.  But  my  Daughter, 
Say  you  the  like  %o  him  ? 

Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  Well,  no,  nor  mean  better* 

Vol,IL  Ii  By 
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By  the  Pattern  dF  itiy  mine  awn  Thought*  I  cut  out 
The  Purity  of  lro» 

Ship.  Take  Hand*,  a  Bargain  ; 
And  Friends  unknown,  you  iball  betr  witoefs  to't* 
I  give  my  Daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  Portion  eqtaal  hit.  • 

Jto.  09  that  mtift  be 
Ft  h*  Virtue  of  your  Daughter;  one  being  <dead, 
I  (hall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet, 
Enough  then  for  your  Wonder:  But  oome  on, 
Contrad  us  'fate  thrfe  Wtenefles. 

Sktp.  Come,  your  hand ; 
And,  Daughter  youts. 

Pol.  Soft,  Swaii^  a- while }  'befcech  you, 
Have  yoa  a  Father* 

Flo.  I  have  5   but  what  of  him? 

Pol  Knows  he  of  this? 

\Flo.  He  neither  doe*  nor  And!. 

P*/.  Methinks  a  Father 
Is  at  the  Nuptial  of  his  Son,  «  Gueft 
That  beft  becomes  the  Table :  "Pray  you  onee  more, 
Is  not  your  Father  grown  incapable 
Ofreafonible  Affairs?  Is  he  not  Stupid 
With  Age,  and  altring  Rheums ?  Can  he  fpeak  f  Hear? 
Know  Man  from  Man?  Difpuce  his  own  Eftatc?  j 

Lyes  he  not  Bed-rid  ?  And  again,  does  nothing  ' 
But  what  he  did,  being  Childifti? 

Flo.  No,  good  Sir; 
He  has  his  Health,  and  ampler  Strength  indeed 
Than  tnoft  have  of  his  Age. 

Pol.  By  my  white  Beard, 
You  offer  him*  if  this  be  fo,  -a  wrong 
Something  unfilial :  Reafon  my  Son 
Should  chufe  himfdf  a  Wife,  but  as  good  reafon 
The  Father  fall  whofs  Joy  is  nothing  elfe 
But  fair  PofterityJ  fliould  hold  fome  Courtfel 
In  fuch  a  Bufinefs. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this; 
But  for  fbme  other  Realons,  my  grave  Sir, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  ncft  acquaint 
My  Father  of  this  Bufinefs,  P*L 
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Pol.  Let  him  know't* 

Flo.  He  ftiaJl  not* 

PoL  Prethee  let  hiHU 

J7/*.  No;  he mutt  not. 

jfct/.  Lee  him,  my  Son,  he  (hall  not  deed  to  grieve, 
At  knowing  of  thy  Choice. 

Flo.  Come,  come,  he  muft  not: 
AjUftk  qur  Contra£. 

Pol.  Mark  your  Divorce,  young  Sir,  [pifcoycringkimfelfc 
Whom  Son  I  dare  not  call:  Thou  arc  too  b*fe 
To  be  acknowledged.     Thou  a  Scepter'*  Heir, 
That  thus  affe<3s  a  Sheep-hook  \  Thou  old  Traytor, 
I  amjprry  that  by  hanging  thee,    I  can 
But  iborten  thy  Life  one  Week.  And  thou  frefh  Piece 
Of  excellent  Witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  know 
The  Royal  Fool  thou  coap'ft  with, 

Shep.  Oh  my  Heart! 

PoL  ril  have  thy  Beauty  fcptch'd  with  Briars,  <arid  made 
More  homely  than  thy  State.  For.  thee,  foi)d  Boy, 
If  I  may  ever  know  thou  doft  but  (\gh* 
That  thou  no  more  (halt  fee  the  Knack,  .as  never 
I  mean  thou  (halt,  we'll  bar  thee  from  Succeffion, 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  Blood,  no  not  our  Kin, 
Far  thin  Dchc*Uoh  off:  Mark  thou  nay  Words; 
Follow  us  to  the  Court*    Thou  Churl,  for  this  time, 
Tho*  full  of  our  Difpleafure,  yet.  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it: -And  You,  Enchantment, 
Worthy  enough  a  Herdfman  \  yea  him  too, 
That  makes  htmfelf,  bpt  for  our  Honour  therein, 
Unworthy  thee;  if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 
Thefe  rural  Latches  to  his  entrance  open, 
Or  hope  his  Body  more,  with  thy  Embraces, 
I  will  devife  a  Death  as  cruel  for  thee, 
As  thou  art  tender  to  it.  \fixitl 

Per.  Even  here  undone: 
I  was  not  much  afraid  ;  for  once  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly, 
The  felf-fame  Sun  that  (hines  upon  his  Court, 
Hides  not  his  Vifage  from  our  Cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.  Wilt  pleafe  you,  Sir* be  gone 2       [TV-Flo. 
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I  told  you  what  would  come  of  this.  •Befccch  you 
Of  your  own  State  take  care :  This  Dream  of  mine 
Being  now  awake,  I'll  Queen  it  no  inch  farther, 
But  milk  my  Ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam.  Why  how  now,  Father, 
Speak  e'er  thou  dyeft. 

Sbep.  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 
Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know*  O  Sir,       [To  Hor. 
You  have  undone  a  Man  of  fourfcore  three, 
That  thought  to  fill  his  Grave  in  quiet;  yea, 
To  dye  upon  the  Bed  my  Father  dy'd, 
To  lye  dofe  by  his  honeft  Bones;  but  now 
Some  Hang-man  muft  put  on  my  Shroud,  and  lay  me 
Where  no  Frieft  (hovels  in  Duft.    Oh  curfed  Wretch! 

[7i  Pcrdta. 
That  kbew'ft  this  was  the  Prince,  and  wouldft  adventure 
To  mingle  Faith  with  him.     Undone,  undone! 
If  I  might  die  within  this  Hour,  I  have  liv'd 
To  die  when  I  defire.  [Exit. 

Flo.  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  forry,  not  afraid ;  delay 'd, 
But  nothing  altered :  What  I  was  I  am ; 
More  Graining  on,  for  plucking  back:,  not  following 
My  Leafli  unwillingly. 

Cam.  (Sracious  my  Lord, 
You  know  your  Father's  Temper:  At  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  Speech,  which  I  do  guefs 
You  do  notpurpofe  to  him;  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight,  as  yet  I  fear  J 
Then,  'till  the  fury  of  his  Highnefs  fettle, 
Come  not  before  him. 

Flo.  I  not  purpofe  it* 
I  think,  Camtllo. 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  Lord. 

Per.  How  often  have  I  told  you  'twould  be  thus  ? 
How  often  faid,  my  Dignity  would  laft 
But  'till  'twere  known? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by  \ 

The  violation  of  my  Faith,  and  then  s 
Let  Nature  crulh  the  fidts  o'r  h*  Earth  together, 
And  mar  the  Seeds  within.    Lift  up  thy  Looks. 
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From  my  Succcffion  wipe  me,  Father,  I 
Am  Heir  40  my  Affedion. 

Cam.  Be  advis'd. 

Flo.  I  am ;  and  by  my  Fancy,  rf  my  Reaibn 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  Reafonj 
If  not,  my  Senfes,  better  pleas'd  with  madneft, 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  defperate,  Sir. 

Flo.  So  call  it ;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  Vow; 
I  heeds  muft  think  it  Honefty.    Camilla, 
Not  for  Bohemia,  nor  the  Pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  gleaned;  for  all  that  the  Sun  fees,  or 
The  clofe  Earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  Seas  hide 
In  unknown  Fadoiro,  will  I  break  my  Oath 
To  this  my  fair  Belov'd:  Therefore,  I  pray  you, 
As  you  have  dver  been  my  Father's  Friend, 
When  he  (hall  mifs  me,  (as  in  faith  I  mean  not 
To  fee  him  any  more)  caft  your  good  Counfcls 
Upon  his  Paffiien  j  let  my  felf  and  Fortune 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.    This  you  may  know, 
And  fo  deliver,  I  am  put  to  Sea 
With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  Shore  ; 
And  moft  opportune  to  her  need,  I  have 
A  Veffel  rides  faft  by,  but  not  prepar'd 
For  this  defigo.    What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  Knowledge,  nor 
Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam.  O  my  Lord, 
I  would  your  Spirit  were  eafier  for  advice. 
Or  ftronger  for  your,  need 

Fb9.  Heark,  Perdita. 
I'll  hear  you  by  and  byf 

Cam.  He's  irremoveable, 
Refolv'd  for  flight:  Now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going* I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn; 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  Love  and  Honour, 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  unhappy  King,  my  Mafter,  whom     , 
I  fo  much  thirft  to  fee.  [4fib* 

I  i  %  It0* 

Digitized  by  LiOOQ IC 


<r$ufr  the  Winters  Tate. 

Flo.  Now,  good  Camillas9 
I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  Bufinefs,  chit 
I  leavp  out  Ceremony. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  think 
You  have  heard  of  my  poor  Services,  iW  Jove. 
That  I  have  borji  your  Father? 

Flo.  Very  nobly 
Have  you  deferv'd :  It  is  my  Father's  MuCck 
To  fpeak  your  Deeds;  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompene'd,  js  thought  on. 

Cam.  Well,  my  Lord, 
If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  King , 
And  through  him,  what's  neareft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf,  eipbriceiut  my  dire&ion, 
If  your  more  ponderous  and  fetled  Projeft 
May  fa fFer  alteration:  On  mine  Honour, 
I'll  point  you  where  you  fbaH  have  fuch  receiving 
As  (hall  become  your  Highnefs,  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  Miftrefsj  from  the  whom,  I  fee, 
There's  no  disjun&ion  to  be  made,  but  by 
(As  Heav'ris  forefehd)  yofir  Ruin.     Marry  hpr, 
And  with  my  beft  Endeavours,  in  your  abfence, 
Your  difcontented  Father  ftrive  to  qualifie, 
And  bring  to  liking, 

Flo.  How,  Camillo, 
May  this,  almoft  a  Miracle,  be  done?    . 
That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  Man, 
And  after  that  truft  to  thee? 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  oa 
A  place  whereto  you'll  go  / 

FloK  Not  any  yet: 
But  as  th'unthought-on  Accident  is  guilty 
Of  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 
Our  fclves  to  be  the  Slaves  of  dunces*  and  Flies 
Of  every  Wind  that  blows. 

Cam.  Then  lift  tome: 
This  follow?,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purp  fe, 
But  undergo  this  Flight;  mate  for  Skiba, 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  fair  Princeft, 
(For  fo  I  fee  (he  muft  be)  'fore  Looniest 
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$he  (hall  be  habited,  as  it  becomes 
The  Partner  of  your  Bed.    Mtthinks  I  fee 
Lcontes  opening  his  free  Arms,  and  weeping 
His  Welcomes  forth;,  asks  thee,  the  Spn,  forgiveneft. 
As  'twere  i'th*  Father's  Perlbn ;  kiffes  the  Hands 
Of  your  frefli  Princefs;   o'er  and  o'er  divides  him, 
•Twixt  his  unkindnefs,  and  his  kindnefs:  th'one 
He  chides  to  Hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Fafter  than  Thought  or  Time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camitto. 
What  colour  for  my  Vifitation  fliall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Gam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  Father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  htm  Comforts.    Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you,  as  from  your  Father,  fliall  deliver, 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  fll  write  you  down, 
The  which  fliall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting 
What  you  mtift  fay,  that  he  (hall  not  perceive, 
But  (hat  you  have  your  Father's  Bofom  there, 
And  fpealc  his  very  Heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you: 
There  is  Tome  Sap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  courfe  more  promifing, 
Than  a  wild  Dedication  of  your  felves 
To  unpath'd  Waters,  undream'd  Shores;  moft  certain, 
To  Miferies  enough:  No  hope  to  help  you? 
But  as  you  (hake  off  one,  to  take  another: 
Nothing  fb  certain,  as  your  Anchor?,  who 
Do  their  beft  Office,  if  they  can  but  ftay  you,^ 
Where  you'll  be  loath  to  be:  Betides,  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  Bond  of  Loire, 
Whofe  frelh  Complexion,  and  whofe  Heart  together, 
Affli&ion  alters. 

Per.  One  of  thefe^is  true: 
I  think  Affii&ion  may  fubdue  the  Cheek, 
But  not  take  in  the  Mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo?  ' 

There  (hall  not  at  your  Father's  Houfe,  thefe  feven  Year f, 
Be  born  another  finch, 
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Flo.  My  good  Camillo$ 
She's  as  forward  of  her  Breeding,  as 
She  is  fth'  rear  o'her  Birth 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay.  'tis  pity 
She  lacks  Inftruftions,  for  (he  teems  a  Miftrefs 
[To  moft  that  teacbt 

Per.  Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this, 
I'll  blutti  you  Thanks* 

Flo.  My  prettied  Perdita         i 
But  O,  the  Thorns  we  ftaod  upon.     Camillo^  > 

Prefer ver  of  my  Father,  now  of  me; 
The  Medicine  of  our  Houfej  how  (hall  we  do! 
We  are  not  furnifti'd  like  Bohemia's  Son, 
Nor  (hall  appear  in  Sicily 

Cam.  My  Lord, 
Fear  none  of  this :  I  think  you  know  my  Fortunes 
Do  all  lye  there:  It  (hall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  Royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  Scene  you  play  were  mine.  For  inftance.  Sir, 
That  you  may  kno\y  you  (hall  not  want,  one  word. 

[Thy  tati^ajidu 
Eur  Autolicus; 

Ant,  Ha,  ha,  what  a  Fool  Honefty  is !  and  Truft,  his 
fworn  Brother,  a  very  fimple  Gentleman !  I  have  fold  all 
my  Trumpery  \  not  a  Counterfeit  Stone,  nor  a  Ribbon, 
Glafs,  Pomander,  Browcb,  Table-book,  Ballad.  Knife, 
Tape,  Glove,  Shooe-tye,  Bracelet,  Horn-ring  to  keep  my 
Pack  from  faftning :  They  throng  who  (hould  buy  firft,  as 
if  my  Trinkets  had  been  hallowed,  and  brought  a  Bene- 
di&ion  to  the  Buyer;  by  which  means,  I  faw  whofe  Purfe 
was  bed  in  Pi&ure ;  and  what  I  faw,  to  my  good  ufe,  I 
remember'd.  .  My  pood  Clown  (who  wants  but  fomething 
to  be  a  reafonable  ManJ  grew  fo  in  Love  with  the  Wenches 
Song,  that  he  would  not  ftir  his  Pettitoes  'till  be  had  both 
Tune  and  Words,  which  fo  drew  the  reft  of  the  Herd  to 
me,  that  all  their  orher  Senfes  ftuck  in  Ears;  you  might 
have  pinch'd  a  Placket,  it  was  fenfeiefs,  'twas  nothing  te 
^eld  a  Codpiece  of  a  Purfe;  I  would  have  filed  Keys  off 
that  hung  in  Chains:  No  hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  Sirs 
Song,  and  admiring  the  nothing  of  it.  So  that  in  this  time 
'"  '    '    '  '  •    ' '•  •-    '     '  oiF 
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of  Lethargy,  I  pick'd  and  cutmoft  of  their  Feftival  Purfesi 
And  had  not  the  old  Man  come  in  with  a  Whoo-bub  a- 
gainft  his  Daughter,  and  the  King's  Son,  and  fcar'd  my 
Chowghes  from  the  Chaff*  I  had  not  left  a  Purfe  alive  in 
the  whole  Army. 

Cam.  Nay;  but  my  Letters  by  this  means  being  there, 
So  foon  as  you  arrive,  (hall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo.  And  thoft  that  you'll  procure  froip  I^ing  Lionut—^ 
Cam.  Shall  fatisfie  your  Father* 
Per.  Happy  be  you: 
All  that  you  fpeak,  ihews  fain 

Cam.  Who  have  we  here? 
We'll  make  an  Inftrument  of  this ;  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 

Aut.  \i  they  have  over-heard  ipe  now  ?  why  Hanging, 
Cam.  How  now,  good  Fellow, 
Why  ftuk'ft  thou  (of  Fear  not,  Man, 
Here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee, 
A*t.  I  am  a  poor  Fellow,  Sir, 

Cam.  Why,  be  fo  ftill:  here's  no  Body  will  fteal  that 
from  thee ;  yet  for  the  outfide  of  thy  Poverty,  we  muft 
make  an  exchange:  Therefore  difcafe  thee  inftantly,  (thda 
mud  think  there's  a  Neceflity  in't)  and  change  (garments 
with  this  Gentleman:  Tho'  the  Penny-worth,  on  his  fide* 
t>c  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee,  there's  lome  boot. 

A»t.  I  aip  a  poor  Fellow,  Sirj  I  know  ye  well  c«. 
nough. 

Cam.  Nay,  prethee  difpatch;  the  Gentleman  is  half  flead 
j-eady. 

Auu  Are  you  in  earned,  Sir?  J  fmell  the  Trick  on't. 
flo.  Difpatch,  I  prethee. 

Aut.  Indeed  I  have  had  earned,  but  I  cannot  with  Con? 
fcience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  Miftrefs,  (let  my  Prophecy 
Come  home  to  ye,)  you  muft  retire  your  ftlf 
Into  fome  Covert-,  take  your  Sweet-heart's  Hat 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  Brows,  muffle  your  Face, 
Difmantle  you,  and,  as  you  can,  diflikeh 
The  Truth  of  your  own  feeming,  that  you  may  ^ 
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fFor  I  do  fear  Eyes  over  you)  to  Ship-board 
Get  undefcry'd. 

Per.  I  fee  the  Play  fo  lye*. 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 

Cam.  No  remedy———— 
Have  you  done  there? 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  Father,    . 
He  would  not  call  me  Sen. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  (hall  hare  no  Hat: 
Come  Lady,  come:  Farewel,  my| Friend. 

Am.  Adieu,  Sir. 

Flo.  O  Perdita%  what  have  we  twain  forgot  ? 
Pray  you  a  word. 

Cam.  What  I  do  next,  (hall  be  next  to  tell  the  King  {AJUe. 
Of  this  Efcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound: 
Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  IhaH  fb  prevail, 
To  force  him  after;  in  whofe  Company 
I  (hall  review  Sicilia ;  for  whofe  fight, 
I  have  a  Woman's  Longing, 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us. 
Thus  we  fet  on,  Camilla  to  tfc'Sea  fide.  [Exit  Flo.  &  Per* 

Cam.  The  fwifter  fpied,  the  better.  [£*#>. 

Auu  I  underftand  the  Bufinefs,  Thear  it:  To  have  in 
open  Ear,  a  qaick  Eve,  and  a  nimble  Hand,  is  neceffary  for 
a  Cut-purfe;  a  good  Nofe  is  requifite aHb,  to  fmell  out 
work  for  th'other  Senfes.  I  fee  this  is  the  time  that  the 
unjuft  Man  doth  thrive.  What  an  exchange  had  this  been, 
without  boot?  What  a  boot  is  here,  with  this  exchange: 
Aire  the  Gods  do  this  Year  connive  at  us,  and  we  may  do 
any  thing  extempore.  The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  a  piece 
of  Iniquity,  dealing  away  from  his  Father,  with  his  Clog  at 
Jiis  Heels.  If  I  thought  it  were  a  piece  of  horiefty'  to  ac- 
quaint the  King  withal,  I  would  not  do't :  I  hold  it  the 
pore  Knavery  to  conceal  it ,'  and  therein  am  conftant  to 
py  ProfcffioB. 

Enter  Clown  and  Shepherd. 

Afide,  afide,  here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  Brain;  Every 

Lanes  end,  every  Shop,  Church,  Ssflion,  Hanging,  yields  a 
careful  Man  work. 
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Ct*.  §«y  feci  *h*  a  Man  you  arc  now  f  There  is  no 
other  way,  but  to  tell  the  King  flu's  a  Changling,  and  none 
of  your  Fie  A  and  Blood. 

Shep.  Nay,  but  hear  mc. 

Qo.  Nay,  but  hear  me* 

Ship.  Go  to  them   , 

Clo.  She  being  none  of  your  Flefti  and  Blood,  your  Flefli 
and  Blood  has  not  offended  the  King,  andfo  your  Flefti  and 
Blood  is  not  to  be  puniih'd  by  him.  Shew  thofe  things  you 
found  about  her,  thofe  fecret  things,  all  but  what  Ihe  has 
with  her;  this  being  done,  let  the  Law  go  whiftjej  I  war- 
rant you.  i 

Shep.  I  will  tell  the  King  all,  every  Word,  yea,  and  his 
Sons  pranks  too-,  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honeft  Man  nei- 
ther to  his  Father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me  the 
King's  Brother-in-law. 

Clo.  Indeed  Brother-in-law  was  the  far  theft  off  you  could 
have  been  to  him,  and  then  your  Blood  had  been  the  dearer 
by  I  know  how  much  an  Ounce. 

Am.  Very  wifely,  Puppies.  \Afifa 

Shep.  Well ;  let  us  to  the  King}  there  is  that  in  this  Far* 
thel  will  make  him  fcratch  his  Beard. 

Am.  I  know  not  what  Impediment  this  Complaint  may  be 
to  the  Flight  of  my  Matter. 

Clo.  Tray  heartily  he  be  at  Palace. 

Am.  Tho'  I  am  not  naturally  honeft,  I  ?m  fo  fometimei 
by  chance :  Let  me  pocket  up  my  Pedlers  Excrement.  How 
now,  ELuftiques,  whither  are  you  btiund? 

Shep.  To  th*  Palace,  and  it  like  your  Worfhip. 

A$ft.  Your  Affairs  there?  What?  with  whom?  the  Con- 
dition  of  that  Farthel?  the  Place  of  your  Dwelling?  your 
Names  ?  your  Age  I  of  what  having?  breeding,  and  any  thing 
that  is  fitting  for 'to  be  known,  difcover  ?  ' 

Clo.  We  are  but  plain  Fellows,  Sir. 

Ant.  A  Lie;  you  are  rough  and  hairy;  let  me  have  nq 
lying ;  it  becomes  none  but  Tradefmen,  and  they  often  give  j 

us,  Soldiers,  the  Lie,  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with  /tamped         j 
Coin,  npt  ftabbing  Steel,  therefore  they  do  not  give  us  the 

$ie.  «' 
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CU.  Your  Worftup  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  if  you 
had  not  taken  your  felf  wit|i  the  manner. 

Sbep.  Are  you  i  Courtier,  and  like  you,  Sir?  * 

Am.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  i  Courtier.  Seeft 
thou  not  the  Air  of  the  Court  in  thefe  ,Enfoldings?  Hath 
not  my  Gate  in  it  the  Meafure  of  the  Court?  receives  not  thy 
Note  Court-Odour  from  me?  Rcfleft  I  not  on  thy  Bale- 
iiefs,  Court-Contempt  ?  Think'ft  thou,  for  that  I  infinuate,  or 
toazefrom  thee  thy  Bufinefs,  I  am  therefore  no  Courtier? 
I  am  Courtier  C*p<a-pc,  and  one  that  will  either  pufli-on, 
or  pluck  back,  thy  bufinefs  there }  whereupon  I  command 
thee  to  open  thy  Affair. 

Shep.  My  Bufiftefs,  Sir,  is  to  the  King. 

Am.  What  Advocate  haft  thou  to  him? 

Sbep.  I  know  not,  and't  like  you, 

do.  Advocate's  the  Court-word  for  a  Pheaant ;  fay  you 
have  none. 

Sbep,  None,  Sir;  I  have  noPheafant  Cock,  no*  Hen. 

Am.  How  bleffed  are  we,  that  are  not  fimple  Men  / 
Yet  Nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are» 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain.   - 

Clo.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  Courtier, 

Sbep.  His  Garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not hand- 
fomly. 

Clo.  He  feems  to  be  the  more  Noble  in  being  fantaftical; 
a  great  Man,  fll  warrant ;  I  know  by  the  Picking  on's 
Teeth. 

Am.  The  Farthel  there;  what's  i'th*  Farthel?  • 
Wherefore  that  Box? 

Sbep.  Sir,  there  lyes  fuch  Secrets  in  this  Farthel  and  Box, 
which  none  nnft  know  but  the  King,  and  which  he  (hall 
know  within  this  Hour,  if  I  may  come  to  th' Speech  of  him. 

Am.  Asje,  thou  haft  loft  thy  Labour, 

Shep.  Why  Sir? 

Ant.  The  King  is  not  at  the  Palace,  he  is  gone  aboard  a 
new  Ship  to  purge  Melancholy,  and  air  himfelf;  for  if  thou 
be'ft  capable  of  things  ferious,  thou  muft  know  the  King  is 
fall  of  Grief* 

Shep.  So  'tis  faid,  Sir,  about  his  Son  that  (hould  have 
iparried  a  Shepherd's  Daughter. 

Am. 
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Am.  If  that  Shepherd  be  not  in  Hand*faft,   let  him  fly; 
the  Curfes  he  (hall  have,  the  Tortures  he  (hall  feel,  will 
break  the  Back  of  Man,  the  Heart  of  Monfter. 
.  Gfo.  Think  you  fo,  Sir  / 

Am.  Not  he  alone  (hall  fuffer  what  Wit  can  make  heavy, 
and  Vengeance  bitter  \  but  thofe  that  are  Germain  to  him, 
tho*  remov'd  fifty  times,  (hall  all  come  under  the  Hangman  } 
which,  tho*  it  be  great  Pity,  yet  it  is  neceffary.  An  old 
♦Sheep- whittling  Rogue,  a  Ram-tender,  to  offer  to  have  his 
Daughter  come  into  Grace/  Some  fay  he  (hall  be  fton'd; 
but  that  Death  is  too  foft  for  him,  fay  I:  Draw  our  Throne 
into  a  Sheep-Coat/  All  Deaths  are  too  few,  the  (harped 
too  eafie. 

Go.  Has  the  old  Man  e'er  a  Son,  Sir  j  do  you  hear,  and't 
like  you,  Sir/ 

Am.  He  has  a  Son,  who  (hall  be  fliy'd  alive,  then  'noint- 
ed  over  with  Honey,  fet  on  the  Head  of  a  Wafp's  Neft, 
then  (land 'till  he  be  three  Quarters  and  a  Dram  dead} 
then  recovered  again  with  Aqua-vita,  or  fome  other  hot 
Infufion;  then,  raw  as  he  is,  (and  in  the  hotteft  Day  Prog- 
noftication  proclaims)  (hall  he  be  fet  againft  a  Brick- Wall, 
the  Sun  looking  with  a  Southward  Eye  upon  him,  where 
he  is  to  behold  him,  with  Flies  blown  to  Death.  But 
what  talk  we  of  thefe  Traitorly-Rafcals,  whofe  Miferies  are 
to  be  fmil'd  at,  their  Offences  being  fo  capital  ?  Tell  mtf, 
(for  you  feem  to  be  honeft  plain  MenJ  what  you  have  to 
the  King;  being  fbmething  gently  confider'd,  I'll  bring 
you  where  he  is  iboard,  tender  your  PerfonstohisPrcfence, 
whifper  him  in  your  behalf;  and  if  it  be  in  Man,  be- 
fides  the  King,  to  effeft  your  Suits,  here  is  a  Man  (hall 
dair. 

Go."  He  feems  to  be  of  great  Authority  ;  clofe  with  him, 
give  him  Gold ;  and  though  Authority  be  a  ftubborn  Bear, 
yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  Nofe  with  Gold  \  (hew  the  infide 
of  your  Purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his  Hand,  and  no  more  ado. 
Remember  fton'd  and  flay'd  alive.  P** 

Shep.  And't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  to  undertake  the  Bufinefs 
for  us,  here  is  the  Gold  I  have  \  I'll  make  it  as  much 
more,  and  leave  this  young  Man  in  Pawn  'till  I  bring  it 
you. 

Ant 
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Aut.  After  1  hive  cfone  what  I  promised? 
jAy.  Ay,  Sir. 

Aut.  Mell,  give  me  the  Moiety.  Are  you  t  parting  in 
this  Bufinefs? 

Cla.  In  fome  fort,  Sir;  but  tho*  my  Cafe  be  a  pitiful 
one,  I  hope  I  fhall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it. 

Aut.  Oh  that's  the  Cafe  of  the  Shepherd's  Sou;  hang 
Jhim,  he'll  be  made  an  Example. 

Cfo.  Comfort,  good  Comfont ;  we  mud  to  the  King, 
and  (hew  our  ftrange  Sights ;  he  muft  know  'tis  cone  of 
your  Daughter  nor  my  Sifter,  we  are  gone  eMc.  Sir,  I 
will  give  you  as  much  as  this  old  Man  does,  when  the  Bi*- 
fiaefs  is  perform'd,  and  remain,  as  he  fays,  i  your  Pawn  'tijl 
it  be  brought  you. 

Aut.  I  will  truft  you,  walk  before  toward  the  Sea-fide, 
.go  on  the  right  Hand,  I  will  but  look  upon  the  Hedge,  and 
follow  you. 

Cto.  We  are  blefs'd  in  this  Man,  as  I  may  {ay,  even 
blefs'd. 

Shep.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us;  he  was  provided  to  do 
US  good.  [Exeunt  Skip.  sttdChwm. 

Aut.  If  I  had  a  Mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee  Fortune  would 
not  fufterine;  (he  drops  Booties  in  my  Moath.  lam 
courted  now  with  a  double  Occafion :  Gold,  and  a  Means 
to  do  the  Prince  my  Mafter  good;  which,  who  knows  how 
that  may  turn  back  to  my  Advancement?  I  will  bring  tbefe 
two  Moals,  thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  him;  if  he  think  it  fit 
to  Sho«r  them  again,  and  that  the  Complaint  they  have  to 
the  King  concerns  him  nothing,  let  him  call  me  Rogue,  for 
being  16  fv  officious,  fori  am  Pn&of  againft  that  Tide,  and 
what  Shame  elfe  belongs  to't:  To  him  will  I  prefent  them, 
there  may  be  Matter  in  it.  [Exit. 


AC  T 
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ACT  V.    SCENE   I. 

Enter  Leontes,  Cleomincs,  Dion,  Paulina,  and  Servants. 

•OIK,  you  bave  done  enough,  and  have  perform'd 
i3  A  Saint-hke  Sorrow  :  No  Fault  could  you  make* 
Which  you  have  notredeem'd;  indeed  pay'd  down 
More  Penitence,  than  done  Trefpafe.     At  the  laft 
Do  as  the  Heavens  have  done;  forgtt  your  evil 
With  them,  forgive  ytfur  (elf* 

Lao.  W hi  1ft  I  romember 
Her  and  her  Virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  Blemifties  in  them,  and  fo  ftill  think  of 
The  Wrong  I  did  my  fetf;  which  was  h  much, 
That  Heir-lefs  it  hath  made  my  Kingdom,  and 
Deftroy'd  the  fwttc'ft  Companion  that -e'er  Mao 
Bred  his  Hopes  out  of,  true. 

Paul.  Too  true,  jay  Lord, 
If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  World, 
Or  from  the  All  that  are,  took  fomtfhing  good, 
To  make  a  perfeft  Woman  j  (he  you  kiil'd. 
Would  be  unparalleird. 

Leo.  I  think  fo.     Kiil'd  i 
She  I  kiil'd  i  I  did  fo,  but  thou  flrik'ft  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did ;  it  is  ^s  bitter 
Upon  thy  Tongue,  as  in  my  Thought.  Now,  good  now, 
Say  fo  but  {eldom. 

Clco.  Not  at  all,^  good  Lady  j 
You  might  have  (poken  a  thoufend  things,  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  Benefit,  and  grae'd 
Your  Kindmfs  better. 

Paul.  You  are  one  of  thofe, 
Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dio.  If  you  would  not  fo, 
You  phy  not  the  State,  nor  the  Remembrance 
Of  his  moft  Soveraign  Name  j  Confider  little, 
What  Danger^  by  his  Highnefs  fail  of  Iffue, 
May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 

Incertain 
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Incertain  lookers  on*    What  were  more  holy, 
Than  to  rejoice  the  former  Queen  is  well? 
Whit -holier,  than  for  Royalties  repair, 
For  prefent  Comfort,  and  for  future  good* 
To  blefs  the  Bed  of  Majefty  again 
With  a  fweet  fellow  to't? 

PahL  There  is  none  worthy, 
(Refpe&ing  her  that's  gone)  Befides  the  Gods 
Will  have  fulfill'd  their  ftcret  Purpofes: 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  faid, 
ls't  not  the  Tenor  of  his  Oracle, 
That  King  Ltontes  fliall  not  have  an  Heir,      * 
'Till  his  loft  Child  be  found?  Which,  that  it  (hati* 
Is  all  as  monftrous  to  bur  humane  Reafon, 
As  my  jintiqonm  to  break  his  Grave, 
And  come  again  to  me  \  who,  on  my  Life, 
Did  perifh  with  the  Infant.    Tis  your  Council, 
My  Lord  fhould  to  the  Heav'ns  be  contrary* 
Oppofe  againft  their  Wills.    Care  not  for  Iffue, 
The  Crown  will  find  an  Heir.     Great  Alexander 
Left  his  to  th'Wotthieft;  fo  his  Succeflbr 
.  Was  like  to  be  the  beft. 

Leo.  Good  /Wim, 
Who  haft  the  Memory  of  Hermione 
I  know  in  Honour:  O,  that  ever  I 
Had  fquar'd  me  to  thy  Council;  then,  even  now 

I  might  have  looked  upon  my  Queen's  full  Eyes, 

Have  taken  Treafure  from  her  Lips. 
Pa*L  And  left  them 

More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded* 
Leo.  Thou  fpeak'ft  Truth : 

No  more  fuch  Wives,  therefore  no  Wife;  one  worfe, 

And  better  us'd,  would  make  her  fainted  Spirit, 

Again  poflefs  her  Corps,  and  on  this  Stage, 

(Where  we  Offenders  now  appear)  Soul-vext, 

And  begin,  why  to  roe? 

Paul.  Had  (lie  fuch  Power,      / 

She  had  juft  Caufe. 
Leo.  She  had,  and  would  incenfc  me 

To  murther  her  I  married. 
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PamL  I  (hbuldfo: 
Were  I  the  Gho(Uh*t  wak'd,  I'd  bid  you  mark 
Her  Eye,  and  cell  me  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chofe  her;  then  I'd  (hriek,  that  even  your  Ears 
Should  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  Words  that  follow'd, 
Should  be,  Remember  mine. 

Le§.  Stars,  Stars, 
And  all  Eyes  elfe,  dead  Coals;  fear  thou  no  Wife; 
111  have  no  Wife,  Paulina. 

Paul.  Will  you  fwear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  Leave! 

Lto.  Never,  Paulina,  fo  be  blefs'd  my  Spirit. 
Paul.  Then,  good  my  Lords,  bearWitnefs  to  his  Oath. 
Cleo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 
PauL  Unlefs  another, 
As  like  Hcrmioncy  as  is  her  Pifture, 
Affront  his  Eye. 
Cle*.  Good  Madam,  pray  hare  done. 
PauL  Yet  if  my  Lord  will  marry  \  if  you  will,  Sir; 
No  RLemedy,  but  you  will;  give  me  the  Office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen ;  (he  (hall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former,  but  (he  (hall  be  fuch 
As,  walfrd  your  fir  ft  Queen's  Ghoftr  it  (hould  take  Joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  Arms. 
£*«•  My  true  Paulina* 
We  (hall  not  marry,  'till  thou  bidft  us. 
Pad.  Tint  '  N 

Shall  be,  when  your  firft  Queen's  again  in  Breath: 
Never  'itlHhen.  ' 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  One  that  gives  out  himfelf  Prince  FUriztl, 
Son  of  Ptlixtjw,  with  his  Princefs  ((he 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld)  defires  Accefs 
To  your  high  Prefence* 

Lm.  What  with  him?  He  comes  not 
N  Like  to  hisFithet'sGreatnefs;  his  Approach 
SooutoTCircumftance,  and  (udden,  tells  u$f 
*Tis  not  a  Vifitation  fram'd,  but  forced 
By  itetd  and  accident     What  Train  { 
Scr.  But  few, 
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And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  HisPrincefs,  fay  you,  with  him? 
Ser.  Yes;  the  moft  peerlefs  piece  of  Earth,  I  think, 
That  e'er  the  Sun  Ihone  bright  on. 

Paul.  Oh  Hcrmionc* 
As  every  prefent  Time  doth  boaft  it  felf 
Above  a  better,  gone;  fq  rouft  thy  Grave        • 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.     Sir,  you  your  felf 
Have  faid,  and  writ  fo  -7  but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  Theam ;  (he  had  toi  been, 
Nor  was  not  to  be  equaled;  thus  your  Verfe 
Flow'd  withW  Beauty  once,  'tis  fhrewdty  ebb'd, 
To  fay  you  have  feen  a  better. 

Ser.  Pardon,  Madam; 
The  one  I  have  almoft  forgot,  (your  Pardon) 
The  other,  when  (he  has  obtained  your  Eye, 
Wiil  have  your  Tongue  too.     This  is  a  Oeatufe, 
Would  (he  begin  a  Se&,  might  quendh  the  t&X 
Of  all  Profeflors  elfe,  make  Profeljtes 
Of  who  Ihe  but  bid  follow. 
Paul.  How?  not  Women? 
Ser*  Women  will  love  her,  that  ihe  is  a  Woman 
More  worth  than  any  TMan:  Men,  that  (he  is 
The  rareft  of  all  Women. 

Leo.  Go,  Cleomwes'r 
Your  felf  (affifted  with  your  honour'd  -Friends) 
Bring  them  to  our  Embracemerit,     Still  'tis  ftrange 
He  thus  fhould  fteal  upon  m.  *  [Exit  Geo, 

PanU  Had  our  Prince 
(Jewel  ofChildrenjften  this  Hour,  he  Jiad  ,f *ir'4 
Well  wirff  this  Lord;  <:here  was  not  a  full  Month 
Between  their  Biiths.  \  *  . 

Leo.  Prcthee  no  more;  ceafe}  thou  know*ft 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of:  Sure 
When  I  (hall  fee  this  Gentleman,  thy  Speeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that,  which  may  ru 

Unfurniih  nie  of  Reafcn.    They  are  come* 

Enter  Florizel,  Perdita,  Gleomines,  andothetu 
Your  Mother  was  moft  true  to  Wedlock,  Prince, 
'  For  ihe  did  print  your  Royal  Father  off, 
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Conceiving  you.  Were  I  but  twenty  one, 
Your  Father's  Image  is  fo  hit  in  you* 
His  very  Air,  that  I  fhould  call  yon  Brother, 
As  I  did  him,  and  /peak  of  fomenting  wildly 
By  us  performed  before.    Moft  dearly  welcome* 
And  your  fair  Prineefs,  Goddcfc,  oh'!  «las! 
I  loft  a   Couple9  that  'twixt  Heav'n  and  Eartb 
Might  thus  have  ftood,  begetting  Wonder,  & 
You,  gracious  Couple  do;  and  men  I  loft, 
(All  mine  own  FolFy)  the  Society, 
Amity  too  of  your  brave  Father,  whom 
(Tho*  bearing  Mifery)  I  defire  ray  Life 
Once  more  to  look  on  him. 

Fh*  By  his  Command 
Have  I  here  touched  SicilU,.  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  Greetings,  that  a  King,  as  Friend* 
Can  fend  his  Brother*,  and  but  Infirmity, 
Which  w&its  upon  worn  times,  hath  fboiething  fqVd 
His  wifh'd  Ability,  he  had  himfelf 
The  Lands  and  Waters  *twi*t  your  Thrqne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you,  whom  he  loves, 
He  bad  me  fay  fo,  more  thin  all  the  Scepters* 
And  thofc  that  bear  them,  living. 

Lee.  Oh  my  Brother  I 
Good  Gentleman,  the  Wrongs  I  have  done  thee,  &if 
Afrelh  within  me;  and  thefe  thy  Offices 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  Interpreters. 
Of  my  behind-hand  Slacknefs.     Welcome  hither, 
As  is  the  Spring  to  th'  Earth.     And  hath  he  too 
Expos'd  this  Paragon  to  th9  fearful  Ufage, 
( At  leaft  ungentle  J  of  thedreadful  Neptune* 
To  greet  a  Man,-  not  worth  her  Pains;  much  left* 
Th*  Adventure  of  her  Perfon* 

FU.  Good  my  Lord, 
She  came  from  Ljbia. 

Leo.  Where  the  warlike  Smalts, 
That  noble  honour'd  Lord,  isfear'd,  and  lov'd? 

Flo.  Moft  Royal  Sir» 
From  thence;  from  him,  whofe  Daughter 
His  Tears  proclaia'd  his  parting  with- her;  thence 
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(K  profperous  South-Wind  friendly)  wc  have  ciafs'd, 

To  execute  the  Charge  my  Father  gave  me, 

For  vifiting  your  Highnefs;  my  beft  Train 

I  have  from  your  Sicilian  Shores  diimifc'd, 

Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  fignifie 

Not  only  my  Succefs  in  Libia,  Sir, 

But  my  Arrival,  and  my  Wife's,  in  Safety 

Here,  where  we  are. 

Uo.  The  bleffed  Gods 
purge  all  Infe&ion  from  our  Air,  whilft  you 
JDo  Climate  here;  you  have  a  holy  Father, 
A  graceful  Gentleman,  againft  whofe  Perfon, 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  Sjn ; 
Frtr  which  the  Heav'ns,  taking  angry  Note, 
Have  left  me  IfTue-lefs,  and  your  Father's  blefs  d, 
As  he  from  Heav'n  merits  it,  with  you, 
Worthy  his  Goodnefs.  What  might  I  have  been,     ; 
Might  I  a  Son  and  Daughter  now  have  looked  qp, 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  / 

Enter,  a  Lord. 
Lord.  Moft  noble  Sir, 
That  which  I  Iball  report  will  bear  no  Credit, 
Were  not  the  Proof  fo  oigh.  Pleafe  you,  great  Sir, 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  me$ 
refines  you  to  attach  his  Son,  who  ha$ 
His  Dignity  and  Duty  both  caft  off, 
Fled  from  his  Father,  from  his  Hopes,  acd  with 
A  Shepherd's  Daughter* 

Leo.  Where's  Bohemia  ?  fpeak. 
Lord.  Here  in  yourCity ;  I  npw  came  from  him. 
I  fpeak  amazedly,  and  it  becomes 
My  Marvel,  and  my  Meffage:  To  your  Court 
Whilft  he  was  haftning,  in  ihe  Chafe,  it  feems, 
Of  this  fair  Couple,  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  Father  of  this  fteming  Lady r  and 
Her  Brother,  having  bpth  their  Country  quitted. 
With  this  young  Prince,, 

Flo.  Camillohzs  betray'd  me,  \ 

Whofe  Honour,  *nd  whofe  Honefly  'iill  nor, 
Endurd  all  Weathers. 

r   ;'  .  -  Lord. 
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Lord.  Lay't  lb  to  his  Charge ; 
He's  with  tie  King  your  Father. 
Leo.  Who?  Camilla  f 

Lord.  CamfUol  Sir,  I Tpake  with  him,  who  now 
Has  thefe,  poor  Men  in  Queftion,  Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fo  quake  }  they  kneel,  they  kits  the  Earth ; 
Forfwear  themfclves  as  often  as  they  fpeak: 
Bohemia  flops  his  Ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  Deaths,  in  Death. 

Per.  Oh  my  poor  Father, 
The  Heav'n  fets  Spies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  Contrad  celebrated. 
Leo.  You  are  marry'd? 
Flo.  We  are  not,  Sir,  nor  are  we  ljkef  to  be  ; 
The  Stars,  I  fee,  willkifs  the  Valleys  firft'i 
Xht  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leo.  My  Lord, 
In  this  the  Daughter  of  a  King? 

Flo.  She  is, 
When  once  (he  is  my  Wife. 

Leo.  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  Fathers  Speed, 
Will  come  on  very  (lowly.    I  am  forry, 
Moft  forry,  you  have  broken  from  his  liking, 
Where  you  were  ty'd  in  Duty ;  and  as  forry, 
Your  Choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  Worth  *s  Beauty, 
That  you  might  well  epjoy  her. 

Flo.  De^ar,  lookup; 
Though  Fortune^  vifible  an  Enemy, 
Shoyld  chafe  us,  with  our  Father ;  Power  no  Jot 
Hath  (he  to  change  our  Loves.     Befeech  you,  Sir, 
Remember  finqe  you  ow'd  no  more  to  Jrae 
Than  I  do  now;  with  Thought  offuch  Affe&ions, 
Step  forth  mine  Advocate;  at  your  Requeft, 
My  Father  will  grant  precious  Things,  as  Trifles. 

Leo.  Would  he  do  fo,  Vd  beg  your  precious  Miftrefo 
Which  he  counts  but  a  Trifle. 
.    Paul.  Sir,  my  Liege, 

Your  Eye  hath  too  much  Youth  in'r ;  not  a  Month 
'Fore  your  Queen  dy\&  (be  was  more  wcrtlj  ffech  Gazes 
TJun  what  you  look  on  now,  » 
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l>t:  I  thought  of  her, 
Even  in  th:fe  Looks  I  madt     But  fOfcr  Piflti6n 
Is  yet  unanfwcr'dj  I  will  to  your  Fatkf  ^ 
You-  Hon  »ur  not  o'erthrown  by  your  Defiir&, 
I  am  Friend  to  them,  and  you  *  upon  which  Errand 
I  now  go  toward  him,  therefore  follovfr  nfc» 
And  mark  what  way  I  make  :  Come,  good  nry  Lord, 

[Excm*i 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Autolicus,  and  4  Gentlem*** 

A*t.  Befeech  you,  Sir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  Rel*» 

tion  ? 

1  Qent.  I  was  hy  at  the  opening  of  the  Fardel,  heard 
the  old  Shepherd  deliver  the  Manner  how  he  found  hi 
whereupon,  after  a  little  Amazedneft,  we  were  all  Com* 
manded  out  of  the  "Chamber;  only,  this,  me-thought,  I 
beard  the  Shepherd  fay,  he  fourrd  the  Child, 

jiuu  I  would  moft  gladly  knotf  the  Iffue  of  It. 

1  Gen.  I  make  a  broken  Delivery  of  the  Bufifiefs;  bbt 
the  C  .anges  I  perceived  in  the  King  and  Camilb,  were  ve- 
ry Notes  of  Admiration;  they  feem'd  almoft,  with  {taring 
00  ane  another,  to  tear  the  Cafes  of  their  Eyes.  There 
was  Speech  in  their  Dumbnefs,  Language  in  their  very  Gcr 
fture;  they  look'd  as  if  they  had  heard  6f  4  World  ranfoftfd, 
on  one  dejlroy'd ;  a  notable  Paffion  of  Wonder  appeared 
in  them ;  but  the  wifeft  Beholder,  that  knew  no  more 
but  feeing,'  coifld  not  fay,  if  th'tmportance  were  Toy,  or 
Sorrow;  Out  in  the  Extremity  of  the  one,  it  mutt  needs 
be. 

En^er  another  Gentleman. 
Here  comes  a  Gentleman,  that  happily  knows  more : 
The  *  flews,  Roger q, 

a  Gen.  Nothing  but  Bonfires :  The  Oracle  is  fulfilTd  j 
the  King's  Daughter  is  found  m7  fuch  a  deal  of  Wonder  is 
broken  put  yrithin  (his  Hour^  that  Balladrmakers  cannot  be 
&hle  to  expreft  it. 

Enter 
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Enter  another  Gentleman. 
Here  comes  the  Lady  P**Un*%$  Steward,  he  can  deliver 
you  more.     How  goes  it  now,  Sir*  This  News  which  is 
caWd  true,  is  fo  like  an.  old  T*le,  that  the  Verity  of  u  is 
in  flrong  Sufpicion ;  has  the  King  found  his  Heir? 

3  Gen.  Moft  true,  if  ever  Truth  were  pregnant  by 
Circumftaace:  That  which  you  hear,  you'Jl  fwear  you 
fee,  there  is  fiich  Unity  io  the  Proofs.  The  Mantle 
of  Queen  Hermlonc  ;  her  Jewel  about  the  Neck  of  it  ; 
the  Letters  of  Antigonms  found  with  it,  which  they  know 
to  be  his  Chara&cr  ;  the  Majefty  of  the  Creature,  in  Re- 
fcmblance  of  the  Mother;  the  Affe&ion  of  Noblene/s, 
which  Nature  fliews  above  her  Breeding,  and  many  c- 
ther  Evidences  proclaim  her  with  all  Certainty  to  b* 
the  King's  Daughter.  Did  you  fee  the  Meeting  of  the  two 
Kings? 

i  Genu  No. 

5  Genu  Then  have  you  loft  a  Sight  which  .was  to  be 
feen,  cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  be- 
held one  Joy  crown  another,  fb  and  in  fuch  manner,  that 
it  feem'd  Sorrow  wept  to.  take  leave  of  them,  for  their 
Joy  waded  in  Tears,  There  was  cafting  up  of  Eyes,  hol- 
ding up  of  Hands,  with  Countenance  of  fuch  Diftra&ion* 
that  they  were  to  be  known  by  Garment,  not  by  Favour.. 
Our  King  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himfelf>  for  Joy  of 
his  found  Daughter  ;  as  if  that  Joy  were  now  become  a 
Loft,  cries,  Oh,  thy  Mother,  thy  Mother!  then,  asks 
Bohemia  Forgivenefs ;  then  embraces  his  San-iihliw'}  then 
again  worries  he  his  Daughter,  with  clipping  her.  Now 
he  thanks  the  old  Shepherd,  who  (lands  by,  like  a  Wea« 
ther-beaten  Conduit  of  many  King's  Reins,  I  never  heard 
of  fuch  another  Encounter,  which  lames  Repot t  to  follow 
it,  and  undoes  Defcription  to  do  it. 

i  Gent.  What  pray  you,  became  of  Antigonm^  that  car- 
ryfd  hence  the  Child  /. 

5  Genu  Like  an  old  Tale  (till,  which  will  have  Matters 
io  rehetrfe,  tho*  Credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  Ear  open;  he 
was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  Bear  ;  this  avouches  the  Shep- 
herd's Son,  whp  has  not  only  his  Innocence,  which  feems 
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much,  to  juftifie  him,  but  a  Handkerchief  and  Rings  of 
his;  that  Paulina  knows* 

i  Gent.  What  became  of  his  Bark,  and  his  Follow- 
ers* 

3  Gent.  Wrackt  the  fame  Inftant  of  their  Matter** 
Death,  and  in  the  View  of  the  Shepherd ;  fo  that  all  the 
Inftruments  which  aided  to  expbfe  the  Child,  were  even 
then  loft,  when  it  was  found*  But  oh  the  noble  Combat, 
that  'twixt  Joy  and  Sorrow  was  fought  in  Paulina.  She 
had  one/  Eye  declined  for  the  Lofs  of  her  Husband,  another 
elevated  that  the  Oracle  was  fulfil  I'd.  She  lifted  the  Prin- 
cefs  from  the  Earth,  and  fo  locks  her  in  embracing,  as  if 
(he  would  pin  her  to  her  Heart,  that  (he  might  to  more 
be  in  danger  of  lofing. 

i  Gent.  The  Dignity  of  this  Aft  Uras  worth  the  au- 
dience of  Kings  and  Princes,  for  by  fuch  was  it  a&ed. 

5  Genu  One  of  the  prettieft  Touches  of  a!l,  and  that 
which  angled  for  mine  Eyes,  caught  the  Water,  though 
not  the  Fift,  was  when  at  the  Relation  of  the  Queen's 
Death,  with  the  manner  how  (he  cime  to  it,  bravely  con- 
fufs'd,  and  lamented  by  the  King,  how  Attentiyenefs 
wounded  his  Daughter,  'till,  from  one  Sign  of  Dolour  to 
another,  (he  did,  with  an  jiUtt  I  would  fain  fay,  bleed 
Tears ;  for  lam  fure,  my  Heart  wept  Blood.  Who  was 
moft  marble  there,  changed  Colour;  fome  fwounded,  all 
forrowed  ;  if  all  the  World  could  have  feen*t,  the  Woe  had 
been  untverfal. 

i  Gent.  Are  they  returned  to  the  Court  / 

$  Gent.  No,  The  Princefs  hearing  of  her  Mother's  Statue, 
which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina,  a  Piece  many  Years  in 
doing,  and  now  newly  performed  by  that  rare  Italian  Ma- 
ster, Julio  Rornano,  who,  had  himfeif  Eternity,  and  could 
but  breath  into  hist  Work,  would  beguile  Narure  of  her 
Cuftom,  fo  perfefily  he  is  her  Ape.  He  fo  near  to  Htr^ 
mione,  hath  done  Hermiom^  that  they  fay  one  would  fpeak 
to  her,  and  (land  in  hope  of  Anfwer*  Thither,  with  all 
greedinefs  of  Afft&ion,  are  they  gone,  and  there  they  in- 
tend to  fup. 

2  Genu  I  thought  (he  h?d  fome  great  Matter  there  in 
Hand,  for  (he  haih  privately  twice  or  thrice  a  Day,  ever 
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fince  the  Death  of  Hermione,  vifited  that  removed  Houfe. 
Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our  Company  piece  the  Rejoy- 
cing/ 

i  Gtnt.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of 
accefs?  Every  wink  of  an  Eye,  fome  new  Grace  will  be 
born  :  Our  abfence  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  Knowledge, 
Let's  along.  [Exeunt .: 

Ant.  Now,  had  not  I  the  dafti  of  my  former  Life  in  rot* 
would  Preferment  drop  on  my  Head.  I  brought  the  old 
Man  and  his  Son  aboard  the  Prince;  told  him,  I  heard  them 
talk  of  a  Farthel,  and  I  know  not  what;  but  he  at  that  time, 
over-fond  of  the  Shepherd's  Daughter  (fo  he  then  took  her 
to  be)  who  began  to  be  much  Sea-fick,  and  himfelf  little 
better,  extremity  of  Weather  continuing,  this  Myftery  re— 
mained  undifcover'd.  But  'tis  all  one  to  me ;  for  had  I  been 
the  finder  out  of  this  Secret,  it  would  not  have  relilh'da* 
mong  my  other  Difcredits, 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown. 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  again  ft  my  Will, 
and  already  appearing  in  the  Bloflbms  of  their  Fortime. 

Shep.  Come  Boy,  I  am  pa  ft  more  Children ;  but  thy 
Sons  and  Daughters  will  be  all  Gentlemen  born. 

Clo.  You  ixt  well  met,  Sir  ;  you  denied  to  fight  withm£ 
this  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  Gentleman  born :  See  you 
thefe  Clothes  f  fay  you  fee  them  nor,  and  think  me  ftill  no 
Gentleman  born.  You  were  beft  fay  thefe  Robes  are  not 
Gentlemen  born.  Give  me  the  Lie ;  do,  and  try  whether  I 
am  not  now  a  Gentleman  born. 

Ant.  I  know  you  are  now,  Sir,  a  Gentleman  borr. 
-  Qo.  Ay,  *and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 

Shcp.  And  fo  have  I,  Boy. 

Clo.  So  you  have ;  but  I  was  a  Gentleman  born  before 
jny  Father  :  for  the  King's  Son  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 
calPd  me  Brother ;  and  then  the  two  Kings  calPd  my  Fa- 
ther, Brotler;and  then  the  Prince  my  Brother,  and  the 
Princefs  my  Sifter  called  my  Father,  Father,  and  fo  we 
wept;  and  there  was  the  firft  Gectleman-hke  Tears  that  ever 
we  ffcedk 

Shep.  We  may  live,  Son,  to  ihed  many  more. 

Ch. 


Digitized  by 





2jo  Ihe  Winters  Tale. 

Ch.  Ay,  or  elfe  'twere  hard  Lucie,  being  in  fa  prepofic* 
rous  Eft  ate  as  we  arc. 

Ant.  I  humbly  befeech  you*  Sir,  to  pardon  me  all  the 
Faults  I  have  committed  to  your  Worftiip,  and  to  give  me 
your  good  Report  to  the  Prince,  my  Matter. 

Shep.  Trethce  Son  do ;  for  we  mutt  be  gentle,  now  we 
•re  Gentlemen. 

Qo .  Thou  wilt  amend  tby  Life  ? 

jiw.  Ay,  and  it  like  your  good  Worftiip. 

Ch.  Give  me  tby  Hand  ;  I  will  fwear  to  the  Pr*nce,thou 
art  as  honeft  a  true  Fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia. 

Shep.  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 

Go.  N  >t  fwear  ir,  now  I  am  a  Gentleman  f  Let  Boon 
and  Franklins  fay  ir,  Til  fwear  it. 

Shep.  How  if  it  be  falfe.  Son  ? 

Go.  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  Gentleman  may  fwear 
it  in  the  behalf  of  his  Friend:  And  I'll  fwear  to  the  Prince^ 
thou  art  a  tall  Fellow  of  thy  Hands,  and  tint  thou  wilt-not 
be  drunk  ;  but  I  know  thou  art  no  tall  Fellow  of  thy  Hands 
and  that  thou  wilt  be  drunk  ;  but  I'll  fwear  it,  and  I  would 
thou  would  ft  be  a  tall  Fellow  of  thy  Hands. 

Aw.  I  will  prove  fo,  Sir,  to  my  Power. 

Co.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  Fellow  •,  if  I  do  not 
wonder  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  being  a 
tall  Fellow,  truft  me  not.  Hark,  the  Kings  and  the  Prince?, 
our  Kindred,  are  going  to  fee  the  Queen's  Pifture.     Come 
follow  us :  We'll  be  thy  good  Matter.  [Exen»$% 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Lcontes,  Polixenej,  Florizel,  Peftiita,  Camillo,'  Paulina* 
Lirdst^and  Attendants. 

Leo.  O  grave  land  good  Panlina^  the  great  Comfort 
piat  I  have  had  of  thee/ 

Paul.  What,  Sovereign  Sir, 
I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well ;  all  my  Services 
You  have  paid  home.     But  that  you  have  vouchfaf'd 
With  your  crowr/d  Brother,  and  tfuftyo^r  contracted 
H-^rs  of  your  Kingdoms,  my  poor  Houfc  to  vifir* 
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It  is  a  Surplus  of  yotfr  Grace*  which  ntvtt 
My  Life  may  laft  to  aofwer. 

Leo.  O  Paulina, 
We  honour  you  with  trouble  1  but  we  came 
To  fee  the  Seme  of  our  Queen.    Yourr  GaHtfy 
Have  we  pafs'd  th*ottgh,  not  without  much  content, 
In  many  Singularities ;  but  we  (aw  not 
Thit  which  my  Daughter  came  to  look  upon, 
The  Statue  of  her  Mothers 

Paul.  As  (he  liv'd  Peerlefs, 
So  her  dead  frfeemfe  I  do  we»  betteve 
Excels  what  ever  yet  yow  lbok'd  upon* 
Or  Hand  of  Man  hath  done ;  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lovely,  apart.     But  here  if  is  ^prepare 
To  fee  the  Life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  Sleep  mock'd  Death ;  behold*  and  fay  'tis  well. 

[Paulina  draw  a  Cnrtam>  and  di/covers  Hermione  fiaadn 
ing  like  a  Statue* 
I  like  your  Silence,  it  the  more  {hews  off 
Your  wonder ;  but  yet  fpeak,  firft  ycta>  my  Liege* 
Comes  it  not  fomething  near  t 

Leo.Mtx  natural  Pofturt* 
Chide  me,  dear  Stone,  that  I  may  fay  indeed 
Thou  art  Hermione;  or  rather,  thou  art  (he, 
In  thy  not  chiding*,  for  (he  was  as  tehder 
As  Infancy,  and  Grace,     But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  nothing  / 

So  aged  as  this  feems.  ' 

Pol.  Oh,  not  by  much. 

Paul.  So  much  the  more  our  Carvers-excellence, 
Which  lets  go  by  fome  fixteen  Year?,  and  makes  her 
As  (he  livM  now. 

Leo.  As  now  (he  might  have  done, 
So  much  to  my  gord  Comfort*  as  i&.is* .  • ., 
Now  piercing  ro  my  Soul.     Oh,  thus  (he  flood; 
Even  with  fuch  Life  of  Majefty,  warm  Life, 
As  now  it  Coldly  ftands,  when  firft  I  woo'd  her. 
I  am  afliam'd  ;  do's  not  the  Stone  rebuke  m% 
For  being  more  Stone  than  it  ?  Oh  Royal  Piec: ;  v 

Then's  Mapick  in  thy  Majtfty,  uhkh  has 
My  iSyils  coftjur'd  to  remembrance ;  and 
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From  thy  admiring  Daughter  took  the  Spirit, 
Standing  like  Stone  with  thee. 

Per.  And  give  me  leave. 
And  do  not  fay  'tis  Superftttion,  that ' 
I  knee),  and  then  emplore  her  Bleffing.    Lady. 
Dear  Queen,  ttiar  ended  when  I  but  began, 
Gi  ve  me  that  hand  of  yours  to  kifs. 

foul.  O,  Patience; 
The  Statue  is  but  newly  fix'dj  the  Colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  Lord,  your  Sorrow  was  too  (ore  laid  oni 
Wh»ch  fixteen  Winters  cannot  blow  away, 
So  many  Summers  dry,  fcarce  any  Joy, 
Did  ever  fo  long  live;  no  Sorrow, 
Bur  kill'd  it  felf  much  (boner. 

PoL  Dear,  my  Brother, 
Let  him  that  was  the  Caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  fo  m'ich  Grief  from  you,  as  he 
Witt  piece  up  in  himfelf. 

Paul.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
If  I  had  thought  the  Sight  of  my  poor  Tmage 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you,  for  the  Stone  ismtne^ 
rd  not  have  fliew'd  you  it. 

Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  Curtain. 

Paul*  No  longer  (halt  you  gaze  on't,  left  your  Fancy 
May  chink  anon,  it  moves. 

Leo.  Let  be,  let  be, 

Would  I  were  dead,  but  that  methinks  already 

What  was  he  that  did  make  it  ?  See,  my  Lord, 
Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd ;  And  that  thofe  Veins 
n  Did  verily  bear  Blood  i 

Pol.  Mifterly  done. 
The  very  Life  feems  warm  upon  her  Lip. 

Leo.  The  fixture  of  her  Eye  has  motion  in'r* 
As  wc  ar?  mock'd  with  Art. 

PahL  Til  Jraw  the  Curtain. 
My  Lord's  almoft  fo  far  tr a nf ported,  th.it 
Hell  think  anon  it  lives. 

Leo.  Oh  fweet  Paulina, 
Make  m:  to  think  fo  twenty  Years  together: 
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No  fettled  Sen  ft  $  of  the  World  can  match 
The  Pleafure  of  that  madnefs.     Let's  alone. 

Paul,  lamforry,  Sir,  I  have  thus  far  ftirr'd  you;  but 
I  could  afflift  you  further.' 

Leo.  t)o  Paulina; 
.Tor  this  Affli&ion  has'a  Tafte  as  fweet 
As  any  cordial  Comfort.    Still  ibethinks 
'  There  is  an  Air  comes  from  her.    What  fine  Chizzel 
Could  ever  vet  cut  Breath  }  Let  no  Man  mock  me, 
For  I  will  kifs  her.  '   » 

Paul.  Good  my  Lord  forbear; 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  Lip  is  wet; 
You'll  roarr  it,  if  you  kifs  if,  ftiin  your  own 
With  oily  Painting;  ihall  I  draw  the  Curtain  f 
Leo.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  Years. 
Per.  So  long  could  I 
Stand  by,  a  Ldoker  on. 
Paul.  Either  forbear, 
Quit  prefently  the  Chappel,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazment;  it  you  can  bfehold  it, 
I'll  make  the  Statue  move  indeed ;  defcend, 
*  And  take  you  by  the  Hand  j  but  then  you'll  think, 
Which  I  proteft  againft,  I  am  affifted 
By  wicked  Powets. 

Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  am  content  to  look  on;  what  to  fpeak, 
I  am  content  to  hear;  for  'tis  as  eafie 
To  make  her  fpeak,  as  move. 

Paul.  It  is  requir'd 
You  do  awake  your  Faith,  then  all  ifhnd  ftill. 
On;  thofethjt  think  it  is  unlawful  Bufinefs 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leo.  Proceed; 
No  Foot  (lull  ftir. 

Paul.  Mufick;  awake  her:  Strike,  {.Mtfok* 

'Tis  time,?  defcend;  be  Sroneno  more-,  approach, 
Strike  all  tint  look  upon  with  Marvel.     Come, 
I'll  fill  your  Grave  up:  ftir,  nay  come  away: 
Bequeath  to  death  your  Numbnefs;  for  from  him 
D:ar  Lift  redeems  you,  you  perceive  /he  ftirs, 
:  j        .  '  [Hermione  comet  down* 

Starts 
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Start  not,  her  Aftions  ftiall  be  holy,  as 

Yow  hear  ray  Spell  is  lawful,  do  not  ft  uo  iw> 

Until  you  fee  her  die  again,  for  then 

You  kill  her  double.    Nay,  prefent  ypurH$ndj 

When  (he  was  young,  ypu  wao'd  her  j  now  in  ^ge, 

Is  fhe  become  the  Suiter  ? 

Ltq.  Oh  (he's  warm,  \Embr*c'mg  her. 

If  this  beMagick,  iqc  it  be  *nkArt 
Lawful  as  Eating. 

Pol.  She  embraces  him. 

Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  Neck, 
If  fhe  pertain  to  Life,  let  her  fpe*k  too. 

Pol.  Ay,  and  make  it  manifeft  wh^relhehasiiv'd, 
Or  how  ftol'n  from  the  dead  J 

Paul.  That  lhe  is  fivtog, 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fhould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  Tale;  but  it  appears  (he  \'\vc$, 
Tho'  yet  (he  fpeak  not.    Mark  a Jutle, white. 
Pleafe  you  to  enterpofe,  fair  Madaro,  kneel, 
And  pray  your  MotherVBfeffing ;  tiara  good  Ltdy, 
Our  Perdita  is  found*  [Prefentiug Perdu*,  who  hpuUio  Hero*       \ 

Her.  You  Gods  look  down, 
And  from  your  facred  Viols  pour  your  Graces  j. 

Upon  my  Daughter's  Head;  tell  me,  xnine  own,  < 

Where  haft  thou  been  preferv'd?  Where  liv'd  /  How  foupd       ; 
Thy  Father's  Court?  For  thou  (halt  hear  <h#  I9  j 

Knowing  by  Paulina,  that  the  Oracle  \ 

Gave  lope  thou  waft  in  being,  have  preferv'd 
My  fjf,  to  fee  the  I  flue. 

Paul.  There  is  time  enough  for  that ; 
Left  they  defire,  upon  thir  pud),   tofrofibl* 
Your  Joys  wirh  like  Relation.  Go  together 
You  prrcious  Winners  all,  your  Exujt^tjon 
Partake  to  every  one;  I,  an  old  Turtle, 
Will  wing  me  to  fome  wither'd  Bow,  tod  there 
My  Mate,  that's  never  to  be  fouad  again. 
Lament  'till  I  am  loft. 

Leo.   O  Peace  Paulina: 
Thou  (hould'ft  a  Husband  take  by  myfCofiftnt, 
As  I  by  tl  he  a  Wife.     This  is  a  Match, 

And 
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And  made  between's  by  Vows.    Thou  baft  found  mine. 

But  how,  is  to  be  queftion'd;  for  I  faw  her, 

As  I  thought,  dead  ;  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  many 

A  Prayer  upon  her  Grave.    Ill  not  feek  far 

(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind,)  to  find  thee 

An  honourable  Husband.    Come,  Camillo, 

And  take  her  by  the  Hand ;  whole  Worth  and  Honefty 

Is  richly  noted;  and  here  juftified 

By  us,  a  pair  of  Kings.   Let's  from  this  place. 

What?  Look  upon  my  Brother:  Both  your  Pardons, 

That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  Looks 

My  ill  Sufpicion :  This  your  Son-ir.-law, 

And  Son  unto  the  King,  whom,  Heav'ns  dire&ing, 

Is  troth-plight  to  your  Daughter.     Good  Panlind^ 

Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  liefurely  * 

Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 

Performed  in  this  wide  gap  of  Time,  fince  firft 

We  were  diffever'd.     Haftily  lead  away.       [Exeunt  §mmu 


The  End  of  the  Second  Volume. 
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